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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



• • TT was about the lovely close of a warm Summer day,” iu fact it was on the night of the great Victorian Jubilee Day, 
i June 21st, 1887. 

“hlight sank upon the dusky beach and on the purple sea,” 

and Mr. Punch, upon a chalky headland, overlooking the ** silver streak,” gazed forth into the vast star-s pangled vault of 
heaven, musing of many things. 

He, the swift, the ubiquitous, had been an observant witness of the impressive pageantry, the imposing popular out- 
pouring of the day. And now, Toby at heel and torch in hand, he had climbed to set fire to the beaeon whose “red glare ” 
was to blaze out over the wide Channel waters, and blazon forth to all the land England’s joy and Mr. Punch’s loyalty. 

Flash ! The ruddy flame leaped forth on to the night with the brightness of the levin, the impetuosity of a tiger’s 
spring. A lurid cloud of smoke rolled upward and outward, slowly lifted and wafted by the soft salt sea-breeze of June. 

The ringing rhymes of Macaulay — that sound-hearted English writer whom prigs pooh-pooh, and Punch, like all 
sensible Britons, enjoys — ^ran in the head of the Sage, He thought of that other Summer night, three centuries since, when 
another Queen sat on the throne of the island realm, when — 

“Prom Eddy stone to Berwick hounds, from Lynn to Milford Bay, 

That time of slumber was as bright and busy as the day,” 

with preparations for welcoming the Armada. 

“ Venit, vidityfiigit ! ” murmured Mr. Punch. 

** Dux foamina factif^ sihillated a responsive voice in his ear. 

"Who, what were these two shadowy shapes in doublet and ruffle? One frail, and, like the Sage himself, slightly 
hunched ; the other brisk, alert, bronzed, bearded. 

“ Well capped, Egbert Cecil ! ” said the Ever-Eeady One, courteously bending to the illustrious Shades. And 
you, stout Sir Francis, give you good greeting on this night of nights, when ’tis no marvel two such patriot spirits should 
revisit thus the glimpses of the moon.” 

“ What bodeth this ? ” queried Drake, pointing to the flaring beacon. 

“ Oh, this is no ' ghastly war-flime,’ hut a jubilant Jubilee bonfire,” sail Mr. Punch, with a smile. 

“ The better so, if what that ranting rantipole Lord Eandolph says is sooth,” retorted the slighter Shade, with a 
touch of sardonic grimness. “ Were I in the place of my living namesake, your present Premier, I *d take such order with 
the rebellious springald as ” 

“You did with Essex, eh? ” interjected Punch. “Well, well, times have changed. We are more tolerant than of 
yore, and the Tower and the block are not now looked upon as the appropriate retort to indiscreet praters of Party rubbish 
or personal rhodomontade.” 

Then Sir Francis broke briskly in. “ Supposing, good Sir, that some King of Spam’s beard required summary singe- 
ing; dost mean to say your singeing-irons are so ready, that your Singer-in-Chief could afford to finish his [game of bowls 
ere he took them in hand ? ” 

“ Listen ! ” cried Mr. Punch. 

“ ‘ The best troops of the comitry were at this time absent in Flanders, and there was no standing army except the Queen’s 
Guard and the garrisons kept in a few forts on the coast or on the Scottish border. The royal navy was extremely small ; and the 
revenues of the Crown were totally inadeanate to the effort of raising it to anything approaching a parity with the fleets of Spain. It 
was on the spontaneous efforts of individuals that the whole safety of the country at this momentous crisis was left dependent ; if these 
failed, England was lost hut in such a cause, at such a juncture, they could not fail ; and the first appeal made by the Government to 
the patriotism of the people was answered with that spirit in which a nation is invincible.* 

So writes the historian concern’ng England on the eve of the advent of the Great Armada. Sir Francis, despite doubts, 
which I share with you, and notwithstanding maladministration, which, with all honest souls, I hate, I will back the 
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national invincibllty, of whioli the historian speaks, against soi-disarU Invincible Armadas, from whatever quarter. Depart- 
mental duffers— beshrew them !— can do much mischief, but there 's one thing they cannot do.” 

“ What is that ? ” asked both tlie Shades, eagerly. 

" Stop our supplies cf Drakes and Cecils, of Howards and Ealbighs, of Elizabetiis and — Viotobias, responded 
Mr. PuHOH. “ And,” pursued he, “ if this were a war-beacon instead of a peace-bonfire, trust me that from ‘ Malvern’s lonely 
height ’ in the Midlands, again would flare forth the ruddy signal of ready loyalty, — 

‘ Till Belvoii’s lordly teiraoes the sign to Lincoln sent. 

And Lincoln sped tlie message on o'er the wide vale of Trent ; 

Till Skiddaw saw the fire that “burnt on Q-aunt’s embattled pile. 

And the red glare on Skiddaw roused the burghers of Carlisle ! 

« Marry I hut this Macaulay of yours hath the right British ring in him I ** hurst forth Bbake, enthusiastically. 

Nathless,’* said Cecil, more soberly, “let not the old lion of England be caught napping, Mr. Punch.” 

“ Sirs,” said the Sage, stirring up the bonfire till it blazed forth afresh in sky-reddening radiance, “ Sirs, there is an 
inextinguishable beacon-l ght, of another sort than this, ever before tbe eyes of that noble if somewhat somnolent animal, 
which will prevent a fortuitous forty winks ever lapsing into the lethal lethargy of a Bip Van WinJde^s slumber.” 

“ And that ? ” cried the Shades, simultaneously. 

“ It is fight and fire made portable as the staff-hidden spark of Prometheus,” answered Mr. Punch. “ Like unto a 
Faure battc ry, it stores immense force in small compass, and for public convenience is replenisbahle half-yearly. It can he 
multiplied to any extent, and conveniently carried to any distance. You, if you wish, can take it with you to illuminate the 
Shades, and warm your patriotic bosoms with knowledge and good hope.” 

“ TYhat is it ? ” ejaculated Mr, Punch’s ghostly Visitants. 

“ Take it and try it, most noble Shad<=^s,” responded Punch, heartily. “ By its light you shall see both the best and 
the worst of the grand old land you greatly loved, and as greatly served. You shall see how, despite the feuds of faction and 
the fumblings of official folly, England is England still — only more so. You shall see how sleepkss a sentinel, how vigilant 
a warder, how stout a champ*on, her honour and best interests have in ” 

“ Yourself ! ” cried the great Elizabethans, simultaneously. 

“ Precisely,” said Mr. Punch, calmly. “Natural modesty must not be indulged in at the expense of obvious truth. 
You shall see, also, how I counsel her counsellors, lead her leaders, enlighten her illuminati, reward her heroes, trounce her 
traitors, castigate her humbugs, and flagellate her foo'^s. ’ In short, you shall see, as by a brilliant beacon-glare, all that is 
best worth seeing in this England of the Victorian Jubilee Year.” 

■Whereupon, without another word, Punch presented to the two illustrious Elizabethans his 
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.ARTISTIC NOKCENCLATXTBE. 



Mb. Sqxtabe was on Artist, aad greatly 
admired 

The new Boyal Courts in the Strand. 
Hewas likewiseasmoker, andnever grew 
Of tobacco of very strong brand, [tired 
Of Stebet the designer and Cayendish 
Twist, 

He would say, What a glorious pair ! 


If a daughter be bom, I diall call her, I Ve sworn, 
Heebeetta Street Cavendish Sqttabb,*’ 


" I should flatly refuse,” said his wife, with some scorn, 
Toletheryoxmgprospeotsbeharmei’^ 

But when, some time after, a daughter 
mas bom. 

She began to get rather alarmed, [day, 

And she fainted away on the christening 
And the parson, oh ! didn^t he stare . 
When-~adjuredXKanie this — 

Papa said, as he smiled, [Sqxjabe 1 ” 

Henbietta Stebbt Cavendish' 


I Xears^fled ; and the Artist could scarce 

For the public had grownvery« shy,” 

SQDABE’s^piotnres were rather a drug 

And no one seemed anxious to buy. 

His daughter became bis one solace 

And, while tenderly stroking Mg 

Father, don’t look so ill 1 ” aba would say — ** you have still 

Henbietta Stbeet Cavendish Sqttabe I ” 

One day a young gallant appear^ on the scene, 

Mr. Hoad, independent and nice ; ^ 
He was just eight-and-twenty, Miss 
Square was eighteen. 

So they both fcllinloveinatrice. [wife 

JV mmiiiw what a proud day for the Artist and 

^ millionnaire) 

i ^ wedding was plann^ between 

CBOikiwELL Hoad and [Square ! 
' ^ Henbietta Stbeet Cavendish 

















[December 6, 1885. 



JUBILEE JOTTINGS. 

Jantjabt. 

Well* EigMy-Seven at last then is here, 

The Year of Rejoicings, the Jubilee Year ! [lies, 


Omens of peace, may they find full fulfilling I 
With loyal good-will every bosom is thrilling. 
Everyone hopes an irradiant Glorm 
May shine on the Fiftieth Year of Yictoeia. 
Febrttaey. 


Filagree fancy and aureate sheen 

Tax their resources to honour “ the Qtjeen.” 

Seize every symbol, and take every trope, 

The heart— that means Love, — and the anchor 
—that ’s Hope, — 


Warm bums the Wallsend, and cosy the tabby Though the monthopens as coldas a galantine, For both Heart and Art must conjoin, it is clear, 
As Mr, Punch starts this A tinus Mirabilis. All hearts will warm to a right royal Valent ine. In a Valentine worthy the Jubilee Year. 

DTJhIB CBAIMLBO JUNIOR’S EBITION OF T 'R'R BRITISH POET^ 




“ Chaw, Sir ! ” 
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Shakes Peer. 


FlSHW 


Dried ’Tin. 


Crabbe and Shelley. 


Scott and Moore. 
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7 ^.— Try him again. Shies at a Bath-chair in Piccadilly and 
AN XJNIiTTOKY MAN’S DIARY. throws me, putting out my shoulder. Am taken home in a four- 

Januaey 9 th.— S evere frost. 4^ ^ 2 lsT— Try him once more. Bolts with me up New Oxford Street, 

with difficulty from Agreeable fij^ally taking the paUngs of Russell Square and depositing me on my 

Receiving House in Hyde Park. * June 9th.— P lay in 

13th. — P urchase a - — ] my first cricket-match 

new pair of Patent - ^ this season. Am bowled 

Spring-Clasping Cana- . first ball each innings 

ffian Skates. Prost and cut over severely 

ends. ^ I . on the head, fielding 

14th.— Pipes burst. i cover-point. Carried 

House inmu^ted from 1 1 .i. off the ground in- 
top landing to base- ! . sensible, 

ment. I, 27th.— Play a re- 

Pebbuaby 1. — ^Am I turn match. Am again 

summoned for pare- I bowled first ball each 

chial rates. ^ i I innings, and again cut 

7th. — Join a Poot- g|l I over severely on the 

ball Club. Play in ||| HiillMwMMmMMlBllli l' head, fielding cover- 

first match, but get so fli ii ^ I) v?j 3H| | W B|| | HH IhHImIIIPWIB H point, and carried eff 

severely kicked that \ II 111 " ^ I : the ground insensible, 

am disabled for rest of u || | | |^||i|Dffl G-ive up Cricket, 

the season. || '/ 1 |]HII ||||||ll| July 6th. — Begin 

15th.— Fan off the N. |j| >' MH1 mI 1 1 IfHH HlB ill H my boating. Get some 

top of an omnibus ana . «^iBw ||| m|HH| |I|U|^Ia practice in a pair-oar 

dislocate mv ankle. .1 IMURI B|BI|I1II outrigger,butoatohing 

III ||n|ffl| |||||||l|l| I I a crab am run down by 
flHIlt iiHHi nUiinHliii steam-launch andhave 

aMMHIl DHKi MlMii litii \ ^ hfe. 

B mW lflt |H|||| |I||||||H|||| 18 th. — R ow in a 

MPiliO Iralit IlMlil II 11 four-oared race for my 
BBiilllfr MlllIl^^ I i Club. When within 

UlHIIIIi InllllH ’ winning- 

S nilDIffiffilllMn I I post, slip off my sliding- 
mHlB HSlilttli I my rowlock, 

Hlllll 11 I Iniilf I break my oar and upset 

ifll/ll!l IKSBMiiMi I t 111 Hi I I the boat. Am picked 

IIHH i ilBlllllit IIIbVU I Press-boat 

Jffllfil 1 1 lllllll 1 landed dripping 

(^llli 1 1 lIBffilMMlIHBTO amidst the execrations 

iP/HIlIH I HllilllilfflffiwIliU crew. 

MllMif I i .Wliilll lii iiiirll August 10th.— 

'** Klllllilllln Hllffllillll Hll! K!eep my bed for a 

If ifflli fflBB HwillMBfl hI IsSI fortnight, but am asked 

down to Scotland for 

linlBMHlIiillH^ nHil some grouse-shooting. 

tliJIllliM illy illlHI Missmytrainat King’s 

BBII {||nl Cross, and arrive in 

BMjBMSBM IftlltlMli consequence at half- 

BllilRlin IMHil 

iTj 1 I 12th. — Myfirstday’s 

^ ll/ ttlvJlR IHililllBiBl^ sport. Hit a keeper, 

^ I mlwM^ <^ogs, and a local 

’'ssss^i> Laird.Yisitterminates. 

/ September 15th.— 

I Leave for Aberdeen by 

' iKinnlSilliHfliHH coach. Wheel comes 

I ‘/I WlSrS TO ffllliil H pitched with all the 

tne nanus or a local \i outside passengers on 

Solicitor. / 'C^^^ J / '\ \iW p^- \ to my head at the 

23BD.— Have to pay , A j J BIBMII ^ bottom of a swollen 

£27 10s. compensa- ^ bum. Picked up by a 

tion, and £3 15s. for ■Mp market-cart and taken 

cost^ and am severely A 1 ^ ^ wl' ^ Hospital, 

rebuked by the Magis- ^ ^ ^ ^ 28th. — ^When con- 

trate. ^ ^ ^ valescent,try aseatrip 

25th. — Give the ^ home. Meet agalefrom 

Dustman 10s. to take _ ai ^ jwt. j* ^ tt « the South-East the 

the Dog off my hands. T^smq&r {for the iwmiutli hme).^ How soon bo you think we shall go on, Guard ? whole wav Mast and 

Ap^ ^th —Give a Gvard. Oh, AS SOON as ^There, get in 1— get in ! How DO YOU *xpect the chimnev sweet over- 
little dinner, but am ’ ioww THP Ltnp 1 1 ” ^ YOURS HANGING OUT, AND SEEN ALL board, and no pro- 

obliged to have the JjO^THE Ljgjg jj 

greengrocer and his assistant, who came to wait, removed, intoxicated, I stout and dry biscuit after third day out, arrive in London more dead 

X. iV - T>-.1*** J-l-* JJJT- J.1 J " t/ 7 


new pair of Patent 
Spring-Clasping Cana- 
dian Skates. Prost 
ends. 

14th.— Pipes burst. 
House inundated from 
top landing to base- 
ment. 

Pebruaby 1.— Am 
summoned for paro- 
chial rates. 

7th. — Join a Foot- 
ball Club. Play in 
first match, but get so 
severely kicked that 
am disabled for rest of 
the season. 

15th.— F an off the 
top of an omnibus and 
dislocate my ankle. 

23rd. —Hear that an 
ITncle from whom I 
had expectations, and 
has recently died, has 
left me nothing. 

28th. — House bro- 
ken into by burglars, 
who carry off the 
dining - room clock, 
plate-^est, cash-box, 
all the coats and um- 
brellas, and £5 135.4^7 
in ready money. 

March 3rd. — De- 
termine to have a Dog 
to protect the premi- 
ses, and purchase a 
Scotch Collie from the 
Battersea Home for 
£1 10s. 

4th.— Invest in a 
muzde, addressed col- 
lar, dog whistle, and 
leading chain ; but dog 
escapes from the house, 
and I am summoned 
for not having him 
under proper control. 

17th. — Dog bites 
postman, telegraph- 
boy, butcher, friend 
paying a morning call, 

* and milkman, who all 
put the -matter into 
the hands of a local 
Solicitor. 

23rd.— Have to pay 
£27 10s. compensa- 
tion, and £3 15s. for 
cost^ and am severely 
rebuked by the Magis- 
trate. 

25th. — Give the 
Dustman 10s. to take 
the Dog off my hands. 


by the Police, in the middle of the second course. than alive. 

I 13th.— A good deal troubled by somebody at No. 13 opposite taking October 16th.— Asked down to Bedfordshire for a little pheasant- 

I lessons on the ophidmde with the window open. shooting. Peel much shattered, but go. Luggage stolen from cab at 

27th.— Knocked down by Hansom, and brought home on a stretcher, station. Arrive at house. Pind fashionable gathering at dinner. S it 
I^Y 4th.— Employ ^ Agent to buy me a horse at Tattersall’s for down to it in knickerbockers, hob-nailed boots, and a dust-coat. 

£35, but he makes a mistake aud gets me another at £65, 17th. — Join the shooting-party. Agpain hit a keeper, a couple of dogs, 

6th. — Try him. Runs away with me in Rotten Row, and lam and this time pepper my host on the back of his neck and left shoulder, 
summoned for furious riding. Visit terminates. 


Visit terminates. 
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THE VICTOBIAH ERA, 1857-67. 


AN tJNLUCKy MAN’S DIARY. 


lOTH. — A. severe frost sets in. 


18th. - Propose to cbarming daughter of 


17th.— -The frost having lasted a week, I the house, and am refused. 


Novembee 9th. — A friend in Leicestershire , have spent a good deal of the time in playing 19th. — ^Propose to vivacious little widow, 

offering me a “ mount/’ I get a complete rig ; billiards with a charming daughter of the house Am also refused. 

out of pink from the Stores, and go down for | and a vivacious little widow, on both of whom, 20th.— Prost breaks. Thrown. Am carried 

I on a hurdle to a neighbouring Inn. 


a little hunting. 


! I flatter myself, I have made an impression. 


SOME FIRST-CLASS IDIOTS. 


They say the water about fifteen ‘‘Here’s a barrel with dark-coloured “ Escape of gas ! Then of course I 
I feet deep here. I can’t swim, so I ’U powder in it— like gunpowder ! I’ll must take a lighted candle to see 
just walk in to see— r- ! ’* apply a lighted match to the bung to where it is-r^ ! ” 

(Found drowned,} see 1” (Remains not if'et found.) (RmovMinfragimnts.') 



“ Hullo ! here ’s a gun ! Of course 
it can’t he loaded, but I ’ll point it at 
my sister’s head and pull the trigger, 
just to see ! ” per 
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THE VIGTOBIAy ERA. 186?— 87. 

JTBJtBB JMTIKOS.^n... • ■'“.“""‘“I' Q,™- 

’Tis the Jubilee June of Tictoria’s Accession, July Tf nn beayen, 

H^e’s^mMngprosperity, power^peace^plentjr, JocmiD July brings in mkny a jolly day. lllso^ of joys^ariers 
A lso many happy returns of June twenty. T he Jubilee Tear Siauld be really iz 


ni T v-n Aiisorts ot 3 oys— farmers kuow it— Will follo\^ 

of June twoity. | The Jabilee Year shoidd be really all holiday. If Iwt they obtain a good lead from Apollo. 

BTJMB CBAICBO JimiOK’S EBITIOIT OF XHB BBIXISH POETS. ^ 

-jTS. ^ 

> ^/Ve yen WordtSir^X i , a ^ ( i % 




BeceJTiLber 
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THINC^S ONE WOtTLD RATHER HAVE LEFT HNSAID." 

Middy {alout to jom “I’ve come to say Good-syjs. Amy!” 

Vmsm Amy, * Good-bye, Johnny. When we see yod next, I hope tott’llbe 
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Keejper {to the two Tourists^ who find Canoeing more diffimU on the Wighland "Rivers than on the Tkamh), ** Hi 1 Hoy ! Hoy I D’ ye no 

KEN THIS IS THE McCHIZZLEM’s PRIVATE WaTTER ! ? ** 


JUBILEE. JOTTINGS. 

\ AuausT. 

Axtoust 1 3fVe ’ll tope j 
that no pool Party ' \ 
■wrangle 

Once more may onr 
Parliament pat in a ^ 
tangle. 

No drea^ of prolonged 
Autumn - Session 
should paralyse 
Patriot souls who would , 
«*plea^nfiy raralise. 

The Jiibil^* Year gives a 
chance to r^orm all 
St. SteiJh^’s cantrips ; 

ahsoxd and abnormalj ' 
And let oux tir^ Sena- 
^ tors ' gleefully out- ; 
stfe^ ^ 

To'k^p th^ appoint- 
ments' with moor or 
with trout-stream. 

-It 

September. 

JOYl' Jubilee sport 
aptould employ fots of 
cartridges, 

And nothing this year 
should go wrong with 
the partridges. 

. Oeres has sulked far too 
, long, thinks the Far- 
mer, — 

But .'loyalty surdy this 
year should disam 









Ap^umnal Spouters, 
I WL’t go it too tuh- 


NOT TO BE DISCONCEBTEB. 

“This w the Suez Canal, isn’t rr, JJothhr?”— '‘‘N o, 
RsGEjf^s Canal/’ — “ Oh, op oohrse. How stxtpi© op me ! I 
THESE^Two Canals 1” 


DARLiNa ; 
'm always 


IT *B THE 
CONHHsifefO 


For overmuch jaw ■will 
o’ershadow the Jubi- 
lee. 

We shan’t want too 
much of the militant 
Member 

Pervading our platforms 
this pleasant Septem- 
ber, 

October. 

An Annus Miralilis even 
gets sober 

When Autumn days 
draw to an end in 
October. 

But the warm mellow 
^ strength of October’s 
old brews 

May our hearts, if they’re 
stout,? at" this season 
suffu^iK- 

V%inch drinks to his 
Queen, of chill Win- 
ter defiant, 

And wishes John Bull 
the strong health of a 
giaut. 

For patriot passion his 
bosom -will fill aye, 
^’en in Chill October,” 
aspaintedhy Millais. 

Proverbial Pessim- 
ism.— What’s. the odds 
sp loxig as you are 
happy? That you won’t 
remain so much long^. 

Toq Much qp a Good 
THLNa.— Don’t feedPigs 
with Peaked. 








THE THAHES* 

{Developimnt of the JSouse-hoat System.) 


JXTBILEE JOTTINGS. 

NOVEMBEB. 

Novembee! Now, 
Dives, yield tithe of 
your store j 

For the Jubilee Year 
diould biin^ joy to the 
Poor. 

However we ’ glorify 
Throne, State, or 
Church, 

The destitete i^ould not 
be left in the lurch. 

The occasion is grand in 
its scope and its rarity. 

But oh,itsbest glory will 
pale without Charity! 

If you would stay An- 
archy’s steps, John, 
remember 

The case of the Poor, a 
good work for No- 
vember. 

Decemeeb. 

Well, all things must 
end, even Julslee 
Tears. 

Punch has just ton the 
round of its joys, 
hopes, and fears ; 


.-PMiwv 'WUhWVMMW UVrOlOV 

— ^Here *s to England 
all round I 

Strength to all British 
heaifa, peace to all 
British ground I 
May our brave men be 
just^ and our gene^ 
ions thrifty, 





And, oh 1 at the end of 
another fair fifty, 

May Albion’s oak be as 
stalwart and green 
As now when we shout 
round it, “God save 
the Queen I 

AN TTNLtrOKY MAN’S 
DIABY. 

Decembeb 8ed.— Am 
moved home at length in 
an invalid carriage, ar- 
rive to find my house on 
fire, and' being pumped 
on by five engines. 
Eemember that I quite 
forgot to pay the last 
insurance premium. 

26 TH. — ^It being Christ- 
mas Day, attend a family 
gathering at the house of 
my eldest^ sister-in-law. 
On the ladies leaving the 
table after dinner, some 
dispute arises among the 
men of the family, and 
decanters are freely flung 
about. Narrowly escape 
having my head cut 
open. The fracas con- 
tinuing, the screams of 
the women attract the 
Police, when onr great 
Uncle is by universal 
consent, given into cus- 
tody. 

31si*. — Am again, 
through some mistake, 
summonedforrates. The 
year closes sadly. | 
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WISHES EOS THE NEW YEAE. 


H. JR. JH. The Trince of Waks.—Theit there may he no further 
opposition to my excellent scheme for an Imperial Institute. That 
i&r. Punch and myself may agree on eyery subject. 

Lord iS^a^wSwry.—That HAUTiNGTONr will listen to reason/ and 
that every blessing may light on my dear Raitooiph’s head. 

Lord Sartington.’—'Wi!^ Eandolph ha^’t spoilt my holiday. 
"Wish 1 hadn’t been bom an hereditary politician. 

Mr, -That my friends in Ireland will in future leave me 

to fix on the “ plan of campaign.” 

The Czar, — ^That the Powers would unanimously accept BCatkopt’ 
as Prince of Bulgaria, so that I could have a few hours’, peace in my 
own dominions. 

The Prince of Mingrelia, — That the Czab would let me go off 
(luietly to Monte Carlo, instead of Sophia. 

Mr, Justice That the Divorce Court may be turned into a 

Camera Obscura. 

Mr, Gladstone.’—Thsit the Sultan had given me that diamond 
cigar-case instead of Chambeelain. 

Mr, XflSowcAere.— That the G. 0. M. may be led to see the value 
of my constant support by the time he is making up his next 
Cabinet. 

Mr, Chamberlain, — That I may get the Premiership. 

Mr, Morlep,—! wish he may get it. 

Lord JR, Churchill, — ^That those idiotic London Members really 
knew something of the public opinion they are supposed to represent, 
and that I had never oeen led by them into an unpopular crusade 
against the Coal and Grain Dues. 

Sir Philip Cunliffe Owen, — ^That I had never set eyes on South 
Kensington! 

The Governor of Kilmainham, — ^That the Nationalist platform 
may always contain a plank-bed as one item. 

Sir Charles That not a single agpieved citizen during 

the whole twelvemonth may have reason to think that the Force is 
no remedy. 


THE MYSTEBY OF GBEAT PBINTING-HOUSE SaUABE. 

The only newspaper, as far as we are aware, that published the 
startling news of Lord Bandolph’s resignation last Thursday morn- 
ing was the Times, So for once not even the most TJltra-Liberal or 
Badioal journal was in advance of the Times, The Pall Mall 
Gazette was so astonished that it thought the Jupiter must have been 
hoaxed, and sent an Interviewer post haste to Lord Bandoiph:. 
But the ex-ChanceUor was too wary a bird to be caught, and the 
P,M,G, Young Man had to be content with interviewing Lord 
Bandolph’s Secretary. Who gave the Times the private and con- 
fidential tip ? Was it Randolph himself ? Anyhow the Times was 
not hoaxed, though it was “taken in ” everywhere^and by everybody 
that morning. 


To Covers of a Good Dinner. 

“ Civilised man cannot live without dining,” sings Lord Lytton. 
Still less can half-civilised children. If, however, any lon-vivant^ 
who happeiis to have a good heart as well as a good digestion, wishes 
to know what pleasure can be got out of dining, let him take a turn at 
the Mission Room in Clerkenwell Close, where to. J. A. Geoom:, Super- 
intendent of the Flower Girls’ Mission and Brigade, on Wednesdays 
and Thursdays supplies halfpenny hot meat dinners to hundreds of 
poor children. A Halfpenny Hot Meat Dinner ! If that is not a 


Prize-fights, East Winds, Burglaries, and Bye-Elections as is con- 
sistent with the oontinued and unimpaired existence of the British 
Constitution. 


Another “New Departure.” — Lord Randolph’s from the 
Cabinet. 


"^‘good” dinner, what is? Failing a personal visit, the next best 
thing the hon-vivant can do is to send a representative— in the shape 
of a handsome contribution to the Mission’s funds. A guinea will 
give a <Bimer to 504 poor children! Spare as many guineas as 
possible; send some to Nazareth House for the poor old folks at 
home there, and you will have done something worthy of the title of 
the real Bon- Vivant^ with an emphasis on the “ lonP 

“Days with Sir Roger de Coverlet” (Macmillan),— In our 
notice of this charmingly got-np and most seasonable book we omit- 
ted to mention the name of the Artist, Mr. Hugh Thomson, whose 
work does so much to enhance the value of the selections. But why 
did we omit it ? Because we could not find it, where, as we contend, ' 
it ought to have been, on the title-page facing the frontispiece, 
which, by the way, is not at all a fair specimen of his work throngh- 
ont the volume. After careful search right through the book, we 
discovered it at last where we might have looked at first, modestly 
recorded on a sort of fiy-page at the commencement. Qiiiite an 
unexpected pleasure, and delighted to meet him anywhere. It is 
also embtooned on the cover, but the cover of our c(my waa^ itself 
protected by a paper wrapper, which as it happened we did not 
remoye. This expiration is simple and satisfactory. 
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IS'ew Year’s Eve 1 Tlie eve of the J ul)ilee Tear I 
A merry party is assemWed in the Palace of Punch, It is some- 
tLini: like a Party, Punch's Own Party, embracing the pick of all 
parties. And they arerenjoying themselves tremendously ! 

“Look here, Markiss ” cries the host, “don’t yon^i entirely 
monopolise onr Hermit of Hawarden. His opinion on CAitsrAiivoN’s 
latest Homeric effort is doubtless superlatively interesting ; but he 
hasn’t given us a song yet. Years ago he used to be great at Kigger 
Minstrelsy. What shall it be, Williajm? Your old favourite, 

‘ Canya-^Town Paces' or ‘ The Whole Hog or None' f ” 

“Why,” says the ex-Premier, modestly, putting up his shirt 
collars, which have become a trifle limp in the course of the evening 
(“ O-limpy-’uns,” Rjonboijpb: is heard to murmur, with that air 
of resignation which he has recently assumed), “if you dorCt 
mind, I’d rather give you my friend Lord Teiosttson’s ^ Hands all 
Pou7id,' which John Bbioht has set to music, and Haetington says 
it just suits my voice.” W'hereat Haetington nods pleasantly. 

Producing from some mysterious pocket a small bottle, containing 
his patent Yocal Vaseline, he takes, as John Moelex facetiously 


expresses it, “a suck'at the lemon,” and then strikes up this latest 
composition. iSwcA a chorus ! Joseph Chambeelain puts in a pretty 
“ seconds.” (“ If he’d only do it as nicely at St. Stephen’s, what 
harmony we should have ! ” whispers Labbx to Goschen, who is beat- 
ing time blandly with a cracker bon-bon.) Sir William Haecoitet 
brings in his hasso profondo at the wrong places, and only finds out his 
mistake when his leader frowns him down. Then he subsides, and 
tries to catch the tune occasionally, but fails. Randolph’s tenor 
comes out well, but Lord Ceoss’s alto is a trifie feeble, owing, he 
says, to the change of weather. Lord Geanville hums an accompani- 
ment, and Paenell executes a few variations on the original theme. 
Moelex has got an idea of the tune, but he ’s a trifie too sharp. 
Beoadhoest wishes he had brought the marrow-bones and cleavers 
with him, but, failing that, he beats time on his knees. Then Ran- 
dolph volunteers “ The Army and Navy for ever ! Three cheers 
for the Ped^ Whiter and Blue!" arranged as a trio for himself, 
W. H. Smith, and Lord Gboege ELlmilton, Everybody delighted. 

“Bravo, all!” cries Mr, Punch, “ ‘ May differences of opinion 
never alter friendship’ is an old-fashioned sentiment. You will 
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SETTEE LATE THAN NEVER. 

[Muekat wrote to Lord Byron in 
1816, about his idea of starting a 
“monthly literary journal.” The 
first number of Mtirray's Magazine^ 
has just appeared. December, 1886.] 

Here’s the Fortnightly/^ Cornhill 
too, 

Likewise The National Review^ 
Macmillan^ — ^yet one more, brand 
new, Out Murray ! 

With ‘“letters, essays, epigram. 
Facts, travels, characters, * I am 
About my Magazine to cram,” 
Wrote Murray I 
In 1816— 'date you fix— 

Your Magazine projected— wia?— 
But here ’s, in eighteen eighty-six, 
Our Murray! 

’Tis here ! The Magazine ’s begun. 
Yes ! Thefirst number is well done. 
You’ve “taken care of Number 
one,” My Murray ! 

“ Byroniana ” — eh ?— unless 
You’ve something startling,— but 
we guess 

Youknow what’s what. Bunch 
drinks success, 

To Murray ! 


Lord Randolph’s Resigna- 
tion. — “ Dear, dear ! most annoy- 
ing ! He has no consideration for 
ws.'” exclaim all the purveyors 
and compilers of Diaries, Alman- 
acks, and Pocket-books for 1887. 
We haven’t yet seen Whitaker's. 
But if his invaluable work should 
happen to be a trifie late, it will 
have the puU over all the others 
by comii^ out with the “ C’rrect 
Card.” But it is too bad of Ran- 
dolph— he might have waited. 



NEWS FOR THE NEW YEAR. 

[It is announced that Mr. Bbntlbt 
will publish Mr. Sala’s Autobiogra- 
phy early in the New Year.] 

What! the long promised, long 
looked for, at last, 

Coming ere Spring her green 
mantle hath cast [Year ? 
Over the fields of the Jubilee 
That is a thought to make Winter 
less drear. 

Sala’s own Autobiography 
_ coming ? 

This will set gossips and gourmets 
all humming. 

Everyone will he expectant, with 
reason. [the Season ! 

Surelv it should be the Book of 
We shall look out for it eagerly, 
trust us. 

Health and a Happy New Year, 
Ceorge Augustus I 


Christmas “ Mummers ” is the 
name of the new Society for “ Bo- 
tanic Beer” drinking, started by 
the Ex-M.P. who lately wrote to 
the Times^ stating that this 
beverage is a composition called 
; ‘ Mnm,” by wbicbMr. Gladstone, 
in the “ Budget and Mum” time, 
“found himself completely floored." 
It ’ s another sort of Mumm in mag- 
nums that might do this. Any- 
how “Botanic Beer” m^hthave 
some association with “ Flora.” 

^ Unpoexic Line. —This is 
evidently the proposed Lake Dis- 
trict Railway. Mr. Hills wrote 
strongly to the Times last week 
against this new measure, which is 
more akin to prose than poet^. It 
is in the fitness of things that Lakes 
should he defended by Hills. 


agree to differ among yourselves, professionally; but. Gentlemen, * 
remember there is One Party to which you all belong, which is not 
the First, or the Fourth, or the Fifth Party, hut it is before all Par- i 
ties, and it is Punch's Party. (‘ Hear : hear ' ’) In this Party 
there will he no splits— except of brandies-and-sodas. {Loud ap~ \ 
plause.) Remember, Gentlemen, I disdain all partisanship. {Great 
enthusiasm, especially f rom Lord Salisbury and Lord Cross.) Irre- 
spective of parties, I consult the public good. When I laugh I 
shake not one side only, hut both sides. {Cheers.) You must all, 
as Lord Cross has just whispered to me, he prepared to take the chaff 
with the wit.” (‘ Oh! oh!') Do not let such a pun disturb the 
harmony. Lord Cross’s health. {Drunk enthusiastically.) We will 
not call upon him to return thanks. {Laughter, during which Lord 
Cross re-filled his tumbler from the flowing bowl.) A good example. 
Glasses round. ^ The solemn moment approaches. The last toast of 
the Old Year is ‘ Onr Differences.’ {Drunk in solemn silence. Big 
Ben strikes midnight. The Punch bowl blazes. The Bells ring 
joyously and Jubileeishly.) And now with the first minute of the 
New Year let our Jubilee Toast he Her Imperial Majesty 
‘The Gueen! ’ ” 

[Drunk with six times six, Mr, Parnell calling for another cheer, 
and Mr. Morley giving it, 

“ And next my Lords and Gentlemen, the Prince of Wales, the 
Princess (bless her !) and the rest of the Royal Family.” ^ 

[Received with enthusiastic cheering, 
“ And lastly the final toast of this particular meeting, ‘ Jfn Punch's 
Party, and no Politics ! ’ ” [Thundering cheers. 

“ And now, Gentlemen,” said Mr. Punch, lighting another cigar, 
“ the night is young, so is the year. Give your orders, the waiter ’s 

in the room. We won’t go home till morning " 

All {in chorus). We won’t go home till morning 1 
Lord Cross {enthusiastically waving his spectacles). We won’t go 
home at all! 

Everybody {with enthusiastic unanimity turning to Mr. Punch, 
and uplifting glasses and voices) : — ^For he’s a joUy good fellow I And 
so say aU of ns! 

[After this the sitting partook of a strictly private character, and 
called for no further remark. 


WOETH CONSIDERATION. 

Although the voice of Kensington on the subject of the supple- 
mental charter to Albert Hall is to be heard by means of a Braie— 
which has an unfortunate sound— yet, like the utterance of Balaam’s 
inspired animal, it speaks the words of wise warning. Shall the 
Albert Hall and the Gardens become a Cremomeries ? this is the 
question. With Olympia at Addison Road, with Buffalo Bill’s Show 
at Earl’s Court (about Easter-time), and the Exhibition re-opened, 
the Kensingtonians will not have to complain of lack of amusement, 
whatever else they may have to grumble about. 

Now, he it understood that, if a Cremorne he a necessity, Mr. Punch 
is not opposed to it, as long as it does not pretend to he a scientific 
exhibition, and so sneak in under a disguise. His Royal Highness’s 
OonnciUors having settled their scheme for the Imperial Institute, a 
scheme on which Mr. Punch can congratulate H.R.H., the Kensington 
site will no longer he required for a Cremomeries. So Mr. Punch 
ventures to point out that there is plenty of space, and to spare, 
for Cremomeries in the interior of Hyde Park, Regent’s Park, and 
St. James’s Park. Why should not central spaces in these localities 
be put up to the highest bidder, who could sub-let the ground to 
showmen and Restaurateurs, so that we should have a kind of Champs 
Elys^es in Hyde Park with a Cafe des Ambassadeurs, and snob like 
places, open in the summer for dining, and for concerts, and mnsie- 
hall performances afterwards, and in the day-time for luncheon ? 
The same sort of fair could be arranged in Regent’s Park. The 
People’s Caterer would undertake the amusements in Battersea 
Park ; and there would he bands playing throughout the day in all 
the Cremomeries. 

Place all the details 'under the capable management of Sir Somers 
Yine and Mr. John Holungshead ; call the Shows collectively the 
“Summer Yineries,” and start with the Spring : the better the spring 
the better the start. Snob a scheme as this would enliven London, 
relieve Kensington from a plethora of amusements, and fairly dis- 
tribute the pleasure-seeking crowd. 

A Children’s Treat. — ^Take them to a Matinee of Alice in 
Wonderland at the Prince of Wales’s, More anon. 
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MEMOIRS OF A SECRET MISSION. 

{E?dractedfro7ti the Diary of Byto, M.P,) 

AETAf Satur- 
day, — This 
Gra e t a a 


with that of 
IjTaples for 
heanty; of 
situation; 
hut it is the 
town itself 
that is nn- 
iq,u© in in- 
terest. The 
Guide - hook 
has little to 
say about it, 
and tourists 
are rarely 
seen within 
its ancient 
gates. It is 
very old, W’as 
a free city 
with its own 
Doge, down 
to the 12th 
century, ta- 
king its full 
share in the 

wars of the ;^riod. (Sorry the Doge is dead ; should like to have 
interviewed him and recruited him with the rest. But he is no more.) 
Can only walk about the streets he once passed though in splendour. 
Such streets ! about the width of an ordinary dining-table, flanked 
on either side by lofty houses budding into^ balconies at all kinds 
of unexpected places. Por the ten centuries these streets have 
existed, the sun has never touched the pavement. There is all about 
a genial green mouldiness, which must be very refreshing when, in 
July or August, the sun is beating dosm upon the rock round whioh 
Gaeta has twined itself. 

iVapZes, Saturday,— voyage from Civita Yecchia to Gaeta 
was, oy reason of fine weather, enchanting. That from Gaeta to 
Naples was even better— a perfect day, with the blue Mediterranean 
just rippled with a breath of wind, and all the hills that sentinel the 
mainland standing clear out under the cloudless sky. Yet another i 
beautiful day, and we crossed the Bay in the steam-launch, landed at ! 
Torre del Annunziata, and drove through the narrow, crowded streets | 
to peaceful Pompeii. Worth a long journey to stand for awhile in lie 
streets of this silent city ; could almost imagine that the inhabitants l 
had qmtted it but yesterday. Some of them, however, we saw 
lying in the Museum by the entrance gate, prone as they fell 
eighteen hundred years ago. Strangely human they look, their 
faces so well preserved that, doubtless, if the Wandering Jew were 
about, and had personally known them in Pompeii, he would be able 
to identify them. Evidently a luxurious race the Pompeiians, with a 
shrewd notion of making themselves comfortable. Barring the little 
tendency to accident, the site of the city is one of the most beautiful in 
the world, with its peep of the sea, and its amphitheatre of hills, 
prominent amongst them Vesuvius, smoking with a deliberate air 
of unconcern, in passive denial of having had anything to do with 
the present roofless state of the city. 

^ Naples, a busy place, with no footpaths [to speak of. The prin- 
cipal thoroughfares densely crowded ; have to walk in the roadway ; 
rather awkward, owing to peculiar method cabmen have of invit- 
ing custom. If they see anyone walking in the roadway who looks 
as if he had a franc in his pocket, they drive down upon him fall 
speed, s kilf u lly bringing the horse’s head over his shoulder, and the 
near shaft mto the small of his hack. If he wants a cab, you 
know, there it is ; if he don’t, the man turns ofl in search of husiness 
elsewhere. This has its conveniences, but grows monotonous by the 
fee you have walked fe full length of the Chiaj a, or the Via di Koma. 
One other street habit I fnotice, more desirable for importation to 
London, The morning and afternoon milk is brought to the door of 
the customers by the animals themselves. The milkman drives his 
goats their daily round, the customer produces a jng, and not only 
pays fox his milk, hut, to quote a familiar injunction, “ sees that he 
gets it.” To-day we saw a number of turkeys being driven np a 
street. The Sailing-master says they are worked upon the same 
principle. The proprietor knocks at the door, inquires if eggs axe 
wantod. If he gets an order for two, or half a dozen, the turkeys 
lay them, and pass on their round. I did not see this done myself. 


charming 
place. The 
Bay might 
well compete 



Have seen Chapltn and Hailtington, and arranged for them an in- 
terview with the Prince of Monaco. Bather a picturesque rendezvous. 
Have to he very careful, since we are constantly watched by the 
reporters. Our Chief has assumed the name of “Mr. Bishop,’’ and 
looks very well in pair of blue spectacles. Wears a long cloak, after 
the Itdian manner. Hahtington, who travels as “ Mr. Cavendish,” 
wears his hat on the back of his head, keeps his hand out of his 
trouser pocket, assumes a jerky walk, and is consequently thoroughly 
disguised. We met at the foot of Vesuvius on the stroke of midnight. 
Mr. Cavendish said it was “ bosh ! ” but our Chief, flmging the flap 
of his cloak over right shoulder (as he has seen the Italian ofiSlcers do), 
said mnstii’t omit any precaution. Chief seems certain that he has 
secured Kau ttngtotv. Professes not to care about Chamberlain or 
Goschen* 

To-morrow we set ofl for Messina, Palermo, thence to Venice, and 
eastward through the Isles of Greece to the Golden Horn. If I suc- 
ceed in my endeavour to see the Doge of Venice, I ’ll write again. 


A GOOD BUTLER IN THE RIGHT PLACE. 

Mr. Punch congratulates Mr. Toole upon his new situation at his 
own Theatre, which suits him to a tea. . Naturally it must, because 


“ Allow me ! Miss Linden and Miss Vanbrugh,— onr Novice.*^ 
it comes between his early dinner and his late supper. Mr. and Mrs. 
Herman Merivale call their play a Domestic Comedy, and they have 
not chosen this description inappropriately, as assuredly the 
“ Domestic ” is the feature of the cast. Good, however, as Mr, Toole 
certain^ is, he receives admirable support from the clever and versatile 
Miss Marie Linden, the thoroughly conscientious Miss Emily 
Thorne, the intelligent and piqjmnte Miss Violet Vanbrugh (a 
valuable recruit), the useful Mr. E. D. Ward, and the evergreen Mr. 
Blllington. The Company work together with a will that quickly 
finds a way to the hearts of the audience, Judging from the houses 
that have been seen since tbe production of the new piece, The 
Butler during the present season will have a constant supply of 
Christmas Boxes, to say nothing of Stalls, Dress Circles, Pits, and 
Galleries. 


Tennyson’s Latest. 

In “ Locksley Hall after Sixty Pears” 
There ’s many a thought to awaken tears ; 
Many a line both true and strong, 

And one great merit— ’tis not too long ; 
But as to the tedious Bromise of May, 
’Tis dtdl as a poem, absurd as a play. 


Something lire “a Power oe Attorney.” — “Lewis” in the 
language of Ereemasonry means “ strength.” It required Lewis to 
pnll the Colin Campbell case through. And it was pulled through 
trinmphautly by George ! 
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TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 

[By (her Own Faper~Knif&i\) 

The Hon. Haxlak Tennyson has been playing of the 

Eeyiewing the Books. ^ ^ 

children of ail ages! 

The Land of Little People, (Hjldesheimer & Co.,) will also be 
vastly popular with little people and big. 

Poems done by Weatherly, sparkling and featherly, 

Miss Dealy’s judicious, with pencil dealycious ! 

And so we sum it all up. But here is another book which children 
will clamour for. The Queen of the Pirate Isle (Chatto and 
WiNDTJs). It is full of hearty fun, or rather Bret Hartey fun, and 
the illustrations by Miss EAte Greenaway are excellent. A capital 
sea-story— (luite a first-floor-fronter— is The Cruise of the Black 
Prince, by Commander Lovett Cameron. Older boys will delight in 
The Chronicle of the Coach, by J. B. Champion, Junr. A rapid 


spurs on the spur of the moment.— We heartily welcome the initial 
Number of BcrihneiFs Magazine^ The Messrs. SoEiBNiiB were the 
pioneers of that excellence in get up, printing, illusteation, and 
literary value, which have made the American periodicals of this 
class famous throughout Europe. Their latest venture shows they 
have by no means forgotten their rare skBl and admirable taste in 
such matters. The Number before us is well printed, capitally 
illustrated, and contains a great variety of valuable literary work. 
Of especial note is ‘‘Beminiscences of tbe Siege and Commune of 
Paris,” by E. B. Washburne, Ex-Minister to France. This Maga- 
zine is well charged— tbe charge, we may note, is the harmless but 
necessary shilling— and, though there is no chance of: its “ hlovdng 
np,” there is every prospect of its “going off” in England in a 
manner that will prove, in all respects, satisfactory to its promoters. 


Hours (Ward and Lock), hy Mias Muriel Evelyn, is an attractive 
volume. This version of ‘ ‘ Evelyn’ s Diary,’ ’ and all the pictures illus- 
trating it, will be a favourite amongst tbe Tinymite Party. The 
Bcihes in the Wood, (Raphael Txtck). The old, old story with 
capital new wood-cuts hy Wieoand. Ought to he called The Bales 
on the Wood, But supposing they are not wood-cuts ? Supposing 
they are some ‘‘ process,” — copper ? zinc ? “Of what is the old man 
zincing?” This is frivolous— let us inspect The Knight and the 
Lady (Eyre and Spottiswoode), Tom Hood’s capital ancient 
haUad with a number of admirable new illustrations by .Edward 
Jessop, The Theatre Anmial, is a capital one this year, and con- 
tains a wonderful variety in prose and verse. Among the principal 
contributors beside the editor Clement Scott, are E. L. Blanchard, 
Godfrey Turner, H. Savilb Clarke, W. Archer, Bram Stoker, 
and Violet Fane. Unwinds Annual is a good one, with a good title 
—The Witching Time, It consists of ^excellent stories well told, 
under the editorship of Henry Norman. 

Doubtless we get a great deal too much Christmas literature' at 
Christmas-time, and next year it is to he hoped the Publishers will 
try a change, and givens tales of frost and snow at Midsummer, 
and let us read verses celebrating the delights of sultry weather, 
the river, and the sea, at Christmas. As Mr, Punch enjoyed his 
Christmas hy anticipation somewhere about last August, he does not 
want to hear any more about it. It is a relief to turn to Captain 
Hawley Smart’s Outsider (White & Co.). This story will probably 
he an “ insider ” during the festive season. It wiU. be inside many 
a boudoir, library, and smoking-room, and add to warmtb and 
geniality by its dashing spirit and cheery good humour. Romantic 
Spain (Ward and Downey) is a good book to read when the snow is 
on the ground, or during the intervals of water-pipes hurstinp:. 
J. A. O’Shea tells of his personal experiences in perturbed Spam 
from the abdication of Amadeus to the entry of Don Carlos. 
The hook is full of adventure, and abounds in picturesque descrip- 
tion. Very little guide-book and less history, for which the reader 
will be truly thankful. Margaret Jermine (Macmillan & Co.), hy 
Fayr Madoc, might be described, in the language of vintages, as “a 
very fair M§doc.” There is an excellent bouquet about the first 
volume, which, had it been sustained throngh the remaining two, 
would have supplied a novel of note. But there is scarcely sumcient 
body in the story to justify its dilution into three volumes. It would 
have been more successful as a big one-volume tale. In Riding for 
Ladies (Thacker & Co.) Mrs. Power O’Donoghue (more power to 
her— not that she wants it) shows no signs of “ fallmg ofi.” Indeed, 
she shows her readers how to become riders, and to stick on grace- 
fully, She sketches her pupils “ in their habits as they ride,” and 
gives them a hit of her mind about bits, and teUs them all about | 


FATHER CHRISTMAS AND THE CHILD. 

A Seasonable Colloquy, after a Celebrated Model, 

“You are old, Father Christmas,” the young child said, 

“ Yet you ’re true to your time to a day, 

Though your hair is so white, and your nose is so red. 

Tell me how you keep going, I pray.” 

“ I am yet a mere youth,” Father Christmas replied, 

“ Though I have such a jolly long past. 

If you’ve got a warm heart, and shun sourness and pride, 
You may keep up your youth to the last,” 

“You are old, Father Christmas,” the young child remarked, 
“ And you do not take pills, I ’ll he bound ; 

Yet, considering bow you have gobbled and larked, 

Your health seems remarkably sound.” 

“ As for Cockle & Co.,” Father Christmas replied, 

“ They ’re devoid of attractions for me ; 

For the lots that I take won’t upset my inside, 

Since I give even more, don’t you see ! ” 

“You’re a brick, Father Christmas,” the young child said, 
“Yet you ’re rather like Bardolph, between us. 

Say why do they give you a flushed figure -head, 

That reminds one so mnch of Silenus ? ” 

“ Most Artists are muSs,” Father Christmas replied, 

“ When true faucy, oouveution-clogged, slumbers ; 

But judge me, dear child, hy my fame far and wide, 

Not my pictures in cheap Christmas Numbers ! ” 


THE OLYMPIANS. 

A Wonderful place this Olympia, Quite bandy to the Addison 
Road Station. Good omen in the name of “ Addison,” suggesting 

‘ numbers of Spectators, Nothing so 

. extensive has yet been seen in Lon- 
1,, don. A regiment of cavalry could be 
.1 equipped from tbe stables, — cavalry 
]|')/ of all a^es, and of many nationalities. 
■ I As for infantry, there are the tiniest 
‘I ponies there to suit the requirements 
of any nursery. We happened to look 
I in while two of the Elephants were 
I rehearsing. One of them evidently 
‘ liked his part, hut the other was 
inclined to throw his up, judging by 
the movement of his trunk. How- 
ever, he was not more troublesome 
^ ^ i - than any other Actor would have been 

Gomg Underground to Olympia, dreumstanoes and, on 

consideration of being permitted to intersperse a considerable amount 
of “ gag,” which he did hy roaring with laughter, of course, and 
trumpeting (Ms form of advertising himself), he consented to under- 
take the part, and went throngh it in a manner that promised well 
for its success with the public. The Olympians were in their 
working dresses. The gods and goddesses seemed very tired, ^olus 
was mScing a tremendous noise in practising the wind instruments, 

; and Apollo and Diana were arranging to rehearse the stag-hunt as 
we were leaving. More, after our official visit. 

A LIST of the guests at the New Club last week included one “ M. de 
Several.” No more comprehensive name since the days of Lot. 

Playino “ the Dues ” with him.— The Coals did it. “ At the last 
meeting with his Chief he had been hauled over them, an d, in a 
temper, he resigned. They call him Lord Random Churchill now. 



THE JUBILEE "MEET.” 

Old SunUman loquitur : — 

Jump into the saddle, my juvenile ! Just so ! 

You have, for a youngster, a promising seat, 

’Twill serve you ’cross ooun^, at least, lad, I trust so ; 

My eye is upon you, at this, your first meet. 

I ’ve witnessed so many, and so as a Mentor 
You cannot do better than take ilfr. P,, 

With the eye of a hawk and the seat of a Centaur, 

And so keep pour eye, my young Kimrod, on me ! 
You’ll have to look sharp, ii you ’d hold the first flight ; 
Bat just follow me, and you ’re bound to go right. 

The first dash at anything ’s thrilling, my younker, 

But keep a cool head and a not too not heel. 

You need not, of course, be a fumbler or funker, 

But fate tries not only our fire, but our steel. 

There is many a “ nasty one ” looming ahead, lad ; 

The run will be longj and the course may be rough ; 
There is no royal road m this chase when all ’s said, lad ; 

Your nerves must be steady, your muscles be tough. 
Yohoicks! Tallyho ! This seems capital fun ; 

But we are not, you see, at the end of the run. 

You’re lucky, my lad, such occasions to few come, 

For this is a Grand Anniversary Meet. . 

That ought to put you on your mettle, young Newcome. 
^A chance such as this, youthful courage should greet. 
The run will be certainly hot and exciting, 

T'Ua —111 j J.1. . -1 


The prospect is foggy, some fields heavy, boggy. 


And raspers and croppers may come at the close. 

Good going at present, my bright adolescent? 

Not mu^ ! Hark ! the horn its shrill tantara blows. 
Here ’s pace to the steady, and stay to the fleet, 

And good fortune all round at the Jubilee Meet I 


IN THE CRACKERS. 

For Lord Salisbury, — A new Leader in the House of Commons. 

Mr. Gladstone, — Free pass to the Stalls at “ Olympia.” 

Mr, Chamberlain. — ^Parcel of recently imported Greek Oratorical 
Fire, to be used shortly, and displayed at the Athens of the North. 

Sir M, Hicks^Beach, — Draft for a new Crimes Act, drawn up at 
Dublin, from Notes taken on the spot. 

The Emperor of Eussia, — ^The Bulgarian Constitution in a nut^ 
shelL 

M, 6rret7y.— Credit Note for £20,000,000, to be spent forthwith in 
French Armaments. 

Prince Bismarck, — ^Materials for drawing up an Ultimatum. 

The Postmaster •‘General. — ^Model of a Cuuard Liner, in sugar, 
and set of Complimentary Yerses from Liverpool Commercial 
Notabilities. 

Mr, Parnell,— PnzQ Essay on “ The Occasional Disadvantages of 
Masterly Inaction,” 

^ Sir Charles TFhrrew,— Silver Dog Whistle, presented by subscrip- 
tion from the Battersea Home. 

The Bulgarian Delegates,— lirntsAxon. to cordial but unofficial 
Interview on the back-stairs of the Foreign Office. 


^ May feel out 

TaRyho ! T^yho ! We will go it to-day, 

For such frolics as this come but once in a way. 

You are fresh to the pmk and the pigskin, my youngster. 
So mark the Old BL^d, and attend to his t^ ; 

prove what Lord Tenotson calls a mere “ tonguester 
Don t shout, but ride straight, Q^uiet hand, steady grip. 


PUPITOG A. ‘CbLUECKWAUDEK” WHICH ' wjsnjb.— mr. 

Tbeet, in ms new piece at the Olympic, is immensely funny. As 
usual nowadays, the Play is a translation from the German. 
Evi^ntly, when Paris was occupied by the foreigner from beyond 
the Ehme, the Library of the Kttle Theatre in the Palais Royal must 
sacked, and the contents carried ofl to the Fatherland. 
• is excellent in on eccentric character part. Mr, Teeey 

m^t advertise the Ol3nimio as a temporary “ Church House,” with a 
Bishop and a Churchwarden as the attractions. 


‘Dbaws” WEIL.— Mr. 
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Signor Mossini, “Ow, my Love! I loyed hee sow ! 

My Love that loved mb yeaes agow ! ” 


PUNCHES OWN ZADKIEL EOE 1887. 

January,— ‘The year opens coldly. The appearance' of the Greatl Bear in 
'conjunction with Orion’s Belt denotes that persons born on a Friday wiU suffer 
much distress of mind, caused either by a disappointment in love, or German 
measles. Aged Sovereign will suffer Irom headache. Political complications. 
Persons travelling on the 15th of the month should beware of storms. Prince 
Bismahck will create suspicion. 

Parliament, now open, will see many changes. TheMikyWay 
being in the house of Mars, there is reason to fear great pestilence in Eastern 
Australia. The 17th will be an unfortunate day for travelling to persons with 
red hair, and the Emperor of China. Aged Sovereign much better. Further 
complications. Prince Bismahck will cause alarm, 

March , — ^An event of great interest to the Eoyal Family will occur early in 
the month, and cause much rejoicing in some quarters, while in others it win be 
regarded with concealed suspicion. The appearance of Jupiter in Saturn’s 
belt denotes that colds will be prevalent amongst persons with blue eyes, Arab 
agents, and the President of the United States, Aged Sovereign not quite so 
well. Balance of power affected. Prince Bismahck will be carefully watched, 
and arouse conjectures. 

April,— There will be several debates in Parliament, of very long duration. 
The 3rd wiU be unwholesome to children having mothers born on a Friday, 
tallow-chandlers, and the dueen of Spain, During the month, Yenus governs 
the Southern Cross, denoting that there will be much rain in Suffolk, and a 
revolution in North America. An aged Sovereign sneezes, thus causing compli- 
cations amongst the European Powers. Prince Sismahck will conceal his policy, 
and create apprehension. 

* —Much stormy and sunshiny weather. The .9th will be unfortoate to 
those who have been married on a Wednesday, Statesmen, letter-carriers, and 
the King of Poetugal. The concord of Cancer in the house of Uranus forebodes 
earthquakes in Ireland and the prevalence of inffuenza in Northern latitudes. 
Much apprehension is felt in Venezuela. An aged Sovereign goes out for a 
walk, and returns fatigued, causing European complications of a Snd not easily 
removed. Prince Bismaeck by his conduct provokes comment. 

June , — ^The month commences sadly with a famine in a country ill able to bear 
the disaster. The 29th will be a day to be avoided by aged perso^ fond of 
atHetio exercises, mariners, and the Mikado of Japan. The eclipse of the 
Gemini shadows forth much distress in Switzerland, especially amongst those 
holding high office in the Navy. An aged Sovereign receives mtelligencepf a 


disturbing character. Prince Bismaeck, by a stroke of 
unexpected policy, promotes distrust in some influential 
quarters. 

July , — ^Bain and snow, in spite of the season of the 
year, are found in Greenland and further North. Be- 
tween the 14th and 22nd poulterers and the Ex-Khedive 
of Egypt should beware of playing on the German flute. 
An aged Sovereign takes a hath, a fact that has to he 
considered in international councils. Prince Bismaece 
attracts attention. 

August , — Hard times are experienced in Mexico owing 
! to the failure of the harvest of a vegetable closely re- 
sembling the potato. The 12th is not a day to be chosen 
I by mariners and children under fonr years of age for 
embarking in adventures requiring great energy and dis- 
crimination. An aged Sovereign was never better in his 
life. Prince Bismaeck causes a feeling of insecurity. 

September ,— storm iu various parts of the world. 
Neptune, crossing the orbit of Jupiter, forebodes ill 
tidings to persons with red hair, and especially the Em- 
peror of Bkazil. An aged Sovereign suffers much from 
the extreme heat of the weather, and his state is regarded 
with iuterest by neighbouring monarchs. Prince Bis- 
maeck’ s utterances are discredited in some quarters. 

October , — The month opens with much excitement in 
America, produced by the dissemination of news of an 
alarming character. The 4th should he avoided by those 
intending to make a bargain, and the Imperial Family of 
Russia. An aged Sovereign dines haif-an-hour later 
than usual, which causes some uneasiness. Prince Bis- 
maeck’ s policy is regarded with disfavour in Southern 
Europe, especially Turkey^ or its dependencies, 

November , — London is mvaded by a dense fog, which 
lasts for some time. The 9th is a fortunate day for the 
adventures of shipowners, burglars, and the President of 
the French Republic, An aged Sovereign is reported to 
be in weak health, a rumour that has its effect in the 
councils of Europe. Prince Bismaeck is regarded with 
suspicion by his fellow-statesmen. 

December, — The month commences sadly in the more 
unhealthy parts of the West Coast of Africa. The con- 
junction of the Great Bear, Jupiter, Saturn, Yenus, 
Mars, and Uranus, in the Milky Way denotes that some 
disaster may occur to the junior branches of the family 
of the Emperor of Austria. Great fires are seen in London 
on or about the 24th, Ireland is threatened with com- 
motion, and the potato is eaten largely as food by the 
people of that unhappy island. An aged Monarch is said 
to feel the cold intensely, and the report is received with 
interest by adjacent Monarchs. Prince Bismaeck is very 
reticent in his utterances, but is still regarded with 
surprise, distrust, unbelief, suspicion, dislike, and appre- 
hension. 


The Teite Height oi? Absueditt The proposed 
Yictoria Jubilee Tower, 


CHRISTMAS GAMES. 

[Displayed hj D, CrambOj Junior.) 



Yan Toon. Blind Man’s Buff ! 
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FELINE AMENITIES. 

‘Now WHICH OE THESE TWO PHOTOGRiPHS OF YOU MAY I HAVE, DEAREST? 
Beautiful one, or the one as I know you 1 ” 


The 


DOMESTIC MELODIES. 

OB, SONGS OF SENSE AND SENTIMENT. 

{By SancTio Preston Panza.) 

No. 1.-““ My Wife has gone away.” 
Against a leaden sky the tree 
(There ’s one in my subnrban garden) 
Uplifts its ebon tracery, 

And, as I gaze, I almost see 
The scanty gravel freeze and harden ; 
And yet my heart is glad as May, 

Because my Wife has gone away. 

Sweet ties of Home ! New cares in vain 
Their piety essay to smother, 

While those old spells the bride constrain 
To play at maidenhood again, 

And stay, a child once more, with Mother. 
Thank goodness, Mother was not led 
To come and stay with her instead. 

Come hither, bntton-stndded hoy ! 

South, North, and West dispatch the fiery 
Cross, with its tale of festal joy ; 

With plectra! sixpences employ 
The strings of the electric lyrie ! 

Bid Smith and Brown and Jones attend 
The feast of their recover’d friend. 

To-day in Cambridge guise we ’ll meet, 

As when some startling work we still 
meant. 

When dancing measures stirr’d onr feet, 
And hope made all the future sweet— 
Before we met with its fulfilment. 

We ’ll spend a true Ambrosian day, 

Because my Wife has gone away. 

Not that I love Amanda less, 

But that I wish to love her better, 

’Tis well to loose the loving stress 
That makes me sometimes fail to bless 
The memorable day I met her ; 

She putting on the final word 
A value that I deem absurd. 

And soon to more marital mind 
Yon bring me hack, yon careless Cook, 
And, thanks to Mary Jane, I find, [you ! 
(Like mouse unwatch’d to play inclined,) 
MerajSoX^ not 'fravruv y\viw. 

When kettles boil and boots are black, 

Be sure my Wife is coming hack ! 


ADYICE GRATIS. 

Jimmy. — The correct pronunciation of “ Psyche ” is not “ Psitch,” 
as you seem to think. It rhymes with “ Mftiey.” Goethe is pro- 
nounced so as to rhyme with “ Shirty.” Tour verses are promising. 

Student,— 1 . No ; Pope did not write the Iliad, 2. The Great 
Seal is the impression on wax of the Arms of the Kingdom, and is 
always home by the Lord Chancellor, It is not a marine animal 
of unusually large dimensions. 3. Write to the Secretary of Ihe 
Society for the Promotion of Useful Knowledge, Possibly he may 
reply to your other queries. 

Broe^-hearted. — W e cannot really undertake to advise yon as 
to what is your best course. Tours is a peculiar case. It is rare for 
any one person to be simultaneously threatened with epilepsy, 
deserted by her afidanced lover after the banns have been already 
published, bitten by a dog which has been rendered insane throngn 
being led about by a string, expelled from her lodgings for non- 

S ayment of rent, and thrown out of an active volcano. Tnese events 
0 not often happen together. Do not, at any rate, return the 
presents your lover gave you. If we were iu your place we should 
convert them into cash. Then you might take out a County Court 
Summons against the owner ot the dog, also of the volcano, and 
have something over for a Breach of Promise action, 

Totart op Fashion. — 1. In paying afternoon calls, he careful 
to leave as many cards as there are persons in the family. Thus, if 
are thirteen iu aU, leave thirteen cards. This is always done 
in the highest circles, ^2. If you wish to make “kind inquiries,” 
write P. P, C. in one'^comer. It is a formula which is wefl under- 
^od. 3. Do not take up the gravy in your plate with a spoon. It 
IS contrary to good etiquette. You can get up as much as you want 
on the blade of your knife, hut he sure not to cut yourself in so 
JStiqueite for the Million ; or, Mow to JBeJiave like 
a Gentleman on Nothing a Fear^uhlished at this ofdce. 

Constant Subscriber.— The ‘ ‘ Venus Milonis ” means ‘ ‘ the Venus 


of, or belonging to, Milo.” Milo was a celebrated Greek athlete, 
famed for ms prodigious strength. He is said to have dragged j 
Hector three times round the walls of Troy before breakfast ! He > 
was the possessorof a beautiful Statue of Venus, the Goddess of Love, ' 
which he took, on a judgment-summons, from the house of one of his \ 
ancient Greek debtors. It is now in the British Museum. ► 

Perplexed. — ^The best handbook on bees and their management is j 
How I made £500 a-year out of Honey ^ printed by the publisher of ' 
this paper, and to be obtained at this office. i 

John Bull.— As nearly as possible the prommciation is “ Partong i 
poorlar Siry,'^ The words mean, “Departing for the Far East,” [ 
and are part of a song invented by Gambetta when the French [ 
troops set out for Tonkin. French pronunciation is easily' picked up. | 
Get How I learned French, German, Italian, and Spanish in Three [ 
TFeefes— sold at this office. j 

Enterprise. — ^Ton have discovered a new explosive fifty times ' 
stronger than dynamite, a single pound being capable of blowing up 
the largest ironclad. You ask what we should advise your doing 
with it. If yon do not feel inclined to experiment on the Temple 
Bar Griffin some dark night, we should advise your cornmnnicatiug 
with the Admiralty, or flie Ordnance Department, who are always 
overjoyed to welcome any invention which is for the public good, and 
which is likely to give them a great deal of trouble by superseding 
the methods now in use. If this plau fails, try Scotland Yard. 

Hard Up. — Professors, Clerks, Pianoforte- tuners, Company- 
Promoters, and Beadles, are^ certain to get on well in the unsettled 
parts of North-West Manitoba. But a^cultural labourers had 
better stay at home. They are not wanted. Ton say yon are slightly 
crippled, and an invalid, and that yon have been successively turned 
out of all your employments in England owing to incapac%, hut 
that yon are “ very hopeful,” and you ask whether you are likely 
to make a fortune easiest and quickest in Canada, the United States, 
or Australia. We should say your best chance would be at the 
South Pole. Try it. 
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JUBILEE JOTTINGS. 


lurnisn a sad and solemn warning.'" — i%mes. 

The following suggestive scliemes for the celebration of the coming 
Royal Jubilee are among the latest that have come to hand : — 

Ritchboeotjoh. — ^At a Meeting of the Town Conncil of this ancient 
borough, held 3resterda5r morning, it was unanimously decided to 
celebrate the fiftieth anniversary of Her Gracious Majesty ^s accession 
to the Throne by the establishment of a Central Pig Market. Seeing 
that the town is noted for its production of pork sausages, and does 
an active trade in this commodity, it is felt that, while paying a 
delicate compliment to Hee Majesty, the inauguration of the Market 
in question will at the same time subserve usefully the interests of 
local commerce. The Motion was received with great favour in the 
borough, and much enthusiasm prevailed. 

Wappengham.— It has been decided that Wappingham shall mark 
the event of the Royal Jubilee by the erection of a new Town-pump 
and the opening of a local Cemetery. It is thought that the idea 
which thus happily associates the occasion with the supply of two 
public wants fliat have for some time been experienced in the 
borough, cannot fail to recommend itself favourably to Hee Ma jestt^s 
consideration ; and it has been arranged that a deputation shall visit 
her at Windsor for the purpose of submitting the proposition to her 
judgment forthwith. Local feeling runs high on the subject, and 
will anxiously await the Royal approval. 

Kettlington. — The Corporation of this town have decided to 
utilise the New Sewage Scheme for the purpose of celebrating the 


keeping of their gracious Sovereign’s year of Jubilee. It is thought 
that a handsome public subscription will be forthcoming under the 
exceptional circumstances, and so enable the Corporation to complete 
j in a substantial manner this necessary pubhe work, and at the same 
time appropriately do honour to a memorable epoch in Hee Majesty’s 
! reign. Much local confidence is expressed that the happy idea will 
I meet with the Royal approbation. 

Blinkswoeth. — After a good deal of discussion over several rival 
schemes for the celebration of Her Majesty’s Jubilee, it has at length 
been decided to commemorate the great occasion by the erection, 
subject to the conlarol of a Limited Liability Company, of a first-class i 
I Hotel, an institution the lack of which has long been a reproach to 
the borough. It is hoped too, if sufficient funds are left over for the 
purpose, to supplement the idea by the further erection of a plaster 
statue of Her Most Gracious Majesty, on a suitable pedestal, on a 
convenient site facing the cofiee-room of the building, and it is con- 
ceived by the Authorities, that if Hee Majesty can be induced to 
visit our loyal borough for the purpose of inaugurating the under- 
taking, that the bestowal of some local honours cannot fail to follow 
upon such an auspicious occasion. Altogether a most excellent 
feeling has been manifested in the borough on the subject. 

Bampovee. — ^It was unanimously decided at the meeting of the 
Town Council held here yesterday, that the happiest and most j 6 .tting 
memorial of Her Gracious Majesty’s fiftieth anniversary of accession 
to the Throne, would be the inauguration of the New Borough Gas- 
works. Steps have, therefore, already been taken to organise a 
Committee for the purpose of arranging and carrying out the pre- 
liminaries of the nndertaking, which appears to he exfaremely 
popular, and promises to enlist a large amount of sympathy. 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCH’S STUDIO. 

Mo. X. — The Open-A.tr Reciter. 

Tpcb scene is Hyde Park^ on a Sunday evening. Enthusiasts of 
nearly every shade of conviction and complexion are haranguing groups 

^ more or less numerous. A 

f ringletted Italian is defend- 

^ ing some peculiar doctrine 

^ brought over with 

him, as he sits on one of 
/7//‘ / o benches, and, hard by, 

aflue^butincoherentMe^ro 

pmkish palms beh^d^gome 

^ Protestant ami^t 

the next small cluster, and 
' nucleus is a short 

sicl^ young ^m^ m a 

frock-coat, and with a book 
tmder his arm, it is not xumatnral to expect some further exposition 
of doctrine, nor is this expectation entirely dissipated by the first 
words we are able to hear. 

The young man has a weak voice, and his manner is one of studied 
self-repression, with a dash of that consciousness of intellectual supe- 
riority which a course of misoeUaneoua reading is apt to induce. He 
sees a nasty “h” looming ahead, and generally negotiates it with 
some sldlL, though he seems a little shaken on landing. 

“ The crime of murder, my friends,” he is saying, “ is one of those 
events which few can be gnuty of without their consciences are more 
or less haunted by the memory of so awful a deed. This peculiarity 
has been noted by some of our greatest poets, and by none more so 
than the piece entitled TAa Bream of JEiigene Aram^ which, as 
some of you may perhaps recoUeot jthis with a very dubious 
optimism)—** was written by the late Tom Oohood. With your 
permission, I shall now endeavour to recite this piece from memory.” 

The circle of idlers are pressing close round him, and yet one and 
all avoid meeting his eye, and maintain a noble British stolidity. 
The young man seems to have something to say, and they may as 
well stay where they are till they have had enough of it. 

And the young man gives his rendering of the famous poem — ^a 
rendering which, it must be admitted, is consistently tame through- 
out* The reek from the pipes, which are within an inch or so from 
his nose, makes him cough at all the crises. When he addresses an 
impudent Street Arab, who is staring up at him, as “my gentle 
boy,” and reminds him that it is nothing but a dream, the urchin 
yelps suddenly, and plunges through the ring, shrieking with 
impish laughter. The pallid youths close by strike suddemyinto 
melody, and our reciter gives a shrug of despair, “Gentlemen, 
I ’m sorry to interrupt my course, but the opposition is really too 
strong for me just ’ere. It ’-s not my desire to say anything against 
anyone’s opinions ; but so much as this I will say, that some people 
might employ their spare time far better in storing their minds with 
improving literature than what they are owling out ims. I must 
ask you all to adjourn with me,^ where we shall be less disturbed.” 

Hereupon he moves on, but his audience remains behind, doubtful, 
apgtreutly, whether their interest is sufficient, or their dignity 
sufficiently accommodating, to warrant any additional exertion. At 
last one or two holder spirits shuffle towards him sheepishly, with an 
apologetic giggle, and most of the rest drift after them. 

‘ When we were interrupted,” says the Reciter, who has obviously 
forgotten all about it, “I had arrived at that portion of the narra- 
tive when the murderer— in which the corpse 

^ sayin,” says a surly man, “ as you was like a Devil 

of the Pit.” ^ 

says the Reciter, scholastically, and continues 
without further mishap. When he leaves Aram in the mist, 

between the two storn-faced men, there^s a silence— no face expresses 
the slightest emotion, no voice utters a word of thanks, or even 
criticism. 

But the Reciter is apparently used to this, for he is not in the 
least damped. “ There is yet^ another piece by the same hand,” he 
opens, “ on the companion subject of suicide. Suicide, whether we 
regard it as proceeding from a disordered intellect, or as the result 
of— of similar unpleasantness, is liable to serious disapproval, being 
calculated to reduce the population. Some of you, who occasionally 
peruse a paper, may have remarked a case of tins kind, which is 
very aptly depicted by Tom ^Ood, and which. I shall now have the 
honour of repeating by heart before you.” 

So he proceeds to recite the poem, and again there is the same 
apathy in the audience; some whisper personal remarks to one 
another on his appearance ; others look at him with a blank surprise, 
as if he was something exMbited in a tent ; now and then an old 
lady, who has been flitting from group to group sipping theological 
honey, like a serious-minded bee, approaches and, discovering her 
erro^ sails off with a volley of very audible sniffs. 

“ I don’t know if I weary you,” he says on concluding, “ I can, if 
required, repeat passages, for two hours on end, without needing to 
refer to any text. I have done as much as two hours and-a-half, 
and I ’m quite agreeable to going on longer now, if it is the general 
wish that I should do so.” 

There is another pause ; there is no enthusiasm, but no dissent, 
and at length a more appreciative member of the audience responds, 
“Spout away if yer^like, old man, no one’s ’indering of yer!” 
which the Reciter, perhaps not without grounds, accepts as warm 
encouragement. 

“Well,” he concedes, “ I shall be happy to oblige the company. 
Some among you may have studied English Istry, as recorded in the 
learned and luminous pages of Yttme and Smollit, and will recollect 
that great writer’s pathetic description of the execution of Mary, the 
so-called dueen of Soots. I shall now give you a dialogue she is 
supposed to have uttered a few moments before she laid her ’ead on 
the fatal block.” 

It would be tedious to foUow the young man through the whole of 
his programme, which resembles one of those revolving fireworks 
which are always about to stop, and suddenly starting again, with a 
whiz, and a total change of colour and design. 

On returning to his neighbourhood, after various short absences, 
we find him alternately exulting over the destruction of Sennacherib, 
and explaining what battle is to “ Little Peterrin,” and finally con- 
ducting a reduced and exhausted party through portions of the 
Desolated Village^ 

When the last feat is accomplished, the Reciter stops, satiated at 
length. 

“Ihope, Gentlemen,” he says, “my efforts to provide you with 
mental entertainment of a more intellectual sort than that you get 
elsewhere have not been unwelcome. It is coming on dark, and the 
night air is not good for my voice, so, with your permission, I’ll 
wish you good evening.” 

His hearers make no response, with one exception, — a young man, 
who offers him a penny, which he declines with dignity. 

“You misunderstand,” says the Reciter. “ I do what I have done 
to-night with no idea of making money by it, — only to improve the 
popular taste, and lead them, if possible, to read and think for 
themselves.” 

%The crowd disperses, too indifferent, or, it may be, too shy, to 
express any gratitude for his exertions ; and the Open-Air Reciter 
goes away alone, with the sense of being a public benefactor for his 
sole reward. 

One cannot help suspecting that, whether he is conscious of it or 
not, some more personal motives have been at the hottx)m of his pro- 
ceedings; hut who will grudge him a vanity which assumes so 
harmless and well-meaning a form, and which will probably gild his 
week’s work for him with the recollection of the evening past on 
which he had an audience all to himself, and the anticipation of the 
evening to come when his innocent excitement may he repeated ? 

Mr, Punch rather fancies he has met amateurs of far higher 
standing whose self-satisfaction and incompetence were not less pro- 
nounced, whilst their taste in selection was decidedly inferior to 
those exhibited by this humble specimen of the irrepressible race of 
reciters, to whom, as he takes a not unkindly leave of him, he will 
only wish increased lung-power, and a more demonstrative audience 
on the next occasion on which it pleases him to take the field. 

Two Jubilee Editions of Shahs^eare are to be issued ; one, we are 
told, is the work of Messrs. Irvino and Marshall, and the other is 
brought out by Messrs. Yirttje. We hope the names are 
synonymous. 

Mrs. Ram came over from Calais to Dover the other day. She said 
that it wasn’t so much the sea as the osculation of the boat that upset 
her. 


l^r TO COSBESFONiDEiK'TS. — ^In no case can Contributions, wlietlier MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings be returned, unless accompanied 
by a Stamped aad Dir^pted Envelope or Cover. Copies of 3S?S. sfeould be kept by the Senders. 


January 8 , 1887 .] 


1 Pao^ld cAoA lo^ 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


tnrffZ. j C' 


V tjft IMJJ/ ^ 

I r>t Tritons’. , oAcm//,,,,, 




ih ? /' 






III; 

111 










in' the profoundest seoresy. HARTiNGioiSTTwas supposed 
to be taking an innocent holiday, No one recognised in 
the stately figure draped in sleeveless cloak, wearing 
blue spectacles and entered in the hotel books as “Mr. 
Bishop,” the Leader of the only genuine Conservative 
Party in England, As for Monaco he was, as we have 
seen, engaged in scientific pnrsTuts in the blue Mediter- 
ranean, Randolph was lulled to sleep ; the Markiss was 
in a state of somnolence. In another fortnight or three 
weeks we should have been able to throw ofi all dis- 
guises, seize upon the helm of State, and steer the hoary i 
vessel onto the loftiest pinnacle of national fame. When I 
you, forsooth, must betray us ! I do not accuse you of 
traitorous design, or of lack of fidelity to me and the 
cause. It was stupidity, my dear Toby, crass stupidity. 
What followed was easily foreseen. RANfDOiPH is a 
man of resolution and resource. You showed our hand ; 
he trumped it. Never was so fair a game spoiled by the 
maladroitness of an inconsiderate confederate. Our 
coup de main must necessarily be postponed, perhaps 
indefinitely. Haetington has been summoned b§.ck by 
the Markiss, Monaco is tearing bis hair, and wants to 
know whether he can get to Central Asia in his yacht. 
The Doge is dazed, the Dey despondent, the Bey baffled, 
and the Archimandbite seeks solace in strong language, 
England’s chance of reassuming its place among nations 
is sunk in the abyss, and Bismarck is more blatant than 
ever. And all this because you could not restrain your 
too facile pen ! I hope at least it will he a warning to you. 
As for me, I tarry here awhile, listening with dulled 
ears to the croupiers cry, ^^Lejeu est fait! On ne va 
plus ! ” Yours, broken-heartedly, H-nhy Ch-pl-N 


OH-PL-N>S OPPORTITNITY. 

^ “ A ready wit and a fluent tongue are valuable auxiliaries. But force of character, con- 
sciousness of power, masculine ability in grappling with complicated questions, and that 
species of eloquence, the effect of which arises rather from earnestness, straightforwardness, 
and elevation of sentiment, than from sparkling or elaborate rhetoric, give a man a position 
in the House of Commons which leaves him little in need of such other gifts as we have 
mentioned.” — Standard^ Deo, 30. 

THE LETTER-BAG OF TOBY, M.P. 

OUH CHIEB IN A SAGE. 

Dear Toby, Monte Carlo, Monday, 

I SUPPOSE I may as well address you by your proper name. This foolery 
about “ Bito” has now, doubtless, served its purpose, and we may be assumed 
to have come to our senses. It was Randolph began this, as he does everything 
■ else that is bad. If there had been no “ Mr, Spenceb,” there would have been 
no “ Byto, and, I daresay yon will add, no “Mr, Bishop.” But I took 

that name only for a few days, have east it off with the cloak, and you can now 
address me by my proper name, of which I have no reason to he ashamed. 

Since we parted at the foot of Mount Yesuvins a great deal has happened, 
for which I hold you directly responsible. If you bad only been content to hold 
yo^^ peace, there would have been no Ministerial Crisis. But you must needs go 
writing “ Memoirs,” letting oats out of the hag, and otherwise playing the doose 
with me and high politics. Why will people write Diaries and Memoirs ? Do 
you forget what a distinguished lady said iu a recent trial about the danger of 
writing^ Diaries ? But you plunge in, and bring down about oui heads one of the 
best built architectural constructions that has been reared for many years, though 
I say it that should not. 

Tip to the date of the publication oi^our confounded “ Memoir,” everything 
was going on swimmingly. Had got Habtington ont here and was gradually 
hrmging him round. In another week he would have been entirely witn ns. The 
Prince of Monaco— and though I am seriously displeased with you, I am bound 
I to admit you managed that business well— has left nothing to be desired. He 
has entered into onr scheme with an enthusiasm far beyond what might have 
been expected from^ him. ^ I daresay you have seen that paragraph in the 
j newspapers about him cruising in the Mediterranean “ studying the speed of 
the ocean currents.” I got that circulated. Pact is, Monaco has been acting 
as my emissary in negotiating the Great International Alliance that shall reduce 
Bismarck to his proper proportions, and bring England, under my leadership, 
hack into the place she filled in Elizabethan days. In addition to the Day oi 
^giers and the N^hts of Malta, whose alliance you secured, Monaco has sworn- 
in the Bey of Turns, the Doge of Yenice, and the ARCHiMAKDErrE. 

There is no saying what other ramifications this work of statecraft might not 
have reached hut for yonr reckless meddling. Everything was working admirably 


NO WORK TO DO ! 

Brief Oo'tnedyt as performed recently, with some success, hy 
certain Memlers of the Unemployed in Suburhcm Districts, 

ACT L — Scene — An TTnfrequentedBach Suburban Street, 
JEnter Six of the “ Unemployed^* After making sure 
that there is no JPoUceman about, they commence bawU 
ing a popular hymn. Chorus of Unemployed, concluding 
ninth verse of popular hymn with redoubled vigour — 
Hangels of light, 

A singmg to welcome the pilgrums ho-of the night, 

A singing to welcome the pilgrums ho-of the ni^t I 
Mrs, Bungler Bountiful [at window). Ah! those poor 
men ont of work ! How cold and famished they look I I 
wonder they ’ ve got any voice left to sing with. It *a 
really too bad of the Government, or somebody, not finding 
them any work to do. Dear me! it’sverysad. I must really 
give them a trifle. ( Goes to door, and gives them a shilling,) 
Spokesman of the Unemployed,, Thank yon kindly, 
lady, to help poor, honest, starvin’ working-men, who can’t 
get a job nowheres, though their wives and children is 
’ungry and forlorn at home, and cry in’ for the crust as 
they ’d be thankful for. Thank yon kindly. [Is about to 
recommence bawling popular hymn, but noticing Boliceman 
approaching at the end of the street, retreats hurriedly with 
his companions round the corner into the adfacent Square,) 
Mrs, Bungler Bountiful [watching their departing 
figures with benevolent interest). Poor men! I’m sure 
their distress was quite genuine ! 

ACT II. — Another spot in the neighbourhood. Parish 
Official discovered superintending the removal of accu- 
mulated snow. Enter Six of the Unemployed, They 
slouch about and survey the operations surlily. 

Parish Official {poticing them. Cheerily), Ah, my men, 
ont of work. Do you want a job ? 

Spokesman of the Unemployed, P’raps we does. P’raps 
we doesn’t. Depends on what it is. 

Parish Official, It ’a to clear this snow away. 

Spokesman of the Unemployed, What clear that there 
away ? and what ’s the swag ? 

Parish Official, Your pay will be fourpence an hour. 
Spokesman of the Unemployed, Chivey ! Fourpence 
an hour 1 Why, what do you think me and my mates is 
made of, to he slave-driven like that! Why it would be 
no bargain at beightpence I 

Parish Official, I thought that as you had no work 

Spokesman of the Un&mployed, Who said we had no. . 
work to do ? Come along, mates ! let ’s give ’em the “ Pil- 
grums ” down along the bother side. [Exeunt to support 
their starving families in a more excellent way.) 
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WRINGLERS AT 
OXPOED ! ! 

In the JPall Mall Gazette^ 
last Friday, a Correspondent 
wrote to say that the Kev. 
E. S. Ffoulkes had com- 
plained of the Rev. Mr. 
Fletcher to his Bishop for 
puttiapr forward doubts as to 
the fall of Adam. ^ Ahem! 
so “ Ffoulkes rush in where 
angels fear to tread.” Much 
better be happy together, 
and join in tie old nigger 
chorus — 

Some Ffoulkes do, 

Some Ffoulkes don’t. 

Long live the merry time ! 

*We ’ll laugh both night and 
day 

In the Jubilee ! 

No matter what some Ffotjlkes 
say. 

And if it is a theological con- 
troversy in which it may be 
said of him that he is “ Old 
Fpotjxkes at home,” then 
the sooner the Rev. Mr. 
Fletcher drops the sub- 
ject (and whoever heard of 
Fletcher doing anything 
without Beatjmont ?) the 
better for him— and every- 
body. Finally, Wranglers 
are quite out of place at 
Oxford, and at Cambridge 
they only wrangle about 
Mathematics. 

Crocodile's Tears.— M. 
Sardoxt’s regret that in his 
last new play he should un- 
consciously nave plagiarised 
Tom Taylor’s Overland 
Route, 





















RATHER STARTLING. 

‘‘Well, Count! Any Sport this Morning 1” 

Helas 1 MON Ami, vert sad Sport ! I ’aye shot three beautiful 
Misses ! ” nfieans he has missed three beautiful Shots. 
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ON BIT. 

The series of^ Articles on 
Foreign Affairs in the Fort- 
nightly are to be signed 

Ipse DilxiV^ The Mac- 
DERMOTT is to have a new 
seasonable version of his 
Song, supposed now to be 
sung by a man with “a 
cold id ’is ’ed,” commencing, 
“Charley Dilke with pel 
aid ilk, Is writil for the 
Fortnightly,^^ 

' 

Under the heading of 
“A Novel Feature at a 
Wedding,” we read in our 
favourite evening newspaper 
that on the departure of the 
bride and bridegroom there 
was a torchlight procession 
headed by Sir Archibald 
Lamb. Let him be hence- 
forth styled Sir Archibald 
Lamp^ 

What a night it was! 
The New Year came in here, 
through the fog, with a new 
set of stamps. No wonder ! 
Any amount of stamps 
wouldn't have done much 
towards warming his poor 
feet between midnight, 1886, 
and one A.M. 1887. The New 
Year came in with new 
stamps — ^we ’ll hope he won’t 
go out with an old break- 
down. 

Another Name for him. 
—Lord Random, of course; 
but wby not, pro'^hdc vice^ 
Lord Ran-off r 


TAPPEETirS EEVOLT. 

Bickens Adapted to Circumstances. 


Gabriel Varden , 
Simon Tappertit . 
Mrs, Varden 


Lord S-L-SB-RY. 

Lord R-nd-lph Ch-rch-ll. 
C-ns-rv-t-ve P-rty. 

The St-nd-rd. 


Christmas was close at hand— all seemed to he going with 
seasonable ease and cheerfulness ; hut Simon Tappertit, whose 
mysterious demeanour and erratic ways had lately given the worthy 
locksmith some disquiet, was very late. 

Oabeiel Varden, with his lady, and Miss Migqs, sat watching 
in the little Cabinet. 

Miss Miggs, who had arrived at that restless and sensitive con- 
dition, of the nervous system which are the result of long watching, j 
and considerable snubbing, did, by constant rubbing and tweaking 
of her nose, a perpetual change of attitude, trequent surprised, 
elevation and frowning depression of her eyebrows, the incessant re- 
currence of a smaR cough, a gasp, a sniff, a sigh, a spasmodic start, 
and by other demonstrations of that nature, give the beholders to 
understand that she was far from satisfied with the existing condi- 
tion of things, and that only a sense of duty upheld her, and nerved 
her to endurance. 

Mrs. Varden seemed too sleepy to say much, though she may 
possibly have been thinking a good deal. ^ 

“Ally Looyer, Mim ! ” cried Miss Miggs, “there’s Simmuns’s 
knock ! ” 

* ‘ Who ’s there ? ” said Gabriel. 

“ Me ! ” cried the well-known voice of Mr. Tappertit. 

Gabriel wened the door and gave him admission. 

He stalked haughtily into the room, and throwing hima filf into a 
chair, and endeavouring to thrust his hands into the pockets of his 
small clothes, which were turned inside out, as indeed Ms coat seemed 


to he also, surveyed the household with gloomy dignity. 

I “Simon,” said the locksmith, gravely, “how comes it 


that you 


return in this condition ? Give me an assurance that you have not 
been among those confounded Radical associates of yours, and I am 
satisfied.” 

“Sir,” replied Mr. Tappertit, with a contemptuous look, “I 
wonder at your assurance in making such a demand.” 

“Martha,” said the locksmith, turning to his wife, and shaking 
Ms head sorrowfcdly, “ I trust it may not turn out that this poor 
lad is the victim of the fools and fanatics we have so often had 
words about. If he has been at H-w-rd-n or B-rm-ngh-m ” ^ 

“He has been at neither, Sir,” cried Mr. Tappertit in a loud voice, 

I wMch he suddenly dropped into a whisper as he repeated, with eyes 
fixed upon the locksmith, “ he has been at neither.” 

“I’m glad of it with all my heart,” said the locksmith, in a serious 
tone, “for if he had been, and it could be proved against Mm, our 
Great Association would never have forgiven Mm.” 

“ He was not at H-w-rd-n nor at B-rm-ngh-m, G. Varden,” said 
Simon, sternly; “but he was at Westminster. Perhaps, Sir, he 
snubbed a Metropolitan Member; perhaps, Sir, he tapped, a Naval 
Lord. You may stare. Sir, I repeat it— perhaps he tapped a Naval 
Lord. Who knows ? Beware, G. Varden ! ” 

“ You spoke of Miggs, Sir,” ejaculated Mr. Tappertit, scornfully. | 
“You spoke of Miggs, ah! and Miggs has spoke of me on several I 
occasions in a manner I shall not demean myself by describing. 
Miggs be smothered ! ” 

“Oh, Simmun!” ejaculated that lady in a faint voice. “Oh, 
Mim ! Oh, Sir ! Oh, goodness gracious, what a turn he has give me! ” 

“ This Party may all be smothered. Sir,” returned Mr. Tappertit, 
after glancing at her with a smile of ineffable disdain. “ Be warned 
in time, G. Varden ! ” 

But here the two women threw themselves iu the way — especially 
Miss Miggs, who fell upon Mm with such fervour that she pinned 
him against the wall— and conjured him, in moving words, not to go 
forth tDl he was sober ; to listen to reason ; to think of it ; to take 
some rest, and then determine. 

“I tell you,” said Mr. Tappertit, “that my. mind is made up. 
My bleeding, o’ertaxed country calls me, and 1 go ! Miggs, if you 
don’t get out of the way, I ’ll pinch you ! ” 
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SEASONABLE REJOICINGS OF GOG AND MAGOG. 


Bud . “We’ee not going to lose 
j The Coal and Wine Doos ! 

“ Oh, SiMMUN ! ” cried Miss Miggs. “ Oh, my blessed Sdijitun ! 
! what are my feehngs at this coHdictinff moment ! ” 

I leave, ”said SmoN, turning to his master, witn an ntter disregard 


None such Benepactohs as Us, 

And Nobody not one Penny the wtrss 1 ” 


TT X tlU XT. X T ^ ® ^jwuxucvj^u, iuy wimcry s oasnier i 

Hencetorth that 's my line of business.” Hereupon SnioN, gathering 
himselt up as straight as he could, plunged head-foremost at his old 
master, doubled him up, and darted down the street like a mad dog. 


I “ Go thy Trays, Sm, go thy ways,” said the loeksmith, as soon as 
he ^ould speak, I ve done my best with thee, my lad, and would 
gla^y have kept thee in good company and from a bad end, but the 
Kadical ppe is round thy neck, I fear.” 

So saying, and shaking his head in a very sorrowful and disconso- 
late manner, he turned back and soon re-entered his own house, 
where Mrs. Vahden and the faithful Miggs bpA been anxiously 
expecting his return. 
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THE DRAMA IN OXFORD STREET. HOW WARS ARE GOT UP. 

Mr Pwioh. Ton have asked my opinion of Mr. Ws piece— (Sy Our SpM Foreign Oorrespor^n^t v>e ve shopped %'m vn ) 
Mr, Mbbs. Excuse me, Sir. But the autHor’s distinguis lied name Yienna, Jan, 1st. — Just now; I am sure your readers will be 
should be given with the sort of flourish with which it is set off on thirsting for a new sensation, in place ot the one provided by a recent 
the proo^ramme, where it is printed thus : — [Produces li. cause cilehre, prematurely concluded, so I hasten to wire you a most 

* /Arthur # Jones. extraordinary rumour which is circulating in the highest circles of 

T, , , * Henry A Capital, in which I invariably move. It has reference to the 

Pardon my drawing your attention to the mental condition of the Emperor of Gehmaitt, I was talking to-day 

1- 'q ' a- I* i '''i'i'A’ Sime to to a Diplomatist, whose name, were I to give it to you, which!, 

'' *^'ii Y 'J d‘ * 4 . + unfortunately, can’t do, would in itself be a guarantee of the com- 

& it is 0 ^ S t p“te cre^m of evciy word he utters, a/he assured me, as a 

I; — thp^nliprf Toots s^ndmost^ “O*. ^6 German Emperor is under the impression that war 

f “ ' " ^^^hf^areM as France and Eussia has already Iroken out, and that Bismarck 

announoea in rne_ arena as . . . 




*‘Henex {alarums) Arthur 
(fanfare) Joinss ! [Grand -flou- 


rish of trumpets). 
Mr. Punch. 


arena as ’^th France and Enssia has already hrohen out, and that Bismarck 
Arthur only keeps him quiet by forging bogus telegrams from the seat of j 
*and dou- describing victories for the Fatherland ! Also, in his occasional | 
- - - . paroxysms that Kaiser Wilhelm is in the habit of taking pot-shots ! 

at passers-by from one of the windows of the Palace Xfnter den 


irims thk”iTa s^u'^matt®’ £inSeii,'and the amount of hush-money which the Crown Prince has 
W ?t ^IpflieMr ^Toots’ alreadf paid to relatives of persons killed in this way is enormous, 
d^s^of h4t Is. I^s a& ^ uukoky attendant who hid the Emperor’s revolver &e other day 
to say that the Mhh Vaga- as a measure of preoautaon, was actually scalped hy the ^nated 
JoA up to the end of the monarch, and none of his e»te«raffe come near him wi^out weamg i 
as excW and ingeniously- bnUet-^roof armour under their Court unifori^, and bemg provided 


Second Scene of the Third Act, is as exciting and ingeniously- 
contrived a melodrama as one would wish to see. But at this point, 


with chloroformed handkerchiefs to wave in the aged Kaiser’s face 


situation, which very naturally disappoints an expectant audience. slider a wread me p-ace of Europe now nangs. 

Mr. Kibhs. I am entirely of your pinion. The Scene at the Fair 2«d.— 1 may mention, under all posable rw^e, a fact 

was spnn out with a purposdess hoxing-match, and if the Professor ot^f f 

who was floored had only got up and sung “ Oh, whaf a surprise! ^rom 1m friend, a sworn ally of the Czar, ^s executed a 

Two lovely black eyes!’’ Sic audience could not have been more masterly co«^., which foi^aGalho eomterpait to the kidnapping 
asW/tban thJy were at the termination of the Act. though ^”^4“ 


they might have been more pleased. 

Mr. Punch. Then in the last Act, though all that acting can do is 
done to re-kindle the excitement, yet in the scene of equivoque he- 


prevLous trustworthy communications from me that the French War I 
Minister desires an addition of one hundred million pounds sterling 
to the French Budget, in order to provide a supply of new epaulettes 


twein theheTthrhSStoe, and tinned^meats to the ^y Finding M. Gobrrt un^g to 
a strong element of comedy, as there must always he in a dialogue smiotion this expeniture, he took down a couple of hundred ms^ed 
of cross-purposes, that the dramatic instinct of any intelligent audi- night recently, to the country residence of the Frime 

enee is opposed to taking it seriously; and a Wh in the wrong ^mster, and surrounding toe place so as to prevent any of the 
place is, at each a critical moment, fa4l to the melodrama. mmates escaping, forced that Statesman (who at the tune was having 

Mr. mis. But, Sir, having placed yonr finger on the weak part a modest supper of anohovy-toast and ew ortonaire, preparatory to 
of the nlav. oan vou at all suggest how it might have been avoided P bed) to sign toe order to the di%ent manufacturers ^d 


^^eis,Kham^rim;m»t to^to mnmtesesoapmg, forced toat Statesman (who at toe time was having 

Mr. kills. But, Sir, having placed yonr finger on the weak part a modest supper of anohovy-toast and ew ortonaire, preparatory to 
of the play, oan you at all suggest how it might have been avoidid P I«tiring to bed) to sign toe order to the difier^t mmuf actnrers ^d 
Mr. Punch. Only by re(»Mtmotion. The materials are all to the Treasyy. The appantion of General BoTOAKeER late at mght, 
there. The idea of impersonating a murdered man is not, of with a sword between his teeth, and a loaded revolver in each hand, 
course, new,— it was done most effectively in Jffenry Pmhar,— "but tremendous threats, is^ stated to have imueryed M. Goblet, 

the motive in toe Nolle Vagaloni gives the requisite novelty. that you need not be surprised to hear of his resignation at any 

Mr. Nills. It struck me that the dialogue was torse and telling, “loment. Can anybody doubt, after this, that we are on toe eve of 
Mr. Punch. TTndoubtedly, and we were not overwhelmed with ^ ^vastating European conflict ? At. x xt. i? irr 

sermons and elocutionary essays, which threatened at one time to . Vienna, Jan. Zrd. I toldvou before that the Emperor WmtAM 
become a Princess’s tradition,— jnst when everybody wanted the lunatic. His last freak is to imagine himself 

action of the piece to “ get on,” and the elocutionist to get off. ^ Fasting* Man, a^d to refu^se to take any nomishment of any 

Mr Kibhs Mr Warner is good. Bismarck and Moltke have to stand over him, and force him 

Mr. Punch. It is fair to assume that he realises Mr. Jones’s ideal sworfs point ! Bismarck has already been twice shot 

of a Noble Vagabond as nearly as possible, or he would not be playing the leg,, and Molt^s cooked hat (wkch he always wears) has 

the part. His imitation of iS'consr is certainly excellent. carried away by a bullet from his Eoyal Master, and the 

Mr. Ntbbs. Mr. Geoeob Barrett, too, is one of our best low Chancellor and the veteran soldier both threaten to resign in conse- 
comedians in a homely part like this of the Showman. quence. This mtelligenoe is absolutely authentic. War (against 

Mr. Punch. A part not strikingly original, but always popular and someb^y or other) may he declai^d at any mstant 
safe. I should like to see Mr, George Barrett play Hobson’s part » Fetersburg, Jan. hth, — -To-day’s Official Messenger has the 
in the Porter's Knot.^ I was delighted with Miss Dorothy Dene as t^^Bomng passage : 

Maud Peveson ; she is thoroughly in earnest. ** The idea that a great European war is preparing for next spring, is chiefly 

Mr. NMs. She is comparatively a novice. kept alire by the hysterical correspondents of certain foreign newspapers. 

3Ir. Punch. We only heard of her coming out last year, aud by These journals do not peroeire that by perpetually harping on the subject, 
this time she has achieved a very marked sneoess. She is a young themselves helping to produce the catastrophe they pretend to 

actress of great performance, aud of still greater promise. She deprecate.” 

possesses that roark of draumtio genius wMch may he fanned into a Xour readers will be able to judge from this extract, that the 
flame, n(^ by the pumng of flatterers, which would extinguish it,— Franco- Russo-Germauo-Austro-Turko-Italiau war is really very 
but by the ^ntle breath of judicious critics. Seeing her so good as near indeed. I have been busy prophesying it, as you know, for 
she is-and I much doubt whether there is anybody of her youthful sometime past, but this official eommwmW (which, to he uuder- 
standing on the stage who could have played this part half as well — 1 stood, must of course he read as meaning exactly the contrary of 
am inolmed to ask, where was the stage manager, just to give her per- what it states) puts the imminence of the conflict beyond a doubt, 
tormance that liaishing touiffi, which otherwise she can only acquire I should advise auybody who holds foreign stocks to sell out without 
too f recmently happens, fail to acquire at all? a moment’s delay, especially as I have just wired my London broker 
you mean, Sir, and suppose that to take advantage of the fall, which I trust this telegram will cause, 
Bes with a defective system of rehearsal. Of the actors I to buy into most of them, and look sharp about it. 
moughtMr. Cartwbight uncommoifly good as the villain, and Miss Vienna, Jan. Qth , — I have just found out that my previous 
gmpathetic as Dmah Vimpany. authentic information about the German Emperor was not quite so 
T Scenery is most picturesque authentic as I thought it. I now have it on unimpeachable 

goandseetEwpieoefor mdUrity tout toe Kaiser -Wuhrlm is perfectly sane, only rather 
the s^e of Miss Dorotht Dene s performance aud hfo. Warner’s feeble from age. I hasten to send you this reassuring intelligence 
Cross manner of 3Mr. JuLjm aU the more readily because the member of the Austrian Imperial 

+d TMWl A..f r It disappointment m famUy 'irlio imparted it to me, andvrlio is am intimate friend of toine. 
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shot, ajid practised duellist, renders this task not so much a duty as 
a positive pleasure for me to perform. 

St. Peteesbtjeg, Jan. Expect me in London shortly. I am 
expelled from Russia by fiat of the Czab ! Tour readers will remem- 
ber that I quoted a short extract from the Official Messenger as to 
the chances of a great European War. Unfortunately, nobody here 
is allowed to quote from the official journal without leave, so they 
say, but I beheve it is an excuse. Alter being chained in a dungeon 
to a Nihilist for four-and-twenty hours, as a sort of “ first warning 
to the Press,” I have been politely told that I must choose between 
leaving Russia for England or for Siberia. I don’t like to say what 
I thmk of this treatment, as this telegram will have to pass the 
official Press Censor ; but I reserve for your private ear my reasons 
for adhering to the idea that war is absolutely certain, and at no 
distant date.* 

* And we reserve something for Ms private ear when he shows himself at 
our Office. — ^E d. 



Pleased as Mr, Punch.” 


HARRIS" IN WONDERLAND."" 

WoNDEBiAiO) ! rather! Sure such a sight was never seen on the 
stage of Old Drury. Wonderland ! a land full of marvels, marvel- 
lous even to Mr. E. L. Blai^- 
C HAUT) , whose magic pen has 
been busy over this Jubilee 
Pantomime. 

Hail, ATraTJSTTTS Dsxjeio- 
lAinjs Impekatok, hail! or 
rather snow, for on what a 
Boxing Night was thy Panto- 
mime produced ! Yet the 
people crowded in, glad to get 
out of the cold, ana eager to 
give -their great Atjgtjsxits a 
warm and hearty greeting. 

Oorgeous is the Druriolanian 
Pantomime called The Forty 
Thieves, and well worthy of 
the Augustan Age. Until now 
we had no idea what an enor- 
mous number was forty ! 

Forty Thieves I—four hundred 
more likely, and these the very 
of pickpockets, splendid women, ’ 
some girls, shapely forms and 
faces, resplendent in all the braver; 
of glittering armour, of many-hued 
silks and satins, their eyes gleaming 
with the ardour that Indian-inked 
lashes alone can impart, their cheeks 
aglow with the healthy flush of the rouge-not, and their skins 
fair with the sheen of delicate bismuth, and soft with the pearliest 
powder. Steel your hearts against such thieves, or they '11 steal 
them. Tear after year we we saymg. Never was there such a scene 
as tMs! Each new Pantomime eclipsing the previous one in scenery 
and costumes. Welcome again to our Bevehlex ! It is no dis- 
paragement to the other talented artists that the veteran's work is 
facile princejps. Long may it be so ! 

But the fun ? Well, on the first night it was only possible to see 
where the fun would be after the third or fourth performance, when 
the Pantomime works closer, and when the three low comedians, 
Mesps. Nicholls, Campbell, and Stephens, shall be^on such 
familiar terms with their author as to warrant them in getting along 
without his aid. Such names as theirs to a Pantomime bill speak 
for themselves. By the time these lines appear "^e fun will have 
begun. . What larks the Donkey (Mr. Lattbi) and the Monkey (^. 
Mahtinetoh) will have when they are quite at home for the holidays, 
it is easy to foresee ; and that they will be the delight of thousands 
of children of all ages is a certainty; but let the two gymnasts 
Hmit their animal spirits to the stage. 

As to the story, “the long and short of it” was represented by 
Miss Edith Blantd-Bhebeton, six feet high, as the dashing leader 
of the harmonious band, with Miss Dot IMaeio, three feet nothing, 
as her lieutenant. Miss Constance Gilchrist was not a very 
dashing Morgiana, but Miss Edith Beuce, as Ganem, was lively 
enough for two. Mr. Pateman played the avaricious brother in a 
sme that shows us he has a soul above pantomime. 

-^The energy of the Conductor, Herr Wallenstein, made up for 
the brevi^ of the Overture, and anything like the enthusiasm with 
which this Boxing Night audience cheered the National Anthem 
has not been heard within the walls of Old Drury for years. It 
was a thorough Jnhilee thrill that ran^throngh the house. The 
s^ctacle is costly and brilliant, the designs and -^e combinations 
of colour are in exquisite taste. Axtgtjstus Dehbiolanus may 
weRsing— 


“I'm monarch of all I survey ; 

My right there is none to dispute. 

My Pantomime 's splendid and gay, 

And every taste it wiU suit.” 

True, 0 AuGUSTirs, hut, when next Christmastide comes round, 
couldn’t you try to give^ us a shorter Pantomime ? couldn't you 
contrive to let your opening scenes be in the dark eaves, with the 
dear old unintelligible demons speaking an unearthly and awful 
language ? Couldn't you then take us to the fairies, and give ns a 
genuine ballet of fays, in which the graceful .^nea could have a 
part, having by that time invented some novel aerial flight of fancy ? 
Couldn't you arrange mth a Fairy to come and change the lovers 
into Harlequin and Columhine, and with a Demon King to turn the 
Wicked Baron into Clown, and the miserly old hunks of a father 
into Pantaloon ? Throw in the sweE and the policeman, and there 's 
your real Christmas party, 

Augustus Dbuhiolanus ! There wiU be— there must he— a reaction 
in favour of King Clown, deposed by cabal and not by the voice of 
the People. But at the same time one word in the ear of the last of 
the great PATNE-tomime Family, Mr. Harbt Payne, whom, to our 
great regret, the lateness of the nonr prevented us from seeing: on 
Boxing Night; let him prepare during the year four genuinely 
good comic scenes, with new tricks and plenty of irresistible droUejy, 
so that when his chance comes he may he ready to assert his position 
and he himself again. At present C^est magnifique, mats ce- n'est 
pas le Pantomime.. 


A CHRISTMAS “CARROLL.” 

Our Child-Critic says that the place to spend a really happy after- 
noonds at the Prince of Wales's Theatre,' where Alice in Wonderland 
is being played. “ They must know the book,” she says, “ and then 
they'll recojBrnise all Mr. tTENNiEL’s pictures walking about.” The 
Dormouse is delightful, she adds, and the Oysters charming. 
Tweedle-dnm and Tweedle-dee’are very funny, and Zzee’s introduc- 
tion to the Mutton and the Plum Pudding— illustrated with “ cuts” 
—is one of the best things in Messrs. Satile Claeib and Edgah 
Beuce's entertainment. 


Me. C. F. Keaex, we are told, has written an essay, for private 
circulation, on the Evolution of Money, and Heredity and Yariation 
in the World's coinage. If he wants a good Darwinian-sounding 
title for his hook, he might surely call it “ The Origin of Specie.” 


“FARJEON SMILES UPON US!” 

Oeiginaiitx of design, considerable humour aud consistent 
development of character, combine to make Mr. ^Fabjeon's The 
Tragedy of Featherstone, one of the best 
romances he has written, perhaps the 
best from a literary point of view. 

But admiring readers of Mr. Fajbjeon's 
novels, as of Boisgobet’s, grudge every 
bit of superfluous work, no matter how 
good, which distracts their attention from 
the story in which, from the very fibfst 
line of the very first chapter (a great 
point with both authors) they have become 
deeply interested. Mr. Faejeon doubt- 
less has frequently sacrificed his own 
likings for the sake of his readers, hut 
when he stops in Ms narrative to depict 
a humorous scene, which is only remotely, 
if at all, connected with the main issue, 
or when he pauses to give a little extra 
local colouring, or to bring into prominence the eccentricities of a 
character to whom readers are only friendly as long as he is kept 
within his proper limits in the story, he forgets his rule of self- 
sacrifice, and tries the patience of his many friends, who resent 
being compelled to skip and jump — alighting sometimes in the wrong 
places, and having to try hack— in order to get on with the tale. 

Much of the Cheap^ Philanthropist, Mr. Penny fold, in this story 
could well be spared, including the school treat ; but the revenge of 
Tommy MaypU on Thrifty Miller is genuinely humorous, and well 
serves its purpose as a .“carpenter’s scene” in a melodrama. But 
Mr. Faejeon’s mission, we contend, is not to cause laughter, hut to 
“make our flesh creep,” which was the Fat Boy^s sole aim. in 
narrating the story of Mr. Tupman and Miss Wqrdle to the Old 
Lady.- He must not break off in the midst of unravelling a thrilling 
mystery to teU ns a good joke. We may laugh at it, if it is a reaUy 
good one, hut we get it over as quickly as politeness will allow*, aud 
say, earnestly, “Proceed! Toxu: story interests us much.” The 
Tragedy^ of Featherstone is exciting, humorous, pathetic, and 
always interssting. 
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' HERE ’S A HOW-D»Y»-DO ! ” 

A Chapter on the EvoLxrrioN op Deportment. 


THE GEEAT-LITTLE ^^RANDOM/^ 

Pet oi the Pahlic and pride of the Ring, 
Master of excellent fooling, 

Beating in patter and tumble, and fling, 
Fellows with ten times bis schooling, 
Great-Little Random the company led. 

Was it a "wonder he "went off Ms head ? 

Went off his head ? That, of course, is the 
charge ; 

He, with a flst in each pocket, 

Laughs at his elders, who frown and look 
large, 

Tnms, and is off like a rocket. 

“What, Mr. Ring-Master, not have my 
way? 

Do as you like, then, old man ; J shan’t play ! ” 

Does he walk out like a Droll in a huff ? 

What is this conduct to end in ? 

Has he indeed, as they say, ‘ ‘ Cut up rough ? ” 
Or is he “ omy purtendin’ ? ” 

Clown, t ho’, best knows Ms own “business” 
himself, 

Great-Little Random ’s a comical elf ! 


DEScmTioN op Mr. Henry Irting (as 
lately given hy Mr* Wilson Barrett in Ame- 
rica.) — “A distinguished countryman of 
mine.” Ha I JVbw Henry is indeed distin- 
guished. A proud moment for Mr. Irting. 
TMs was said to the Philadelphimis. The 
Messrs. Gatti might send ^eir Harbour 
^hts Company over, as they are regular 
Fill-AdelpM-’uns. The Messrs- Gatti, being 
Itauans, cannot be introduced by Mr, W. B. 
as “distinguished countrymen of mine.” 
What a pily ! 


OEFICIAL MINUTES. 

- We have received the following particulars 
from the Admiralty and War Office regarding 
the British War Preparations. It wni be at 
once seen that these are of a character 
calculated to alarm the British Tax - 
payer : — 

The Hatt. 

1 . Seven men and a boy will he immediately 
added to the strength of the Royal Navy, to 
assist in washing np the crockery on the Royal 
Yachts. 

2. A presentation Jubilee violin' will be 
presented to oxir Royal Admiral as Ms rosin 
d'Hre, 

3. The purchase of two of the river 
steamboats to relieve the Channel Fleet in 
the event of foreign complications, .These 
will be armed with a new .telescopic gun — 
wMch can he discharged at both ends at once, 
— ^and manned by the Unemployed. 

4. The construction of a two-]iousand-ton 
gun will be commenced immediately, with a 
breech action of such elaborate and delicate 
construction that it is thought that nobody 
will care to go within half-a-r^e of it, should 
it ever he loaded. 

6. H.M.’s sMps, Incapable, UnsteeraUe^ 
Harmlessy Blunderer, and Unmanageable, 
will he at once pressed forward, and "will pro- 
ceed to sea without either gnus or ammunifion. 

The Army, 

1. New cocked hat for the Duke, warranted 
to go off. 

2. New Rule for Line Regiments. — “ Chil- 
dren in arms not admitted.” 

3. The sending out of a complete Foodless 


Battery of Artillery for the defence of the 
North-West frontier of India. 

4. The purchase of six cah-horses for 
remounts in the heavy cavalry regiments. 

Generally. 

A new button-hole is now occupying the 
attention of the Military Authorities. When 
approved, it will he sent to Aldershot for 
trial with the old buttons. 

It is under consideration to enter into a 
contract with the UMversai Provider, on ad- 
vantageous terms, for the supply of two 
regiments— one infantry and one eavalrjr — 
complete, and warranted ready for active 
service. 


A Troubled Tory’s Suggestion. 

Our Randolph we’ve lost, and we cannot get 
Harty— 

A Leader we must have with power and pith ; 
Well, it seems to need welding, the Unionist 
Party; 

One might have a worse than a Smith I 

Mrs. Ram’s nephew did not get through a 
College examination. “He was aU right,” 
Ms Aunt said, “ as long as he was writing the 
answers to printed questions, but he failed 
when it came to the vice versy^^ 

Htjsr I His the Night- Watch — no, 
not the old song by Henry Russell, but the 
old picture by Rembrandt, etched by Walt- 
NER, and published by Brussot Yaladon 
& Co., successors to Messrs. Goupil. ' 

Agile as Kittens.— T he pupils of Katti 
Lanner. 



I SHABT X PLAT ANT MORE ! I ” {JExti.) 
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NEW AND STARTLING SLACK-WIRE PEREORMANCE. 

Under the Special Patronage of the Telephone Co^ipanies 
AND THE Metropolitan Board of "Works. 


SALYAGE SMALL -TALK. 

Scene— Linendraper^s, Large boxes fall of cards occupy the counters; 
behind them are flushed young women^ 'more or less short of temper ; 
double row of undecided customers, 

Enter the Conscientious Purchaser with Sycophantic T Companion, 
This is a cheap place to go to— you only pay twopence three-farthings 
here for a card they ’d ask as much as threepence for at some shops I 

S, C, [with erdkusiasm). How nice, dear I 

C, P. Now let me see— haye you got the list ? I always like'to make 
sure that all my cards have something appropriate about them. 

S, C, But, then you have such wonderful taste, dear ? 

C. P. I take a little pains over it— that’s all. We’ll begin at this 
tray, shall we, and work round ? Would you send one to the Skympers 
—or not ? I see I ’ve put them down— but really, it ’s so long since they 
asked us to dinner. Well, I can settle that afterwards, can’t I ? Just tell ] 
me when you come across anything you like, and put it aside. 

S, C, llon’t you like this, Sophia, isn’t it perfect ? 

C. P. A little commonplace, I think, 

S, C, Yes, perhaps it is, but rather a striking kind of commonplace 
in its way, don’t you think ? No ? Well, perhaps you ’re right, dear ! 

A Simple-Minded Old Gentleman ifo Bland Shopman), Look here, I 
want a card to send to a little girl. 

B, 8, Certainly, Sir ! Now, here ’s a card we’re selling a good many 
of— “Ye Festive Skeletons,”^ in two subjects- represented as eating 
plum-pudding, and playing blind-man’s buff, you see. The pair for six- 
pence three-farthings, Sir, 

S, O, G, {(doubtfully). Urn, haven’t you got anything livelier? 

B, S, {surprised). Livelier, Sir? Those are considered very lively, this 
year, I assure you. 

O, G, Don’t seem to me quite suitable for a child. ^ 

B, S, {tolerantly). Think not, Sir ? Do yon like this ? Churchyard 
and ruined tower, with moonlight effect— we find that a popular design. 

S, 0, G, No, no. Haven’t yon got something more— more Christmassy? 
Bobins, holly, — ^that kind of thing ? 

B, S, {with pity). Oh, dear no. Sir ! You won’t find that class of article 
at any resectable shop ! 

C, P , Iwant something for Mrs. Chaeterhousb Q-reen, Not a wassail- 
bowl, my dear ! She only eame out of that Betreat Place last Friday I 


Overworked Shoplady {to Assistant), What are we doing 
those angels playing the ’arp at ? ^ 

Assistant, Twopence three-farthings ; sixpence set of three. 
But we ’re sold out of angels, 

0. S. Well, give me some of those cats with fiddles, will you ? 
C, P. Now, teU me, would dear Tibbie think I meant any- 
thing personal if I send her a cat ? It won’t do to send Floreie 
Ceackendelet Darby and Joan the fireside, if it’s true 
he ’s filed a petition, wiU it ? I think, on the whole, a snowr 
scene will he safer. 

A Vagice Purchaser. Oh, I want one of those new Art 
cards— those with a kind of a little— well, not a sketch exactly, 
but— dear me, I could explain what I mean exactly, if you were 
to let me see one. It’s too provoking I can’t think of it! 
Not in the least like that ! It ’s published by those people 
who brought out so many of the same sort last year.^ {To a 
Friend.) If it wasn’t a linen-draper’s, they ’d know directly I 

A Meek Housemaid. If you please, have you a penny one 
with two clasped ’ands ? 

B, S. Not at this time of year. They don’t come in season 
tiU February, clasped ’ands don’t. 

Simple-Minded Old Gent, {leaving shop with purchase). I’m 
not altogether sure, even now, that a photograph of two 
stuffed toads kissing under the mistletoe is exactly the sort of 
thing to please a child as young as little Eifie ! 

C, P. And yon ’ve got me envelopes to fit them all ? Very 
well. How much did yon say? Five-and-tenpence three- 
farthings ! Oh, then I must find some others not quite so 
expensive. No, I won’t take any I chose first, thank yon ! Let 
me see. Yes, you may pick me out a dozen from this penny 
tray. It doesn’t matter which! {To Companion.) Saves so 
much trouble, doesn’t it ? 

8. C. Much the most sensible way of doing it, dear. I should 
never have thought of it myself ; but you are so full of clever 
ideas I I ’m sure you must feel this a great tax upon you. 

C, P. I don’t mind a little trouble for my friends. They 
like to be remembered so ! 

The Prudent Fiance. Must send Maria something, I sup- 
pose I That ’« a pretty thing now — Eh, hand-painted on china, 
is it ? Only five shillings ? Ah, what was that again I saw in 
the window— the sole of a slipper with something about “hard 
times ” on it ? You may put me up one of those. {To hhnself.) 
A girl likes something that makes ner laugh. 

A Nice Child. I ’ve bought aH mine, such beauties I I got 
Grandma a card with a purse full of sovereigns on it, because 
she forgot to send us anything last year, yon know, — and such a 
funny fat pig for Tohmy, he always eats too much on Christmas 
Day. Oh, and two turtle-doves for Papa ; he hasn’t spoken a 
word to Mummy, except naughty ones, for two days— fancy 1 
And a picture of five playiag-cards for that Mr. Bedeiush, 
that. Papa says, cau’t get anyone at the Club to play with him, 
and a horrid one for Jessie— because she sent me one with a 
monkey on it, before, and a lovely one for yow, Aunt Mart, if 
you don’t mind it being not quite clean I You shall see them all 
if we happen to stop^ at a confectioner’s going home. Do you 
think we shall. Auntie dear, do t^ou ? 

Overworked Shoplady {to Assistant). I say ! 

A. Well, what? 

0. S. You remember that party with the ’andbag, at my 
tray ? that chose the tipsy owls, the set of complimentaTy cards 
with gUt bats, and the row of sparrers on tilegraph wires ? 

-k, Her that took such a time and spoke so pleasant over 
it ? Yes. 

0. S. She could afford to speak pleasant— went away and 
never paid me for one of ’em I 

A. Well, I wouldn’t stand in your shoes for something when 
the accounts are gone through ! 

A Mild Man. Can yon tell me how much this one is ? 

O. S. {tartly). Aren’t they marked on the back? No! Six- 
pence tbree-farthings, then. 

M, M, Are you quite sure ? I took it out of a threepenny tray ! 

0. 8. {more tartly). Then it had no business there, that’s 
all ! Anyone might tell that wasn’t a threepenny card, I should 
ha’ thought! 

M, M. I ’ll take four, if you please. 

O. S. {watching him out). If 1 only get one or two more of 
his sort, I shouldn’t care ! 

A Feeble Customer {plaintively). I put all my cards down in 
this corner, and now they’ve got all mixed, and I don’t know 
which are mine, and which are somebody else ’s ! 

A Pert Young Woman. Iwant a card of small shirt buttons, 
half-a-yard of narrer tape, and two packets of egg-eyed sharps. 

Bland Shopman, Oh, we can’t attend to yon now— look in 
another evening. , „ . 

P. Y, W, I^B see if they ’ve got ’em at the Stationer’s ! 

\_8eene closes in. 





IN THE FIRST OLYMPIAD. 

Thsbe has not been seen in London, within the re collection of 
anyone tinder thirty, anything equal to the Hippodrome perform- 
ances now daily and nightly going on at Olympia. It does not enter 
into rivalry with a circus entertainment. 

The comic business is confined to the acrobatic and pantomimic 
actions of two twin Drolls, who may be termed the Hippodromios, 
and then the donkey and his master highly amusing. The race 
of nnridden steeds is a very pretty thing to see, and as regards all 
these races, if the same horses always run, it is highly probable 
that the result is invariable, and a sharp frequenter of Olympia 
might do a good bit of business with casual visitors. 

The Homan Games are a feature, though the Homan Feature it- 
self is conspicuous by its absence. The chariot-racing is very 
exciting. 

an interval of twenty minutes, which might he shortened 
with advantage, the servants set np an extensive country scene, 
composed of pieces representing a mill, capable of holding a f nil- 
grown fa^y of sir, a bridge that would hear a regiment, a stream 
of painted canvas, trees, hedges, gates, a forge, tables and chairs, 
aH suggesteve of having come out of ahox of Christmas toys for 
Giant 8 Chilton, and of their having been laid out here in this 
picturesque f Mhiouj^uite a hamlet — for the Brobdingnagiau infants 
to come and play with them. Ho Giants appear, but Siere is a ballet 
or action, from wmch it appears that a young peasant is deeply 
miamomedof theMaidof the Mill, and persists in his demonstra- 
tions of section m spite of being warned off by the maiden’s mother, 
an elderl^y lad.y of pecnliar habits and vulgar manners, who sHdes 
down the mill-stairs, displaying more underclothing than is 


ordinarily consistent with good breeding, and who, when specially 
aggravated by things going contrary, expresses her disgust with 
everybody by throwing sommersaults and behaving generally in 
such a way as we ^ should have thought would have disgusted auy 
youthful aspirant for her daughter’s hand, with the prospect 
of saddling himself for life with so undesirable and extraordinary a 
mother-in-law. However, he is madly in love, and the sporting 
gentleman pleads his cause and he is married, and everyone connectea 
with the Hippodrome drives to the wedding and witnesses a dance 
between the newly married couple. In these festivities there is a 
wonderful doll, well worth seeing, ^ Oh, what a surprise ! ” 

Then comes the stag-hunt ; ladies and gentlemen, well mounted, 
jump the gates and hedges, race over the bridge, one lady clearing a 
table and bottles, and, the dogs having gone after the stag, the stag at 
last, apparently, goes to the dogs. Capital afternoon entertainment 
for boys home from the Classics during the present Olympiad, 

TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 

{By Our Own Paper-Knifer.) 

Spilsrs of Society (F. V, Whub & Co,), according to Miss Flo- 
MiJ^TA-T, are mostly women, and men are the flies that axe 
victimised in the webs they weave around them. The writer of this 
novel bein|r of the fair sex, it is absolutely impossible that she could 
say anything unfair of her sisters. A woman’s thoughts about 
women axe mways refreshing ; and though Miss Mauuv at does not 
make the mistake of putting too much hitters in her sherry, she adds 
just enough to give piquancy to an amusing story. Randolph Calde- 
cott (Sajsipson Low & Co.), by Henkt BnAOXBunEr, is a truly 
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OUR CHRISTMAS CONCERT. 

TheBActor {who conducts the EehearsaX], “Suppose we try that Movement again? I think, Mr. Footles, you were half a 

Bar behind in taking up your point. Oh dear ! — ^you ’re not going, Mr. Foo ” 

Mr. Footles {our Flauto Secondo^ huffed). “Yessir. ’F you’re so pertic’lar ’s t’alf a Bar, I sha’nt jine the S’oiety ! !” 


delightful volume. It gives an account of his early life, from 
the time he was in the hank at Whitchurch, to 1879. To his “ pic- 
ture-book career ” this volume is especially dedicated. It has over one 
hundred and seventy illustrations — among themseveralfrom the collec- 
tion of Mr. Pwnc/i— and by the study of these we are able to appreciate 
the wonderfully graphic power and versatility of the artist, to see what 
marvellous work he did, though dying before the zenith of his powers 
were reached. We are not surprised to note that this volume is now in 
its fourth edition. Wild Animals Fhotographed and Described is the 
title of a portly volume by J, Fortune Nott. Its title hardly, how- 
ever, gives a good notion of its contents ; Our Frivate Zoo would 
perhaps be a better one. The author’s descriptions are nearly as good as 
a visit to the Regrent’s Park Gardens along with Frank Buckled 
used to be. Our cicerone is not too learned, neither is he too superficial. 
He writes in a popular style, but at the same time he conveys a large 
amount of information in a palatable form. The illustrations, 
although phototype reproductions of photographic negatives, are 
also, on account of their artistic merit, of distinctly ‘ ‘ pallette-able ” 
form. Among them visitors to the Zoo will recognise capital por- 
traits of many of their old friends. Yet another reprint of the 
ever-welcome work of Charles Lamb I This time Lamb is served 
up with sauce ! What would C. L. have said to us for talking in 
tMs fashion ? Ho matter ! The sauce is good. ^ It may not be mint- 
sauce, but then it is not mint to be. The sauce is the series of excel- 
lent illustrations by 0. 0. Murray, which will prove to be a source of 
great pleasure to all who peruse Some Essays of Elia in their latest 
form, Romances of Chivalry (T. Fisher TJn'^) , by J ohn Ashton, 
convince us that there really was romance in cnivalry as well as 
chivalry in romance. The illustrations are qpaintly humorous ; and 
if the people of those days were only halt so funny as they are 
represented, there is no doubt the human race has sadly deteriorated. 
Our gallant knights are dull dog:s indeed compared with the merry 
family that gauy disported itsefl in days gone by. 




OUR WINTER GARDEN. 

CovENT Garden, of 
course, and the Circus. 
The Clowns and the 
Lavatee Lee Musical 
F amily are very droll ; 
as also is Felix, — 
happy name,— espe- 
cially when he is 
trying to catch the 
butterfly. Among 
the fair ladies of the 
troupe, we should be 
inclined to give equal 
prizes to Mile. Ama- 
lia DE Renz in her 
leaping pirouette 
acts, and Mile. 
Eosita on a bare- 
backed steed. But 
the Big Man and the 

-===4-» clever performing Pig 

“ ’Tis true, ’tis Piggy, and Piggy ’tis ’tis true I ^re the hits of the 
Shakspeare on the bcene %n C. G. Ureus. entertainment. The 
latter is especially, that is pig-culiarly, amusing, and where all is so 
attractive in the Horse-Show provided hy Messrs. Douglas Cox and 
B[enrx— ( why didn’t Cox get Box to join him ?)— this is saying a deal. 


In Pudding-time.— On Saturday, the 1st instant, the Bulgarian 
Deputies enjoyed, at dinner, the hospitality of the Servian Consul- 
General in London, Mr. H. W. Christmas, who of course regaled 
them with substantial Christmas fare. (Pity that Government 
couldn’t promise them a treat stiU more substantial.) Happy con- 
jimction of Christmas with Hew Year. Prosit omen, and many 
Sappy Hew Years to the brave Bulgarians ! 




Illuminated by G. A. S.— His promised Autobiography. 





24 


PUNCH, OK THE LONDON CHARIYARI. 


[Jakuabt 8, 1887. 





STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCH’S STUDIO. 

No. XI. — SeptjjSitjs SwiiLTTJi, THE Confie:hed Htpochondhiac. 

It is now q^uite ten years ago since Septimus Swaxlum may "bs 
said, to use Ins own graphic largnage, fairiy to have “ broken up. 

Yefc he is still about. Any 
afternoon you may meet him 
being dragged towards the 
Park in a Bath-chair, wear- 
ing on his face that expression 
of aggressive scowl that 
seems characteristic of the 
blighted fraternity who usu- 
ally patronise those invalid 
vehicles ; yet if you stop him, 
and tell him, which is prob- 
ably a fact, that you think 
him looking much better, he 
will resent it almost as an 
insult, and reply, with a 
smile of sickly sarcasm, “ Am 
I ? mu, I wish I felt so,” 
that leaves you no courteous 
alternative hut to express a 
regretful sympathy, and 
inquire after his symptoms. 
These he will catalogue to 
you, dweUing on their worst 
features almost with relish, 
and they certainly are suffi- 
ciently appalling. Indeed, 
as he is jolted out of^ sight in 
Ha conveyance amidst the 
crowd, you look after him with a feeling of wonder how, taking him 
at his own account, he can manage to hold together at all. Yet 
Septimus Swallum was not always thus. Ten years ago, before his 
“ break-up,” he was what he caUed a regular liver, 

“ I can’t put my finger on anything in my present mode of Hfe,” 
he said, addressing the eminent practitioner whom he first consulted 
as to his state of health at the time, “ to account in the least for my 
existing symptoms.” He had been describing an overwhelming 
sense of lassitude that oppressed him in the morning, coupled with a 
sensation as if the ground were swaying under his feet as he walked 
home at night, together with a tendency to see two of everything— 
two doors, two windows, two shaving-glasses, two sets of fire-irons, 
and two newspapers, accompanied by a sharp pang something between 
a kick and a stab in his hack. “ And yet.” he continued, “I’m a 
moderate man, and very careful about my food. I dine out a good 
deal, and am what you may call a hearty feeder, and I mix my wines 
pretty freely, and 1 ’m fond of nuts, but I don’t overdo it. Then in 
the course oi the day I may take an occasional ‘ nip ’ as a pick-me-up, 
and I generally finish up with a ‘ nightcap ’ when I go to bed, but I ’m 
confident I don’t do anything to pnt me out of order in tHs f asHon.” 

The eminent practitioner listened attentively, and giving Hs 
patient a prescription, in which the chief ingredient was a combina- 
tion of potassium, and enjoining on him a daily diet of two under- 
done mutton-chops, and half a wine-glass of claret, took his two- 
guinea fee, and smilingly bowed him out. 

Septimus Swallum tried Hs diet of underdone mutton-chops for 
three days, but finding, at the expiration of that period, that the 
ground swayed about under Hs feet more than ever, resumed his 
nuts, his nips, and his nightcap, and, making up his mind that 
sometHng must be the matter with Hs head, determined to consult 
a famous specialist, noted for his success in treatment of obscure 
diseases of the brain. The interview took place, and the famous 
specialist, shaking his head blandly over the eminent practitioner’s 
prescription, wrote out another, in wHoh this time phosphorus, and 
not potassium, figured conspicuously. Moreover, he removed all re- 
strictions in ;.the matter of diet, advising a “ generous table,” and 
Septimus Swallum left Mm, hopeful and satisfied. 

But neither his hope nor Hs satisfaction were destined to be of 
long duration. Not only was there no abatement in the old 
symptoms, but on the third day of the new treatment fresh and 
alarming ones, of a novel character, developed themselves, and 
; Septimus Swallum, when sitting down, or rising from his chair, 
suddenly saw sxmdry luminous balls and stars fioating about the 
I room before Hs eyes. THs frightened him. He expressed Hs opinion 
. “ that something must be very wrong with Hm,” and the very next 
I morning he put Hs case iuto the bauds of a celebrated nerve doctor, 
j The celebrated nerve doctor was equal to the occasion. He 
' quietly discontiuued the phosphorus, but gave him instead a powerful 
acid tonic that, after a dose or two, bound an iron band round 
Septimus Swallth^’s head, and set up a singing iu bia ears that 
nearly deafened him and robbed him entirely of all sleep. 

Then he grew desperate, and heat about wildly in search of fresh 


advice. He consulted another specialist— this time fixmg on one 
noted for his success iu dealing with spinal mischief— and was 
treated liberally with nua; vomica and strychniue, with the result 
that his facial muscles began to twitch convulsively, whUe a sudden, 
everpowering constriction set up simultaneously in his hands, arms, 
back and legs. Then he decided that the doctors were killing him, 
and determined to take his ease, as he put it, ‘‘into his own hands.” 
This he did by having^ recourse^ to Patent Medicmes, It was a 
sombre and severe experience, for in turns he tried them all ! Indeed 
those who came across him during the progress of the experiment 
describe Hs condition at the time as apparently “ much shattered.” 
He lost fiesh visibly, and by the end of a twelvemonth had come to 
the conclusion that drugs were even more deadly than doctors, and, 
in this frame of mind, stretching out Hs hands for succour, he had 
it thrust into them in the shape of an advertising pampHet on the 
subject of Galvanism. He turned to it with the alacrity of despair, 
and forthwith invested in all the known appliances of the hidden 
recuperative force. He now walked about incased in belts, chain- 
bands and batteries. He went even further. , , - 

Those who called upon him when m the full nood oi this phase of 
Ms therapeutic career, would find him frequently seated on a 
metallic plate, holding in Hs right and left hand respectively the 
positive and negative pole of a seventeen-guinea battery that was 
simmering on a table before Hm. Three months of tHs, however, 
“took it out” of Hm, and he became hysterical, and in this condi- 
tion he fell into the willing hands of the proprietor of a great Hydro- 
pathic Sanitorium. 

“You are poisoned with drugs, Sir,” remarked the enterpnsmg 
proprietor, heartily, ‘ ‘ hut we must eliminate them from the system,” 
and so saying he instantly “packed” Septimus Swallum up in a 
damp sheet. The result of this “treatment” was, that after three 
months of it, he found himself so feeble that it was with a positive 
effort he broke away from it, scarcely able to hobble to the fiy that 
took Hm to the station. . , , 

“ Eliminate poison from the system, indeed ! ” he cried, threatening 
the proprietor of the establishment with exposure as he left ; “why, 
you have eliminated nothing but my strength ^ but you have added 
chronic rheumatism to my other symptoms with your confounded 
cold water. You ought to be prosecuted.” And so fuming he 
dragged Mmself up to town, where he sought relief from the miscHef 
induced at the Sanatorium, for a short time, in a system of Scandi- 
navian Massage, that he however soon abandoned, declaring that it 
only aggravated Hs pains, and made matters ten times worse, and 
from this period he may he said slowly hut surely to have descended 
the remedial ladder, clutching wildly at and giving a temporary trial 
first to this nostrum then to that, suggested in turn by officiously 
advising friends. 

A broken-down, battered, nervous, dyspeptic individual— such 
is Septimus Swallum: at present; and it is not easy to say what 
possible further downward developments await Hs shattered con- 
stitution, It is true he still has the experience of the famous 
German and other Continental Spas open to him ; hut such is his 
terror of damp beds and draughts, and so strong is his disinolination 
to move out of his own arm-chair, and away from Hs own fireside, 
that he is not likely, except iu a state of coma, to try the experiment, 
and be found wHsking away in some foreign express, even though 
propped up by india-rubber hot-water bottles, and supported by 
continuous “nips” of brandy from a medicine glass. For when he 
is persuaded to leave his home to pay a short visit, he carries into 
the house of Hs temporary host all the discipline and paraphernalia 
of a hospital, and both breakfasts and lunches in bed, sleeps in a 
flannel hag, and when he does appear in the drawing-room, sits apa,rt, 
wrapped up iu a blanket, gazing at the fire in a settled gloom, which 
no conversational powers of those present, he they practised with ever 
such skill, are able not only not to dispel hut even to penetrate. 

But if you manage by any chance to draw Septimus Swallum: out 
of that inner contemplation of htoiself which is now Hs habitual 
mood, and get him to hold forth for a few minutes on any subject 
whatever, you will quickly find him relapse into the one congenial 
topic that is ever uppermost iu his thoughts— Hs symptoms, upon 
which dilating for a few moments with nervous iusistanoe, he how- 
ever soon relapses iuto Hs settled and famihar gloom. 

■ “ What I go through with, nobody knows,” he complains, with a 
melancholy wail. “I don’t sleep. 1 don’t eat. I scarcely live. I 
can hardly see you where you stand, or hear what you say. That 
has come ou only lately. But it gets worse every day. Ah ! if 
you had only to go through half that I have, you ’d precious soon cry 
out, I can tell you ! ” 

Yery likely ! Poor Septimus Swallum ! A victim ? Yes— but a 
victim to himself. For it seems with all Hs aches, and Hs pains, Hs 
experiences, and his treatments, he has never got out of certain old 
bad habits. He still sticks to Hs nuts, his nips, and his nightcaps, and 
as, whatever else he may do, to the end he will never relinquish these, 
he is destined, to the close of Hs mournful mortal days, to be known 
among men, to the sport of Ms foes, to the terror or his friends, 

, as that recognised social incubus, a confirmed hypochondriac ! 


1^* TO CrOBBESPONBENTS. — ^In. no case can Contributions, whether JIS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless accompanied 
by a Stamped and IHrected Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should he kept by the Senders. 
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THE CLOWN’S LAMENT. 



What lias become of your fun and frivolity ? 

Where is the laughter that lifted the roof V 

Gone are the highest of jinks and of joUity, 

Holiday spirits are under the proof ! 

Where is the merriment blue devils banishing, 

Sending a thrill through the heart of the town ? 

Gone with old friends everlastingly vanishing— 

This is the weary Lament of the Clown ! 

Pantomime past, can we never recover it, 

See it again in its glory alive ? 

If under down-trodden grass we discover it, 

Who will have faith in the past to revive ? 

Is there no magic once more to restore to us 
Laughter of little ones ? childhood of man ? 

Can it be true that sweet fancy ’s a bore to us ? 

Who placed the fairy tales under a ban ? 

Ah ! for the days when the curtain unclosed to us 
Regions of mystery, demon and sprite ! 

Who can forget how aU Fairyland posed to us, 

Some in pink tarlatane, others in white ! 

Those were the times when the giant’s voice stormed to us 
Out of a mask of Dykwynkyn renown ; 

Happy the hour when the fairy transformed to us 
Siliy young farmer to jolly old Clown ! 

Then came a voice pealing out from the gallery, 

“ Give us, old friend, of * IToi Codlins ’ a taste. 

‘ Ti^pitiwitchet J ’ — ^it ’s aU in your salary — 

Tip us a stave, you old rascal ! make haste ! ’’ 

Who could be weary when slides were a-buttering ? 

Days of hot poker and sausage galore ! 

Out, neck and crop, they’d have turned a fool muttering, 

' “ Don’t you think Harlequinades are a bore ? ” 

If it be true that muta7itur our temporal 
That nos et mutamur in ilUs as well, 

Far better to call for a halter of hemp or a 
Gallows to strangle the past as a sell ! 

Tradition lies dead, with a pall for a covering 
Of satins and silks and fantastic brocade ; 

But over its gorgeous bier there are hovering 
Ghosts of delight that new fashion has laid ! 

Where is the end to this jewelled magnificence, 

Gorgeous processions,^ and money in heaps ? 

Cannot a pantomime fairy’s beneficence 
Change it as quick as a Harlequin leaps ? 

Is there no hope that, remote as a star away, 

A dynasty banished will rule ns again ? 

Recallmg our vanished companions foom far away, 

That innocent laughter may ring through the Lane ! 

One cheer for the past, when its perfume is tost to us ! 
Gbimali)! and Flexmobe, their spirits are free ; 

But the soul of pure Pantomime never is lost to us, 

When merry Tom Matthews lives down by the sea ! 

So in bumpers of port that is nutty and nourishing, 

Let us toast to their names and their deathless renown. 

And in days when the last of the Paynes is still fiourishing, 
Let us claim a reprieve for the Jolly Old Clown I 


BUMBLE AT BAY. 

Sib, — ^Your Correspondents, who complain of the “ apathy and imbecility of 
all the London Testries in dealing with the snow nuisance,” can hardly be aware 
of the facts with regard to the parish which I have the honour to represent. The 
recent heavy snow-fall took place between eight and ten on a Sunday evening, 
and in the incredibly short space of thirty-six hours from that tmie my Yestry 
had not only met to consider what shotild be done, -but actually exhausted them- 
selves so much in discussing the subject that refreshments of a rather expensive 
character had to be supplied to them at the cost of the ratepayers ! Wliat, Sir, 
was the result of this public-spirited action ? Why, in the course of the very 
next day fifteen infimi old men and an orphan lad were engaged as scavengers, 
attracted by the promise of the really munificent wages of one-shillin|f-and-siz- 
pence for a day’s work of twelve hours. Is it fair to blame the Vestry if these men 
proved so hopelessly inefficient that a deputation of indignant ratepayers called 
at the Yestry Hall, and threatened to lynch the office-boy — the only official then 
on the premises ? Is it just to point out that ten times the number of men ought 
to have been hired, or to make unfeeling allusions to the fact that aR the fifteen 
were found drunk in the gutter, and that the orphan lad most ungratefully ran 
away with the wheelbarrow and spade that were supplied to him, and has not 
been seen since ? Certaialy not, at least in the opinion of 

Yours obediently, Simon Slowcoach, 

Clerh to the Guzzlington Vest 7 'y» 

Sib, — ^The Yestry which I belong to can hardly be accused of slackness in the 
matter of using snow-ploughs. A timber-merchant, whose brother is on the 
Yestry, kindly consented to construct twenty at the low pi'ice of one hundred 
poimds a-piece, and the Chairman, who is himself an eminent Contractor, 
generously offered to supply teams of four horses for each plough, at the 
moderate rate of ten pounds a tea77i per diem ! Hot only has aU the snow in our 
parish been cleared away (at the cost to the ratepayers of a mere bagatelle of 
three thousand pounds, so far), but the ploughs were of such a powerful nature 
that, through some trifling error in their construction, a good deal of the wood 
pavement in our main thoroughfares has also been scraped up, and rendered 
totally unfit for traffic. The relaying of the wood will give employment to 
hundreds of workmen for some time to come, under the able superintendence of 
one of the Yestry, who happens to be Managing Director of the “ Patent Com- 
pressed Sawdust Paving Company, Limited.” The publication of these facts 
ought to put a stop to the croakings of penurious ratepayers, and show the 
Yestry, besides, what an admirable (and insufficiently remunerated) Surveyor 
they possess in Yours, Timothy Taxem. 

For the Vest7*y of the Parish of St, Johhe7yU, 
JSanwell Square, 

Sib,— Hobody can regret more than my Yestry does the fact that the method 
of stacking the mingled snow and refuse of the streets in front of private houses, 
and leaving it there for weeks, should be a source of annoyance to the various 
residents in different parts of London who have written to complain on the 
subject. But I can assure them that in course of time they will learn to regard 
the snow-heaps as quite picturesque, and when the summer comes they will 
most probably disappear. Of course, if fatal accidents happen because cabmen 
will drive up against these snow-heaps on dark nights, that is not the fault 
of the Yestry. Your Correspondent, “ Splashed eeom Head to Foot,” who 
writes angrily about the system of “ lining the roads with ramparts of sloshy 
snow,” is evidently either a sufferer from confirmed biliousness or a disguised 
member of the Municipal Reform League, and does not require any answer 
from Yours, &c., Hbiah Heiip. 

Geiieral Manager of the Local Authority for Spatter sea. 


Lapsus Calami. — A slip has been sent us as an extract from the Press Kews^ 
purporting to give “recollections” concerning the “First Editorial Staff” of 
Punch, It is “ a slip,” indeed ! — a slip of the memory of the worthy individual 
who compiled it, as most of the statements are absurdly inaccurate. One example 
will suffice, — it records how Tenniel, Mabk Lemon, Du Matibiee, Douglas 
Jeebold, the Brothers Mathew, aH regularly, and with them S hirl ey Bbooss 
and Dickens, and others occasionally, dined at the Sussex Head Hotel every 
Saturday. Well, first, these Saturday “ business dinners” were in the earliest 
days of PwncA, in 1841. Secondly, Mr. Tenniel didn’t join till 1851, when these 
particular dinners had ceased. Thirdly, Mr. Du Maubieb, at the time he is 
said to have been enjoying the society of Douglas Jeebold, Tenniel (who 
wasn’t there), and so forth, was about eight years old. Perhaps, being very 
precocious, he stole out of the nursery. Lastly, Shiblet Beooks was not a 
Member of the Staff tiR some time afterwards. It is doubtfiR whether Dickens 
was ever present at one of the regular “ Punch business dinners ” ; he might, 
perhaps, have been there once; but “Phiz,” Knight, Barham, Hood, aSsts- 
WOBTH, were never at these dinners, and only foregathered with the Punch men 
on “off” nights. 

Inscription on a Stone— “ R. A.”— These letters mark him as a precious 
stone. Mabcus was elected for his artistic merits and social quahties ; that is, 
they^ wouldn’t have chosen this Stone if he hadn’t been a regular brick. 

Mbs. Ram says that at Olympia the Roman Charioteers are in classic cos- 
tume, with fiRets on their heads and saddles on their feet. 
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UNWELCOME GUESTS. 

By an Unwilling Eost, 

“ Many people like to pose as * hosts,’ but not in the sense of 
being feasted upon by germs and parasites — a sense in which the 
term is understood by Zoologists and Physicians.”— Z)r. Morris- 
son's “ Eotes on Consumption,'^ 

Tettb, genial Doctor ! Curions use of terms, 

To callliini “ host who ’s feasted on by germs ! 

With horror it must fill us, 

To tbinlr that hospitality’s New Years’ guests 

May be nought else than parasitic pests, 

Bacterium or Bacillus, 

’Tis pleasant though to know it is your practice, 
Bacterium Termo or Bacterium Jbactis^ 


“THOSE WHO LIVE IN GLASS HOUSES/^ &C. 

The Bishop. “I hope your Grandchildren liked the Circus, Lady 
Godiva. That was a wonderful Performance of Mlle. Petitpas on the 
Bare-backed Steed, wasn’t it?” 

Lady Godiva. “Yes— A— but I dislike those Babe-backed Performances, 
They ’re so risky, you know ! ’* 


(Most gratefnl, pray, suppose us) 
Germs, gentle, Harmless, that won’t hurt or kill 
To pit against that horrible Bacillus^ 

That’s called Tulerculosm, 

To those who are not up in learned tongues, 

’Tis hardly nice to pictnre their j^oor lungs 
A field for germ-contention. 

Latinised parasites perchance to you 
Have m any charms ; we feel we ’d rather do 
Without their intervention. 


us. 


Still, if to such strange guests we must be ‘ 
We trust you ’ll iustify Cantani’s boasts, 
iid make them few, not many,— 
Nay, rather that Bacteria and Bacilli 
May kill each other out, Sir, willy-nilly, 
Like oats of famed Ejlkenny. 


‘ hosts,” 


“ The Benjamin Hatfield Lodge of the Original Grand 
Order of the Total Abstinent Sons of the Phoenix.” 
There ’s a title for a Benefit Society which won’t allow 
its members to take a little wine, even when the port is 
ordered by the Doctor. If the Doctor who gives such 
advice to oue of these patients depends on his patient’s 
Society for his money, the reply will probably be, that the 
sick member who broke the rules by taking a little 
alcoholic sip-port, was one of the sons of the “ Fee-niz^'* 


Black ’s White.— Mr. William Black won an action 
for libel the other day, and proved that he wasn’t so 
Black as he had been painted. He left the Court with 
White Wings. Whv did he fash himself ? his fair fame 
extends far beyond the sound of Bow Bella. 


A WINTER GARDEN, 

Fat oMldren, and food-stuffs, and holly, 

The tributes of Art to his sway. 

And the struggle all round to be jolly, 

Have vaniahed with Christmas away. 

But true to the season, the weather 
Has banded again with the Parks, 

To start on the war-path together 
For a glacial epoch of larks. 

When pale snows on ice-levels glinter. 
What cheer for the sun-loving souls 

Who seek to escape from the winter 
Unaided by skatiag or coals ? 

Though frost the broad gravel-path hardens, 
The glasses are headed with dew ; 

Though it’s desolate out in the gardens. 
There ’s life in the greenhouse at Few. 

Good-hye to the reign of December, 

To bonghs that are leafless and wet ; 

From the fires of the summer an ember 
Keeps warm the chrysanthemums yet, 

Narcissus and tulip and lily 
The siege of the season abide. 

While the fog- demons chubby and chilly 
Throng thriftless and hafSled outside. 

They stand the dull atmosphere scorning. 
Like beautiful captives arow, 


As white as the mists of the morning, 1 
Or flushing like sunset on snow — I 

The dress of a fairy of fashion. 

Whose skirt a wet rainbow has swept ; 

The cheek of a pearl in a pabion. 

Whom a moonbeam has kiss’d while she 
slept. 

Fast-frozen the grey grass beseeches 
A token of hope for the lawn 
From the high-tow’ring poplars and beeches, 
The wind- whisper’d watchtow’rs of dawn. 

But we turn from the climate of Sweden 
To breathe the perennial balm, 

Where aisles like the alleys of Eden 
Are arch’d by the fronds of the palm. 

And silvered, unvex’d by the raw gust, 
Benignant, and happy and hot, 

Is lull’d by that music of August, 

The clank of the watering-pot. 

Where gardeners, passive and pensive, 
Their leisurely labours pursue, 

And tropical trunks, comprehensive, 

In charity hide them from view. 

Though man, more and more, with his crass 
works 

Profanes this sweet Goshen of trees, 
Though Brentford, with whistles and gas- 
works. 

Claims more than its share of the breeze. 


So much of the fugitive Summer 
Is caught in the crystalline cage, 

That the thought of sweet Spring, the new- 
comer. 

Makes mirth of Jack Frost and his rage. 

The River, again, in the twilight 
Gleams silvery grey like a dove, ^ 

And birds twitter clear in the shy light 
That dawns upon April and love. 


Lord Dunhaveh is reported by the St, 
James's Gazette to have said to the Run- 
corners last week, that “he would venture to 
stake his head ” ii, in all cases in which the 
Union was in question, they would not find 
Lord Randolph on the side of the Tory Go- 
vernment. Lord Randolph is already by his 
own act and deed a Separatist, as he has 
separated himself from Lord Salisbury’s 
Cabinet. But, in a diffi.culty, it mi^ht happen 
that Lord Dunhaven would lose his head and 
the ex-ChanoeUor of the Exchequer keep his. 
As to the value of the stake which Lord 
Dunbaven is prepared to lay down, we would 
not offer an opinion; \m.\i—will he het six- 
pence f 

Absit Omen!— Bad title for The Onliest 
Jones’s play at the Haymarket, JECard Hit. 
Suppose it shouldn’t be any hit at all— might 
this change hit into Frost f 
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Humph! So he’s here! Will he ever go 

hflich ? 

Call him the pick of the opposite pack, 

Lent me awhile. It ’s exceedingly kind ! 
Enow him of old ; wasn’t quite to my mind 
Not so long since. Thought him most unre- 
liahle. 

Still, I ’ve had losses, and so must be pliable. 
Looks a bit lonely I Would like to have had 
One or two kennel-mates, eh, my old lad ? 


Master of Hounds^ loquitur : — 

Somehow, however, that couldn’t be squared ; 
Others hung back, but thought you could be 
spared. 

Compliment, truly I Your points they could 
never 


Appreciate fuUy. And yet you are clever ! 
Promising pups, like the one I ’ve just lost, 
Bring hesros of bother, involve lots of cost. 
You^ filihis place in a steadier style. 
Hope you ’ll get on with my kennel awhile. 


Should have liked “Harty ” ; such hounds 
are so few ! [do ! 

Still, you have points, and— I think you may 

At the anmial Twelfth Night festivity given 
on the stage of Old Drury last Thursday, a 
Shakspearian actor cautiously declined the 
proffered slice. Cluoting the reply of Huhert^ 
he exclaimed, “ BAnuELET I fear ! ” And he 
did not “ take the cake.” 
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PROBABLY- 

iWruoiw /Sf^owi Gentleimn {io OMQ'iver), ‘*I say ! I SAY 1 ’* 

Driver, “All mght. Gen’elm’n. She’ll be quiet enough when you* re both inJ^ 


is offered "by tlie pkotograplier’s touts to the passers-hy — “ This stile 

A SHILLING^S-WOETH OF OLD MASTEES. one shming.” , ^ i ^ 

Need we say that our loyal instincts at once led us to the Third 
^ Me. Punch presents his com- G-allery, where inspired by a happy thought for the Jubilee Tear, 
1^! phments to that Old Master, the Providential Treasurer has himg No. 117, The First Council oj 
J. 0. Hoesley, KA., and Trea- Her Majesty the Quee^i, painted Sir JD avid Wilkie, R. A. — ^needless 
surer to the Royal Academy, to say a most interesting picture— showing the youthtulQ;UEEN looking 
Never has this energetic Acade- rather pale and nervous, the Marquis of Lansdowne, with a very 
I? micalOfldcialdischargedhisoffi.ee comic expression on his face, not unlike the portrait of Liston as 
with greater ability than on this Paul Fry^ and next to him the Loed Chantcelloe frowning severely 
occasion, when he has collected on such untimely levity, the Duke^ of Wellington blusning and 
these invaluable treasures, and the burly Duke of Sussex, with his black skull-oa;^ on, a blank 
storedthem,for the winter, under piece of paper before him, and a pen in his hand, looking as though 
the roof of Burlington House, he were going to pronounce sentence and sign a death-warrant ; and 
The very man to do this sort of No. 118, The Queen* s Coronation^ where the Duke of Wellington 
thing capitally is John Clothes with a drawn sword stands over the kneeling Queen, with all the 
Hoesley, and well he “ knew’d ” air of a Lord High Executioner awaiting the signal. This is painted 
it. Ahem ! by C. R. Leslie, R. A. — No. 119, Portrait of Her Majesty,, by Sir 

The arrangements are excel- Maetin Aechee Sheb, P. R. A.—portrait of “Her” by “ Shee”— 
lent, and we may say thoroughly and No, 120, “ Christening ofHR.H the Prince of Wal^* where 
carried out, as on our arrival the royal infant is indeed “a honny boy,” and the Duke of Welling- 
uuder the portico we were con- ton a^ain appears as the exeoutioner,-“quite enough to frighten any 
fronted by two splendid Con- childif he stepped f orward,— -but once more blushing, —he is blushing 
stables in an excellent state of in all three pictures,— and keeping himself modestly in the back- 


stables in an excellent state of in all three pictures,— and keeping himself modestly in the back- 
preservation. Their colour was ground. This is by Sir G-eoege Haytee. The group cannot help 
as good as could be expected con- being Theatrical, as it came from Her Maiestv’s own The-Havter. 
sidering the atmosphere in widch Augustus Deueiolanus! here’s, your chance for three scenes of a 
they were exhibited, and their tone left nothing to he desired. Jubilee Drama, which shall embrace lie chief events of the last fifty 

After confldm^ our gold-stick-in-waituig to the custody of the years. 

Charon below, too has the entire control of the Styx, — a wise pre- Let’s leave the Royal Young Missis and visit a few splendid Old 
caution, as so many umbrellas, canes, and crutches, if carelessly Masters. 

carriedup-stairs.wouldbeusedas“?wfltw?-sticks”— we, after receiv- No. 126, Yelasquez. Magufficent. Philip the Fourth of 

ing a Catalogue from au Art-Commissioner in uniform, upon whom SpainP Erom the collection of R. S. Holfobd. When you’ve 
we bestowed a smaR silver [medal, ascended the staircase, preceded feasted your eyes and taken your Phil, on you’ll go to 
by several people in full dress (it was uncommonly cold), and were 135. Another YelasQuez, just as good. “-Dow Caspar de 

received by the working Models, the presiding Genii of the place, Guzman** (beautiful name), holding a slight, fresh-out willow wand, 
who lead, 'what appears to our limited mortal iatelhgeuce, a monoto- or switch. He is looking out of the picture. That was his character 
nous existence, with ** No cffiangfe” from day to day, and ever — he was always ‘‘looking out.” The sapling- wand is figfurative; the 
attracting the notice of visitors with much the same enticement that celebrated statesman is saying, in the purest (Castilian, “ Twig V* 
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No. 140. A Yan Dyck. Lady, evidently vrith pins and needles in ! 
ker hand, stretcliing out her mnnked fingers in considerable pain ! It I 
is a portrait of Anne, Countess of Bedford. ^ The subject woTild I 
come under a heading to a Latin Grammar exercise, An-ne, mtm, ^ j 
No. 144. Yan Dyck, Perfect. Stern man, evidently tutor (in 1 
armour), holding a stick -with one hand, and small hoy, his pupil, ' 
with the other. Boy is explaining, “ Please, Sir, first fault I I 

No. 149. By J. M. W. Tubnbe, B.A. “ Ve7ius and Ado^iis; or, 
Ought toe to visit her f ” Is it true that when our Mr. Hoesxet saw 
it he exclaimed, “ Turnee away ! ” 

No. 152. Gainsborough, E.A. Philip Stanhope— or Philip 
Can’t Standup. The original “ Sloper.” 

No. 153. Isabella By George Romney. A very decided 
“ Rum Emee.” Just look ! 

No. 115. Pan atid fSyrinx,^^ By Rubens. Ahem! Next to 
this we should expect to see “ The Treasurer, P.A,, ruhensP 
And last, hut perhaps greatest, is No. 93. Portrait of Martin 
LootenP By Rembrandt. What superh painting ! But someone 
else had a hand in this besides Old Master Rembrandt, ^d that is Old 
Father Time, the softener, the mellowist. Father Time is a wonderful 
colourist. Slow, hut^very sure is his method, where he has good 

material to work upon. And this 
picture, does it not tell its own 
story? Why, certainly. Regard 
it. Look at that wonderful right j 
hand in that marvellously uncom- 
fortable attitude. It is clutching { 
at something over the region of 
the heart, and the tips of the 
fingers are lost in the pleats of 
the coat. What does this indicate 
but pain ? A shar^ stitch in his 
side, perhaps one of those power- 
ful ones which, coming in time 
saves nine, or a spasm, or a 
twinge ? Glance at his left 
hand? What do you see? A 
writing signed. Yes ; it is a pre- 
scription. Now, cast your eye up 
to his face. It expresses con- 
temptuous incredulity. He is 
evidently saying to his phjrsician 
“I feel my pain here {indicating 
it) just as had as ever : this prescription hasn’t done me any good I ” 
And the title ? Epigrammatic and expressive, “ No FeesP 
This is all we have time for to-day. Perhaps we may visit the 
place again, perhaps we mayn’t. A good deal depends on any 
inquiry being made about a beautiful agate-headed, gold-mounted 
umbrella, which, in a moment of abstraction, we took out of the 
hands of the Guardian of the Styx, who mistook our ticket, No. 66, 
for No. 99. But we ’re an Old Master, and knowwhat a real work of 
Art is. ** Burlington House, adoo ! ” we cried, as we hurried down 
the steps, for we were late for tea, and we always go home to tea. 
At the last moment we fancy, in the distance, we hear some one 
calling out after us, hoarsely. But, as we are not Horsley, we don’t 
stop. Once more, Old Masters, adoo I 


AN EPITAPH. J 

In Memory oe the Yisit of the 
Bulgabian Delegates. 

They were hard to pronounce, transitoey, but insinuating. 
Egged on at Ylenna, snubbed at Berlin, 

AND SNUFFED OUT AT PaRIS, 

THEY, 

THOUGH Barely Surviving the Horrors of the 
Channel Passage, 

Arrived expectant and hopeful in this Country; 

WHERE, 

Welcomed on the Back-stairs of the Foreign Office by 
Lord Iddesleigh, 

Entertained at Luncheon by the Lobd Mayor, 

AND Inspected by the Premier at Hatfield, 

THEY LEARNT RAPIDLY TO APPRECIATE AT ITS FULL YALUB THE 

Depth of the Sympathy felt by the British Public 
for their Cause, their Country, and Themselves. 
Dragged by someone during tide last hours of their stay 
Down to Brighton, to visit the AauARiuM, 

They finally quitted these Shobes on Friday last, 
Awakened and Wiser if Sadder Men ; 

AND HAVE NOW RETURNED TO THE MIDST OF THAT DOMESTIC ChAOS 

AT Sophia, 

FROM WHICH THEY MAY PERHAPS REFLECT 
THAT, ON THJE WHOLE, THEY MIGHT POSSIBLY HAVE DONE BETTER 
ISTeVER to have EMERGED. 


"oh, poor ROBINSON CRUSOE!” 

As some evidence that the legitimate Harlequinade is still attrac- 
tive, we can point to the one comic scene that follows the three Acts 
of the Hanwefiian Extravaganza Pohinson Crusoe , — ^which we believe 

was to have been called Arthur 
JRoherts on Crusoe , — at the 

Avenue Theatre, and which for 
practical fun is better than 
anyone of them, or the whole 
three oombiaed. True that Mr. 
Wilkinson, as Clown, is not 
remarkably humorous, nor is 
Mr. Ashley exception^y comic 
as Pantaloon ; tall Mr. Fred 
Storey, though very nimhlej is 
a storey too high for Harlequin ; 
hut Mr. Arthur Robots is 
inimitablydroll as the Policeman, 
and Miss Phyllis Broughton is 
the sweetest Columbine since the 
first one we ever'^saw, with whom 
we fell head over ears in love, 
and for whose beaux yeux we 
would have sacrificed oranges, 
toffy, and weekly allowance. 
Miss Pbyllis can act prettily, 
pat grand? chose, but then when 
she dances a pat it is grand* 
chose: and, after Miss Catherine Yaughan, she has not her equal 
on the stage for a style which, as sometlmg between the finished 
performance of the highly-trained premiere danseuse of^ the hallet 
and that of the burlesque actress, has a charm peculiarly its ovm. 

The piece is too long, and unfortunately the best of it is in the 
First Act and the comic scene which follows the Third Act. Mr. 
Storey and Mr. Atkins,— not onr old former “Will Atiots,” hut a 
very comic dwarf, — are capital as the two acrobatic bailiffs. Miss 
Wadman has plenty to sing, but nothing worth hearing ; and even 
Mr. Arthur Egberts’ songs, in spite of Ms mirth-provoking 
hnsiuess, are not particularly good. But he himself is^ immensely 
droB, and so genuinely popular, that his admiring audience laugh 
not only^ at any nonsense he says or does, but they laugh in 
anticipation of what it is probable he may be going to say or do. 
In fact, so distinctly is the success due to Mr. Arthur Egberts, 
that a first-night audience,^ instead of crying out, “Author! Author! ” 
would have been justified m calling loudly, “ Arthur ! Arthur ! 

The sole vocal aud musical success is achieved by Miss 
Lydia Teamans, who sings Sally in Our Alley** so charm- 
ingly as, on the night oi our visit at ^ all events, to obtain a 
triple encore, so genuine, hearty, and unanimous, that it seemed as 
i£ the audience were delighted to have an opportunity of showing 
how thoroughly they could appreciate anything really good. There 
was a ring about the encores for this ballad very difierent from the 
polite and mechanical rapture exhibited on other occasions, when the 
singers, thinking that half “a hand” was better than no applause, 

I had smirkingly bowed their acknowledgments and had lost no time 
I in recommencing their ditties. 

There is a show of girls of the accepted extravaganza pattern, who 
deliver the author’s witty lines in that clear, crisp and telling manner 
for wMch the Lotties, Totties, Connies, Maggies, and Georgies, 
are justly celebrated. We say “ witty lines,” as they are the produc- 
tion of Mr. Eeece, and though we unfortunately could not catch 
much that was being uttered, yet, as the young ladies appeared 
Mghly delighted with what they were saying, we felt sure that what 
had ehcited a laugh from them must he M^y diverting, and so we 
smiled, simper -thetioaUy. 

Mrs, Macintosh, as the Gueen, looks, to quote a popular classic, 
“ very fine and large,” and is ably seconded by Jam Jam, one of the 
sweetest of the suite, grace! uEy played by Miss Jane Steer. 

"V^en the public is tired of the quaint drolleries of Mr. j^^muR 
Eoberts, the grace of Miss Phyllis as Columbine, and tbe Sally 
in Our Alley ” as sung by Miss Teamans, it will be tired of this 
piece at the Avenue, and they ’H ’ave a new piece. 


Many thoughtless people, on seeing the title Persia as it Is^ would 
be inclined to say, “ Shah ! but no one who looks within Dr. 
Wills’s book wBl say “ Pshaw ! ” to its contents. ^ The author from 
his long residence in the country, and his position as hakim, or 
physician, had special opportunities for observation of which he has 
fully availed himself. Ton get the genuiue article in tMs volume— 
indeed a gutta-persia o f the best qnahty. 

Lord Eowton is very busy just now. Ho has been “ re^atedly 
calling” on everybody concerned in the recent double- shuffle, ^d 
would never take “ Hot at home” as an answer to his knock. He 
should have au addition to his title— “ Lord Eowton-’em-uf.” 




“Arthur’s Show.” — Shakspeare. 
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"IS THE OLD MIN FEIENDLT?^ 

JDichens still further adapted to Circumstances, 


The Old Min » 
Fred Trent 
Dick Swivelled' , 


Mr. Gl-dst-ne. 

Sir W-LL-Nt H-ec-HT. 
Mr. Ch-mb-kl-nt. 


** There ’s a friend of mine waiting outside,’’ said the portly per- 
sonage on the round table, “I’ll call nim in, mtli your leave.” 

Saying this he stepped to the door, and looking down the street 
beckoned several times to some unseen person, wo, to judge from 
the air of impatience with which these signals were accompanied, 
required a great quantity of persuasion to induce him to advance. At 
I length there sauntered up, on the opposite side of the way — with a 


jerks of the head, in resistance apparently of the invitation, ultimately 
crossed the road, and was hrou^t into the Council Chamber. I 

“There ! It ’s Dice Swivelleh,” said the portly one, pushing him 
in with an air of swelling satisfaction, which sat naturally upon his 
sleek and complacent countenance. “ Sit dowm^SwiVELiEE.” 

“But is the Old hlin agreeable?” said Mlt. Swivellee in an 
undertone. 

“Sit down,” repeated his companion, soUo voce^ “have a talk with 
Mm, and see how he takes it,” 

Swivellee complied, and looking about him with a complacent 
smile, observed that it had been fine weather for ducklings — especially 
daring ones—but that jiwt now there was a deal of dust flying ; he 
also remarked that judging from the appearance and demeanour of 
an !frish pig, wMch had come under his observation, dirty weather 
would probably ensue. 

“ But ’^l^t,” said Mr. Swivellee with a sigh, “ what is the odds 
so long as the bonds of Union are tightened by mutual understand- 
of party friendsHp never moults a feather! 
What IS the odds so long as kmdred spirits are brought together by 
means of a modus vivendi, and the present moment is the most 
dissentient of onr existence ! ” 


“,You needn’t play the Great Panjandrum or the Glorious Apollo 
suggested his friend, aside, with a glance at the aged occu- 
pant of the chair. 

“Peed ! ” cried Mr. Swivellee, tapping his nose, “ a word to the 
wise is sufficient for them. We may be good and happy without 
being cocks o’ the walk or even Perpetual Grand Old Presidents. 
Say not another syllable. I know my one ; smart is the word. Only 
one little whisper, Feed— w the Old Min friendly ? ” 

“ Don’t ask too many questions — ^yet,” replied his friend. 

“Right again — quite right,” said Mr. Swivellee. “Caution is 
the word, and caution is the act.” With that he winked -with a 
vigour wHch nearly dislodged his eye-glass, and then readjusted it 
with solicitous care and profoiind gravity. 

The Old Man sat in his chair apart, and, with folded hands, which 
retained tight hold of an official-looking document, glanced sometimes 
at the portly one, and sometimes at Ms smart companion, as if he 
were entirely neutral, and intended, for the present, to leave them 
to do pretty much as they pleased. The portly one reclined against 
the oable, atno great distance from hisifriend,lookmp: the very incar- 
nation of combined self-complacency, and diplomatic astuteness. 

The silence was not of long duration, for Mr, Swivellee, after 
favouring the party with several melodious assurances, that, though 
reasons of one sort or another had lately taken him to IstamhouL 
England, even in preference to Athens, held his heart and soul, ana 
that he desired but to resume, on Ms own terms, Ms seat at the Table 
Round, “the goodliest fellowship of noble IN’obs, whereof tMs world 
holds record,” as a preliminary to the achievement of 'great feats of 
valour and loyalty. After these poetic prolusions, Mr. Swivellee 
removed Ms eyes from the ceiling, and subsided into prose again. 

“Feed,” said he, stopping short, as if the idea had snddeuly 
occurred to him, and speaMng in the same audible whisper as before, 
“ ts the Old Mia frienffiy ? ” 

“ Oh, don’t bother about that— at present,” returned the portly 


“Ho, hnt whe?” said Dick:. 

“ Why, of course,” whispered Ms friend, with a wink of portentous 
significance, 

“ It ’s a devil of a tMng, Gentlemen,” said Mr. SwivEllee, “ when 
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comrades and colleagues fall out and disagree. If the TTing of friendship should 
never moult a feather, the Umbrella of Party should never be shut up or 
busted, but always expanded and serene. Why should a Grand Old Min and a 
Grand Young Mm peg away at each other with mutual wiolence when all might 
be bliss and concord ? Why not jine hands, and forgit it ? ” 

“That ’s the talk,” cried the portly one, jovially. 

“ Sir,” replied Mr. Swivellee, “ don’t you interrupt the Chair. Gentlemen, 
how does the case stand upon the present occasion? Here ’s a hoighty Grand 
Old Mm—I say it with the utmost respect— and here ’s a sperrity Grand Young 
Min. The hoighty-toighty G. 0. M. says to the sperrity G. Y. M., ‘I’ve 
brought you up and educated you ; I ’ ve put you in the way of getting on in life ; 
yoTi l^ave bolted a little out of the course, as young fellows often do ; and you 
shall never have another chance, nor the ghost of half a one. The G. Y. M. 
makes^swer to this and says, ‘You’re as uppish ‘as uppish can be, you want 
everything all your own way, you haven’t done half as much for me, as I’ve 
done for myself , and, for the matter of that, for you ; you ’ve had an uncommon 
long innings, yet you want all the batting to yourself, and the bowling too, 
—why can’t you stand aside a bit and let the pick of the promising colts have 
a turn ? ’ The G. 0. M. unto this retorts, not only that ne declines to stand 
out with that cheerM readiness which is always so agreeable and pleasant in a 
gentlemm of his time of life, but that he will blow up, and call names, and 
make renections whenever they meet. Then the plain question is, ain’t it a 
pity that this state of things should continue, and how much better would it be 
for the old gentleman who is so fond of bossing the Show to fork over a reason- 
able amount of authority xmto others, and make it all right and comfortable all 
round ?” 

Having^delivered this oration with much unction and considerable incisive- 
ness, Mr. SwiVELLER abruptly thrust the head of his cane into his mouth, as 
if to prevent himself from imi:)airing the effect of his speech by adding one other 
word— at present. 

* * iif ip ^ # 

** Before I leave the gay and festive scene and halls of dazzling light,” said 
Mr. SwiVELiEE, “ I will, with your permission, attempt one other slight remark. 
I came here this day under the impression that the Old Min was friendly. 
Peeling that badgering, baiting, and bullying was not the sort of thing calcu- 
lated to expand the souls and promote the harmony of contending parties, I take 
upon myself to suggest a course which is the course to be adopted on the present 
occasion. I ’ll put it in half a syllable : — The watchword to the Old Min, 
friendly or not friendly, is— Pork ! ! ! ” 


^CYCLING 

Trix^s ly D. Cramdo, Junior, 










Sigh-cliag Union. Buy Sickle and Try Sickle. 
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Ball Bearings. 




Tanned ’em ? 


Bubber Tires. 


A Bone Shaker. 


"THE LAST STEAW/’ 

Benevolent ’Biiton discovered in the midst of hisfmnihji looking over his accounts. 

Benevolent Briton {inspecting his cheque-hooh). Well, my dear, I can only 
teU you that, what with the fall in rents, and liad times generally, together 
with the unnsuaUy large amount of charity calls that seem to have fallen on the 
end of the year, I am left with a very small margin indeed. G^uy’s, and the 
East London Palace, and the Church House, and the Southport business, and 
half-a-dozen other extras all tacked ou to the account. ’Pon my word I don’t 
think I can safely draw another penny, 

Mrs, B, B, Oh, hut we must find something for the “ Orphans’ Emigration 
Fund.” You must let [me have five pounds for that. We have always given 
it, you know. 

B, B, {drawing cheque), Yery well, my dear. 

JEldest 3Iiss B, B, And oh, Papa, there ’s the “ Indigent Daughters’ 
Industrial Home.” You couldn’t leave that without something. They’re 
dreadfully in want of money. 

B, B, {drawing another cheque). Ah, yes, to he sure, my dear, Yery well, 
there you are. 

Other Mewhers of the B , B^s Family [in chorus). And then there’s the 
“Helpless Seamen’s Assistance Association,” and the “Aged Sempstresses’ 
Pefuge,” and the ‘‘ Blind Clergy Asylum,” and the “ Street Soup Fund,” and the 
“ Pauperised Foreigners’ Mission,” Oh, Papa, you must give something to these. 
They all want it dreadfully. 

B. B, {drawing the several cheques). Well, well, — there you are. But now 
I really must] stop. I ’ve reduced my balance to two figures, and scarcely see 
my way to the end of the quarter. ^ With the best wfil in the world one must 
really moderate one’s expenditure in this direction. _ However, I think we ’ve 
pretty well answered all pressing appeals. Anyhow if anything else “ urgent” 
comes in, all I can say is, it must wait. 

Post arrives^ bringing the B. B. an application^ in an imposing envelope^ from 
a Local Committee for a Subscription for the forthcoming “ Imperial 
Instituted ^ 

B, B, {reading application), HuUo! What’s this? Want to raise a 
quarter of a million, do they ? Well, they ’U have to do it without me, that ’s 
all. Can’t do it just now. I ’m dried np. 

[,Throws application into loaste-paper basket, and returns cheque-book to 
drawer. And a great many other Britons, more or less benevolent, do 
likewise. 

Punch’s Prophecies Fuieuxei).— Bight again I Always Bight! See Mr, 
FuncNs Fancy Portrait, Ho. 44, Ang. 13, 1881, of the Bight Hon, G. Joachim 
Goschen, M.P., and the Cartoon Junior for Aug. 9, 1884, entitled, “ Un Mariage 
\ de Convenance,^^ about Lord Samsburt and Bandom Churchtll. 


OBDEB, ORDER! 

The P. M, G, last Friday asked whether “ the Theatri- 
cal Managers in conjunction with Sir Charles Warren 
could not introduce into London the simple and orderly 
feature of the French queue The “ orderly feature ” 
already exists in the crowd at most theatre doors. Hot 
that this is what the P. M, G, means, but the “ queue ” 
system might he more frequently insisted on at Railway 
Stations, on great race-days for example. When the 
crowd arrives unexpectedly, Sir Charles WARREN,_or 
one of his agents, could he sent for. Sir Charles’s in- 
timation to the Managers would be a quotation, adapted 
from the Midsummer Mighfs Dream, “ When your • 
queue comes, call me ! ” 

The Hew Catiline. 

^^Abiit ^^ — He left the Cabinet. 

**Fxcessit ” — ^He used strong language. 

^^FvasiV ^ — He said it was the Estimates. 

‘ ‘ Erupit ’ ’ — He j oined the Radicals. 

Song por Lord Salisbury,— “ at the price of 

Coal-ition ! ” 

SEASONABLE DISH FOR A LIBERAL BAHQUET. 




‘ CoLLARD Head.” 
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THE BOUNDER ! j 

{AnMcmiple of English ^ as she is spolce' 
at the UmversUiesf) 

Cbies Aitgeliea, “ Edwht dear, 

I *ve but imperfect knowledge 
Of all the curious words I hear 
You introduce from College, 

And quite the latest that you Ve brought, 
And use with iteration, 

To me at least as yet untaught, i 

Indeed needs explanation. 

So tell your AjStoeun’a true, 

Nor let her further flounder, 

Come quick enlighten her, now do,— 

Do tell her what ’s a Bounder ? 

Then Edwust thought, and then replied, 
“It’s easy of solution, 

■When on the cad you once haye tried, 

The spell of evolution, [know 

Hence springs the * Bounder,’ whom you ’ll 
By various signs that note him. 

His tone,— more, he himself is low, 

So "^ose who linow hinij yote hini. 

His bills he always leaves unpaid, 

He ’s also a black-mailer ; 

He gets his clothes all ready-made 
From some far East-End tailor ; 

He wears a lot of showy rings, 

Nor vulgar seems to find fiiem ; 


He does a lot of nasty things. 

But somehow does not mind'them : 

Plays whist with kings stuffed up his cuffs, 
And uses them at poker ; 

Inordinately smokes and snuffs, 

And is a clumsy joker ; 

The choicest china tea-cups breaks 
At crushes never grieving ; 

Comes in a shocking hat, and takes 
Another hat when leaving. 

His company ’s the very worst. 

He ’s always in some swindle ; 

H^ays third-class and travels first, 

His cheating tastes to kindle. 

But there .‘—although perhaps I miss 
A defimtion sounder, 

You possibly may grasp from this 
What is,— in short,— a Bounder ! 


Olympia. — ^Here are a couple of suggestions 
for the entertainment. The races are too 
brief. They might give a Derby Day scene, 
9 r a representation of the Grand Prix. Then, 
instead of the present somewhat slow ballet 
which precedes the stag-hunt, — also too soon 
over, with not half enough adventures hy 
flood and field for the space at their disposal 
— ^they might give us the Battle of Waterloo 
from a French point of view. Boulaitgee 
might win it. 


“0 SHE!” 

^^CmsecsjBZ la /mme that is, get 
“ She ” by Bidee Haggaed, and read it. Yery 
original romance with a coquettish heroine 
two thousand years old. It nas four faults 
which prevent its being perfect, and these 
are : firstly, the low comedian Job, who is a 
dull and irritating person; secondly, the 
author’s inability to restrain himself, even in 
what are intended to be the most thrilling situ- 
ations, from occasionally letting you see how 
he is laughing in his sleeve at nis own inge- 
nnity; thirdly, the weak device of callmg 
one of the heroes “ Afr. Soll^ ” for the sake of 
cutting jokes on the name ; and, fourthly, the 
lack of enthusiasm on the part of the automa- 
ton hero in undertaking the last expedition. 
From time to time disappointing, it is, on the 
whole, an absorbing, though a carelessly con- 
structed, romance. 


With, a Difference. 

Tory. How is it that so many Public School 
and TJmversity men, after receiving a Liberal 
education, become Conservatives ? 

Whig, I don’t know ; but, at Election time, 
it’s very remarkable that the Liberals turn 
out Conservatives, and Conservatives turn out 
Liberals. [Baeuni severally. 
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MONTY CRISTY'S MINSTRELS. I 

At the G-aiety Monte Cristo, as a spectacle, is biilliant ; Miss , 
Fauben as its hero is as lively as ever, and IVIr. Feed Les- ■ 
LIE as Noirtier (or as anybody ' 

else for the matter of that) is im- 
mensely funny. As long as Mr. Feed 
Leslie is on the stage, no matter how 
he may he disguised, or what he may 
he doing^ or saying, the audience 
shouts with laughter : that is, during 
the First Act, for the laughter is only 
occasional and spasmodic in the other 
two Acts. W ere it not for the versa- 
tility of this accomplished actor, the 
sprightliness of Miss Faeeen, and 
the terpsichorean agility of some of 
the minor characters, this extrava- 
ganza, with its muddled plot, would 
be but a very poor affair. 

From first to last, we did not catch 
one single witty line, and heard only one good bad pun that seemed 
to belong to the rhymed dialogue ; that is, if the dialogue proper be in 
rhyme, of which, in the absence of any positive evidence, we have our 
doubts. When the audience laughed, it was more often at what was 
done than at what was said or sung, and when any utterance of the 
actors raised a smile, we rather fancy, judging from its irrelevance, 
that it was “ gag,” of which at this Theatre there has always been a 
liberal supply, the present company loyally keeping up the tradition. 
If the pubKc approve and encourage the practice, and the authors do 
not object, what does it matter to anyone ? 

The music which, without being anything extraordinary, is not 
quite so brilliant as the costumes, but considerably brighter than the 
dialogue, is composed by Meyee Lutz the conductor, and four talented 
assistants, so that it took seven persons to put this extravaganza 
together. If they had had seven more congenial spirits to help them, 
what a literary, dramatic, and musical treat would have resulted 
from such a rare combination of all the talents! 



The authors, who, as we have been informed, are two single gentle- 
men rolled into one “ Mr. Richaed Heney,” are most fortunate in 
their actors, in their clever stage-manager, Mr. Chaeles Hakeis, 
and in Mr. EnwAnuES, the present lessee of the Gaiety, who has put 
their piece on the stage with a liberality recalling the best days of 
the HoUingsheadian era, though it cannot revive the combined fun of 
such a company as Nellie Faeeex, Kate Vaughan, Rotce, Elton, 
and Teeey, all playing together, unequalled since the still earlier 
combination at the Strand, when Maeie Wilton, Fanny Josephs, 
Chaelotte Saunpees, James Bland, John Clarke, and James 
Eogees, gennine actors every one of them, played H. J. Byeon’s 
admirably- written five- scene burlesques, which were over in an hour 
and a quarter, lu those days we laughed at the couplets, greeted 
the had puns with an “ Oh ! ” as if they had been rockets, and en- 
joyed the acting which was in the true spirit of burlesque. 

We are no laudatores teinporis acti, and willingly admit that Mr. 
Leslie is an actor equal to any eccentric comedian, past or present, 
and superior to most of them as a singer and accompushed musician: 
hut subtract him, with Nellie Faeeen, and what would become of 
such a piece as Monte Cristo f Even as a dramatic entertainment, 
Monte Cristo is not “ in it ” with its predecessor Little Jack She'p- 
pard. Will Mr. Leslie devote himself henceforth entirely to this 
eccentric line, firing off crackers, striking angular attitudes, depend- 
ing for some of his humorons effects upon noises made at the wing, 
on deep notes of the trombone, and on any nonsense that may come 
into Ms head to say at the minute ? Where is the playgoer who, le- 
memhering Mm in the Opera of Lip Van^ Winkle^ does not hope that 
he may soon find a part worthy of his Mstrionic and vocal tMents, 
and give up being the mere “Broil,” which, by strict attention to 
tMs line of Dusiness, he wiU infallibly become. 

At the same time we recommend anyone who is not particularly 
enthusiastic about “ the Brarna,” but who loves the healthy after- 
diiiner exercise of laughing even at utterly idiotic absurdity, ^dwho 
mav like a brilliant show and some cleverish dancing, to visit the 
Gaiety and see Mr. Feed Leslie, Miss Faeeen, the brilliant costumes, 
the pretty faces, and sparkling oi Monte Cristo Junior, 

Chemical Beetnition op Leather.— Ox-Mde of Beef. 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCH'S STUDIO. 

No. XII.— Captadt Hoesexie Gowee. I 

Captaut Hoeselie Goweb is the raciest man in all London, that is 
to sav< there is no such theoretical authority on horse-racing about 

the West End of Town ; practi- 
cally the Captain is not to he 
guite so implicitly relied on, and 
even those wont to listen with 
reverence to the words of the 
oracle seem a little shy of 
hacking his “good things.” 
Still to listen to Hoeselte 
Gower laying down the law 
about a forthcoming event in 
the smoking-room of the “ Flag 
and Flourish,” is to feel you are 
indeed behind the scenes and 
being initiated into the inner- 
most secrets of the turf, and 
when dropping his voice he 
informs you that he “had it 
straight you are conscious^ of i 
being on the verge of attainiag j 
important information. ‘ ‘ I had 
it straight,” reiterates the Cap- l 
tain, “I was told it by Bile 
DoBSOisr, who ’s a great friend 
of Lareins whose cousin trains 
in JoHK Dawson’s stable. Cock- 
amaroo, Sir, must win— tried 
with Brown Brandy at 211b.” Here the Captain’s voice sinks lower 
and lower till nothing is audible but such snatches as, “ lOlb beating 
a ton in hand,” “best thing out,” and as you stroU homewards, you 
decide that no time is to be lost in getting a few pounds on 
Cookamaroo. Tou do so the next morning, and are still more im- 
pressed with the rather liberal odds that you obtain about that 
distinguished animal. From that out Cookamaroo fades gradually 
out of the betting, and is heard of no more, when you appeal plain- 
tively to the Captain, he replies, “ Tes,^ I believe they did rather 
fancy Mm, but they ’re always making mistakes in that stable,” and 
entirely ignores that he had ever mentioned Cookamaroo, as a “ good 
thing.” 

That is Horselie Gowee’ s way. It is noMse remindin g Mm that he 
told you such a horse would win a race. He invariably replies, with 
a lofty smile at your ignorance, Hold you that the stable fancied 
it ; my own opinion was another matter.” 

The Captain in his vaticinations, deals cMefLy in outsiders, there is 
something much too common-place for his vivid imagination in pre- 
dicting the success of a horse whose antecedents point to his winning 
a^ain. When you venture to suggest that you think the favourite 
will win the Leger, he replies, “Do you ready now?” with that 
pitying smile of his wMch says clearly, Well, if you believe that, you 
will believe anything ! “He’s safe, my boy, in the pockets of the 
book-makers. Wait till we meet on Doncaster Town Moor, and ted 
me what you think of Ms chance then.” 

TMs does not commit the Captain to much, 'as you are as little likely 
to meet him at Doncaster as a red deer. He invariably talks as if he 
attended all such festivals, but except on rare occasions, at Ascot and 
Epsom, Horseeie Gower is never encountered on a race-course. 

Still, Hoeselte Gower is a sportsman ad round, in his way, and it is 
quite possible that it is merely narrowness of means that prevents 
Ms developing into what he aims at being thought. He occupies a 
couple of rooms in the purlieus of St. James’s, wears trousers rather 
tight in the leg, and a horse-shoe pin. His speech is garnished with 
the sMhboleth of the turf. He wdl ted you that he’s going to the 
Park, if he can get the course. If you ask him if he ’s going to his 
Eegimental dinner, he wdl tell you that he is “ a bit off, and struck 
out of ad engagements,” — and was once heard to describe an acquain- 
tance as “a good sort, but he can’t stay; two brandies and sodas are 
Ids length.” 

To hear Hoeselte Gower hold forth at the ‘ Elag and Flourish,” you 
would suppose that his betting transactions were on a somewhat ex- 
tensive scale. He is given to talk about “ having had a good race,” 
“having got a nasty one over the Stakes,” &c., hut Ms relatives have 
no cause to be anpdous about him ou that score, as he is a consistent 
man and his hettiny)retty nearly as theoretical as his knowledge of 
racing generally. He is great at the drawing of club lotteries, and 
given to offering something under their value for the prominent 
favoimites. He is busy with a pencd and a piece of a paper on such 
occasions, calculating the exact value of every horse in the betting, 
in relation to the lottery, and to do him justice he was 
taught arithmetic in Ms youth, and has a notable knowledge of 
fractions. 

“ Up in Scotland, this year, Gower ? ” inquires young Moreison, 


who lives solely for shooting and fishing, and is equally deadly with 
fiy and trigger. 

“ No ; deuced unlucky. Was to have shot in Perthshire with old 
Ja(3i: Beeper, hut he wrote me word it wasn’t worth my wMle.” 

“Not worth your while! Well, I don’t know where Jack 
Beeper’s Moor may be, hut we’d lots of birds in Perthshire.” 

“Dare say,” replied the Captain, “hut Jack said he’d been done. 
Only hired it this season, you know, and the people who had it last, 
shot it down shamefnlly.” . , . , 

Horselie Gower has never been seen with a gun in his hand by any 
of Ms acquaintances, and where he spends August and September is a 
sore puzzle to his intimates. He is usually off to the Moors to stay 
with somebody, hut something always intervenes. Old Jack Beeper 
figures in many of Horselie Gower’s sporting narratives, and appa- 
rently came into the world for the express purpose of being rescued 
from all sorts of unpleasant animals and positions by the gallant 


unfortunate. To inquiries as to where he means to betake himself for 
that diversion, he unhesitatingly replies that he intends giving the 
Cotswold or the Atherstone a turn, and if any one expresses sur- 
prise at finding Mm lingering about the Club smoking-room during 
the winter months, Ms answer comes glibly as ever — 

“ How is it I ’m not down in the Cotswold country ? By Jove, 
old man, there ’s not much hunting for 5[ou when you get such a 
facer as I did over the Leger ; stood to win a cracker on Roderick 
Random, and”— here the Captain’s voice drops, and he becomes 
deeply confidential — “ I don’t believe he tried a yard.” 

Men who witnessed the race, would teU you that whether Roderick 
Random tried or did not try to win, made little difference in the 
me. 

But to see Horselie Gower in all his glory, is to see him in the hall 
of the “Flag and Flourish,” outhe afternoon that a Mg handicap is to 
he decided, say the Cambridgeshire, when the tape is coming in, and 
being put up on the telegraph hoard about every twenty minutes. 
The Captain upon this occasion has stumbled on a horse at long odds 
and backed it with the tobacconist round the corner, with whom he 
usually does business, for a couple of sovereigns. The horse stands 
now at about half the price he got about it, and is considered by good 
judges as very likely indeed to be hailed the winner. Horselie Gower, 
always very positive in his opinions, is demonstrating to the little 
knot around the telegraph hoard who are awaiting the issue of the 
big race that Cockchafer, bar accidents, must win. 

“ I picked Mm out directly I saw the weights,” cries the Captain, 
“ no one who knows anything about racing, conld help seeing he was 
thrown in. Look at the way he gave Tycoon lOlb and a beating at 
Kemp ton.” 

Ha! here comes the tape— Cambridgeshire result — Tantalus 1, 
Mary Anne 2, Dolphin 3. 

Captain Horselie GowERindulges in a Mg higD. and strides silently 
off to the coffee-room bar to wash down that disappointment. He 
really had discounted that fifty or sixty pounds in his sanguine 
imagination, and was a little dashed at Cockchafer’s ignominious 
performance. 

There is a little disposition to poke f uu at the Captain that night 
in the smoking-room, hut he rises to the occasion. 

“ Chucked away, Sir, the race was literally chucked away. Saw 
old Jack Beeper just before dinner, who told me all about it. The 
hoy got fiurried, and just rode his horse’s head off. Cockchafer ought 
to have won ; don’t tell me, he ’d a stone in hand.” 

It is a very harmless amusement ; Captain Horselie Gower rarely 
leaves^ London. _ He has no other aim in life, and if his racing does 
cost him a certain small sum every year, it cannot be said that he 
does not have his fun for Ms money. 


To a Place-Hunter. 

"What, out of place ? "Well, man, take heart of grace, 
Be this your comfort till once more you win it : 

A man like you is never out of place 

Save when he ’s in it ! 


“Save us erom our Feienus ! ” — The Representatives of the 
Government in Ireland, when they heard of the Chief Baron’s severe 
remarks on the conduct of the Authorities in the Woodford case, 
exclaimed, “Who would have expected tMs from our ‘dear old 
Palles ’ ! ” 

“ The Weaker Yessel.” — There was an article with this heading 
in last Friday’s JSt, Jameses Gazette, The title of the article caused 
a great sensation among “My Lords” at the Admiralty. Lord 
Charles Bereseobh hadn’t time to read it, hut wanted to know why 
on earth the writer didn’t speak out plainly and say wMch vessel 
he meant in particular. 


XO CORBESFONDENTS. ^Iii no case can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings be returned, unless accompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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ATHLETICS. 

(J?7/ D. CrambOi Junior,) 



Boxing — Tjighf-. and Heavy Waits. Glove Contest. 



Scientific Sparring. A Lively BaUy. 



Trap-ease. Three-legged Eace. 



Horizontal Bar. “ Hi ! ” Jump. 


Seasonalole Song, 

Foggy would a-Brewing go, 

WBetBer November Bad Hooked it or no, 
With its rolling peasonp;^ pall of asphyxia, 
Heigho ! says the British Public ! 


The American House of Eepresentatives has passed a 
Bill for the suppression of Polygamy in Utah, at the 
same time abolishing Woman Suffrage in that land, 
where ladies are supposed to be in the majority. This 
seems to suggest that it is the ladies themselves who 
support the system. Mormons and strong-minded females 
are already prophesying that the Bill will be an Utah 
failure ! 

To the Author of ^‘The Ring and the Book.” 

Ie on an old subject again you would sing, 

Some truth a particular clique might be taught to. 

So pipe, Sir, about the South Kensington “ Ring^'^ 
And the “ which they ought to be brought to I 


The Ghosfs JSargain— One Shilling. This is a real 
bargain reprint, by Messrs, Chapman & Hall, of this, 
as well as the four other Christmas stories by Biceens, 
at the same price each. 


SHOCKING OUTRAGE UPON AN ELDERLY GENTLEMAN. 

{Important Letter lately received ly Mr. Lunch,') 

Sir, — ^In writing to expose in your columns the nnseemly treatment to which 
I have recently been subjected, I am not, I humbly trust, actuated by any 
feelings of revenge. I merely wish to give some idea of the extent to wMch 
young people of the present day are penetrated by a spirit of irreverence towards 
those, who in my early days, would have been listened to with respectful atten- 
tion. I may pause here to remark that I am a man who throughout a long and 
prosperous commercial career, has been accustomed to a marked deference in 
those circles in which he moves, which I attribute in a great measure to my 
invariable practice of discountenancing any undue flippancy in my presence. 
Well, Sir, some short time since, I, in company with my dear wife, spent a few 
days at a certain Hydropathic Establishment in the vicinity of the Metropolis. 
A large proportion of our fellow- visitors had not attained years of <Hscretion, 
and yon would doubtless expect that they would refrain from obtruding them- 
selves at all upon the notice of their elders, without some special encouragement. 
What will you say, Sir, when I tell you that—so far from that — they attempted, 
under the guise of a “ Committee of Amusements,” to dictate to us the manner 
in which we were to spend our evenings ! 

I do not say that 1 found much to object to on the first evening of my visit, 
though some of the recitations struck me as unnecessarily frivolous, but, before 
the second, it reached my ears that the Committee contemplated the performance 
of a Charade to be followed by a dance I Now, neither I nor my dear wife dance, 
while we hold all entertainments of a theatrical nature in the strongest disap- 
proval, carrying consistency so far indeed, as to have repeatedly declined to 
take part in, or even witness, “Dumb Crambo” performed by near relatives, 
some of whom were well advanced in years. We do not judge those who think 
differently— it is a matter for the conscience of each— but sueb are our views, 
and so we were naturally disgusted by the selfishness of proposing an amusement 
in which all could not participate. Short as the time I spent in the Establish- 
ment was, I had even then attained a certain influence over those of a similar 
way of thinking, and, amongst ns, we brought a pressure to bear which led to 
the Charade and Dance being abandoned, although I fear in no very good or 
proper frame of mind. 

1 proposed games as an alternative, for I am no foe to harmless merriment — 
far from it. Sir, old as I am, I enjoy a romp with a party of dear young friends, 
as much as many a younger man. But on this occasion, my dear wife being 
present, I confined my suggestions to sports wMeh are almost purely intellectual 
in their nature, and demand nothing but a ready wit, a sheet of paper, and a 
lead pencil. My proposition was received with the utmost hostility by aU. the 
younger members of the company, with one single exception— a young lady, 
whose appearance struck me, I must confess, as distinctly prepossessing at the 
time— though my dear wife (with that true woman’s instinct, which, in these 
matters, I have often been compelled to admit, is keener than my own) at once 
detected the levity and love of admiration that marred an otherwise attractive 
exterior. This young lady (for a strong sense of duty compels me to give her 
name in full) was a Miss Trixie Larein, and while affecting to welcome my 
suggestions with enthusiasm, she offered to introduce us to a new game which 
she described as being at the same time rational and exceedingly provocative of 
mirth. I consented readily, only stipulating that none of the dissentients should 
be permitted to join our party. 

The gravest and most important amongst us were easily induced to take part 
in the new game of “ Rabbits,” for by this somewhat unmeaning appellation it 
seemed to be known, and so Miss Trixie marshalled us all into the centre of the 
drawing-room, where we were directed to kneel down in a circle, and pass around 
the questions she, as leader, might originate. I placed myself on her left, my 
dear wife being at her right, and awaited the sequel with some amusement and 
anticipation. The first inquiry put was whether my wife was acquainted with 
the game, and she replying in a decided negative, was directed to pass on the 
question, which, after being asked and answered alike by all in succession, came 
at length to my turn. Not unpleased that it should be reserved to me to receive 
initiation, and concluding all that had passed to have been a piece of mock 
formality, I said, with a smile, “Well, my dear Miss Trixie, as it seems to be 
W ton tjo^'^ut the question, I ask you, then— do you know the game of, ah — 

"V^ereupon. Sir, that shameless minx (my dear wife ’s exact expression np in 
onr bedroom afterwards) bad the impertinence to look me straight in the eyes, 
and say, “ JVb, I don't, indeed!*^ and leave us there, exposed to the ribald 
laughter of all who had been spectators of this most pointless piece of buffoonery ! 

We made a firm and dignified protest by leaving the room in a compact body 
on the spot ; and I am willing to hope that the mirth and music which later 
assailed onr ears were assumed to conceal the shame and mortification caused hy 
our withdrawal. 

But that such irreverence, such almost inconceivable levity, can be possible at 
aU, appears to me to throw a lurid light upon the deterioration of the young 
persons of the present day, which is my only motive for mentioning a matter 
which, as it was a mere personal failure of respect, would otherwise have been 
at once forgotten by Tour obedient Servant, 

POMPONIUS PeOUDROOT, 

A Saving. — There has been much talk about “education for the million.” 
But H.R.H. offers it for the “half-million,” at the proposed “Imperial 
Institute.” 
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KEEPING UP THE CLASSICS. 

‘JTes, certainlv. The study of the Classics must be 
maintained at all costs at onr "Universities and Public 
Schools,” said Paterfamilias, decidedly. “ I ’ll set Tomnct 
some Latin verses to do. Ghat wrote an ode ‘ On a Dis- 
tant Prospect of Eton College.’ Tommy’s holidays are 
nearly_ over ; he shall write one on a near prospect of 
returning to the same ancient seminary. It will show 
me how the lad has progressed.” 

Tommy’s progress may be estimated from the following 
lines. 

_ “ They seem to want finish,” said Paterfamilias, refiec- 
tively. at the end. 

“ Oh, I could have finished them ever so long ago, if 
I’d known that was what you wanted,” replied the un- 
abashed youth, 

Hercle ! Gubernator notionem cepit atroeem ! 

Me nunc desirat pumpere de studiis ! 

“Ad scholam (coelo gratiaa !) mox, Tomme, redibis ; 

Eae igitur versus,” dixit, “ elegiacos. 

Addressum ad scholam, de finihus holidierum, 

Fae,” repetat. “ Aliter, frivole, cave canem ! ” 

Mi ocule lUe ‘ ‘ canem ” considerat esse ‘ ‘ flagellum ” ! 

Antiqui pueri classica lingua tremit. 

Latinam (admitto) linguam cordialiter odi ; 

Cogito rem totam joilius esse pudor ! 

Q,nantum humbuggum ! Sed rem tentare necesse est, 
(Rem pendere volo !) quum pater ipse jubet. 

Me posuit, timeo, nunc in cavo regnlari, 

Nam “ Gradus,” ille liber optimus, est alibi. 

Cribbus abest etiam, et Dictionarius, et non 
Sum multum dabbi scribere versiculos. 

Q,aid Eomee faciam ? Felix cogitatio ! Yersus 
Forte Pater pravos twiggere non poterit. 

Hie it ! “ Arma virumque cano, qui primus ab oris ” — 
(Hei mihi ! duae, Dickens, proxima linea sit r) 
Nunquam mens I Hie it iterum ! “ Casus Genitivus 
Concordat numero, genere, cum reliquis. 

“ Et Balbus muros (stultissimus !) cedificabat,” 
(Forsitan antiquus is “jerry-builder” erat ?) 

“ Nunc subit Ulius tristissima noctis imago,” 

(Cogito, sic dicit beastUus Ovinius,) 
duum Scholam repetam, condemnatosque Magistros, 
In tergoque pedes accipiam juvenum. 

Hem ! Yideor post omne tumor de versibus esse ; 

“ Addressum ad Scholam ” non ita difficile est ! 

Nos vapulat soevus, cognomine Busbe, Magister ; 

Post quod sittere down est dolor exeruoians ! 

Nos pueri grubbum non primee classis habemus, 

Nec (nisi in camino) utere Bacehe licet. 

Fumaham quondam. Socius twiggebat odorem ; 

Et domino (sneakus !) nunciat qmne scelus. 

0 ! mihi qualis erat data castigatio tonans ! 

Sed lixi sneakum commode, crede mihi ! 

Nigratos oculos in nullo tempore habebat. 

0 ! post omne, scholse gaudia vera tenent ! 

Et sunt, quae stomachos implent, emporia tucki ; 

Deque domo veniunt hampera — dulce domum ! 

Et, generale, Gubernator est tippere trumpus ; 

Admiror quantum post opus hoc dabitur ? 

Q,uid ! Solum Pater exfurcavit semi-coronam ! 

0 pudor ! 0 mores ! Sordidus est, timeo. 


TUENING OVEE NEW LEAYES. 

{By Our Own Bajper-Knifer.) 

Sigh Life and the Towers of Siletice, (Sampson Low 
& Co.), might from its title be a Society Novel, only in 
such a connection a torrent of talk would be a more 
appropriate accompaniment to high life than towers of 
silence. However, it does not happen to be a society 
novel at all, but a delightful book of travels in Switzer- 
land, by Mrs. Main. What makes it all the more inter- 
esting IS, that it is entirely guiltless of the “regular 
Swiss round,” and the beaten track of summer tourists. 
It gives graphic accounts of Switzerland in winter and 
sprmg, and the stories of climbing adventures are capitally 
told. Those who remember this lady’s High Alps in 
Winter, can fancy what a pleasant and amusing book 
this must be. There is no special domain for Man left 
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CONTUMACY. 

“ How Stupid you are to-day, Eva ! ” 

I ’m kot Stupid ! I ’m Inattentive / ” 

nowadays. Women are not only expert climbers, but intrepid travellers. 
Before long, doubtless, ladies will be eligible for^ the Travellers’ Club. In such 
a case probahly among the first to be elected will be Mrs. Hore. ^ Those who 
read the title of her book, To Lake Tanganyika in a Bath-chair, will probably 
think it a joke— nothing more adventurous than the Brighton invalid is ever 
associated with Bath-chairs. They will, however, find that the journey was any- 
thing but a joke ; but that this undaunted lady, accompanied by her husband and 
her Ettle son Jack and others— not all in one conveyance by the way— accom- 
plished the greater part of the distance between Zanzibar and Tanganyika— over 
eight hundred miles, in a Bath-chair. What the traveller — or mould we say 
travelless ? — saw on the road, and the adventures she met with, are weR worth 
reading. The fair sex are imitative : they are apt to follow a good lead. Pro- 
bably we shall shortly see announced, Through Honduras in a Hansom, To 
Bagdad on a Bicycle, and other kindred works. 

The Lady Brusilla (Ward and Downey), by Thomas Purnell, is certainly 
a new departure in romance. The author has abandoned all the usual machinery 
of the ordinary novelist. It is refreshing to find a writer in the present day who 
can strike out a line for himself, and produce a work full of thought and originality. 
Playing with Fire has nothing to do with hose or engines or escape- drill, but is 
a story of the Soudan War, by James Grant. You may take it for grant-ed 
that it is full of bustle and incident. The veteran author of the Boynance of 
War has by no means forgotten his art, and in the present work agaiu unites 
romance with war successfully. /St. Nicholas commences the year with a capital 
number. It is full of good things in the way of papers and poems, and_ the 
illustrations are excellent. There are two articles on Eton. In one, the writer, 
speaking of the conclusion of the procession of boats on the Fourth of June, 
says, “ The boys are reviewed, and then they toss oars, and away they go 
amidst great applause, and up the river as far as Henley, where they have a 
supper of duck and green peas.” I doubt very much, on the evening of the 
Fourth of June, whether the most enthusiastic “ wet bob ” would ever be induced 
to row as far as Henley, even with duck and green peas in prospect. I am 
inclined to think Surley Hall would be a far more likely place for the suppering. 

A Half-and-Half Plea for some Porter. 

The Guardian of the Wicket-gate says, “ Find yon may some fitter 
Than me for Workhouse Porter. Porter ? — ah, some eaUs me ‘ hitter.’ ^ 
Lots knocks and mocks. And often, when a thunderin’ knock there ’s bin, 

I ’ve hopened, and myself ’s the only one that ’s ‘ taken in.’ ” 
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A WILLING CONVERT. 

First Mm [lighting u;p\ *‘See those three Girls oyer there, Jack? Each oe 'em has TniRTiJ Thou. I” 

[Ja>ck Haj’cZwj? thinks he reummlers hming heard that some Bishojp was infavov/r of tolerating Folygamy, and wishes it would hecome fashionaUe,) 


"MERET m HALL.^^ 

The Hall is St. George's, Langham Place, wliicli mi^lit by this 
time be called German Ueed-gent Street. Do they stiU call the 
place of entertainment ^‘The Gallery of Illustration?” "We think 
not, though the book continues to call the characters Illustrations.” 
The other afternoon we contriyed to squeeze in— this place is 
always crammed at holiday-time — and hear The Friar, a One- Act 
Operetta written by Comyns Carr, and its music by Galdicott. A 
very pretty scene, and picturesque costumes, and as 1 listened to the 
dialogue which, it gradually dawned upon me, was in blank yerse, I 
said to myself, remembering the Laureate’s Falcon at the St. James’s, 
“ If J. CoMTNS Carr goes on like this, Tennyson isn’t in it with 
him.” And I am glad to say that, as the piece progressed, Tennyson 
was not in it with him. To hear them talk in Elizabethan fashion, 
and to see the good folk right merrie, forsooth, at many of the japes 
and jests, and quips and quirks, by my halidame and marry come 
up but I wish that Joseph Comyns Carr— such a Jo-Karr he is— 
had collaborated with William Sharspeare in such comic rustic 
scenes as those of -4s You Like It and Love's Labour 's LosU 

Beshrew me, but Master Carr doth show a maryellous pretty wit. 
An the ladies Fanny Holland and Marion Wardroper do not act 
and sing charmingly, call me Door-post, for your door-post, mark 
you, can neither hear, see, nor sing. The song-words too are of a 
sort that you shall not buy from every scurvy ballad-monger. 
And the qudity of Master JI^orth Home— sweet, sweet. Home, 
mark ye, maidens all, when he sang — as Subert, was indeed goodly 
both for eyes and ears. Master Sant Matthews bore himseE as a 
most reverent AFbot ; and as for Master Alfred Eeed— good sooth, 
but he is a merry man and a fuU-grown one to boot, and if he have 
not as the players say, “ all the fat of the piece,” pluck me for a 
four-boy-cockroach. [Shakspearian Note, Why not this as well as 
a “three-man-beetle ? ”) 

^ And then, to bring ns from the sixteenth century to the nineteenth, 
m comes Mr. Cornet Grain and sings, “OA, That Boy /” the refrain 
of which eve^hody is humming on leaving the Hall. Capital song 
mat of his, ^ Be always kind to Animals, wherever you may he," 
Y ery funny idea, and we fancy, if our memory serve us weU, not 


absolutely unknown to Mr, Bunch and his “Lazy Minstrel.” The 
Lowther Arcade Concert is excellently managed, in a dnet for piano 
and Cornet. All good. As Shakspeare, had he known the Gallery 
of Illustration, would have made Hamlet say to Ophelia, “ Go to the 
Gallery, go ! ” 

“from MOZART TO MARIO.” 

This title does not mean that you will find in these two volumes 
musical notes from the great Composer to the great Tenor, — ^f or a very 
c' sumcient reason, — but it does mean 

/ personal re- 

( collections of many Composers, Per- 

ibrmers, and Singers, from the time of 
Mozart to that of Mario, written by 


amusing, gossiping, readable, take-it- 
■’^P-^^-^y-'tiine sort of work, by a 
7 ^- writer who, being composer, journal- 

m’ 

Every chapter is like a theme with 
so many variations, and all of them so 
erratic, that the original air on which 
gjpg founded would be entirely 
lost, were not the author to return to it now and again, just to keep up 
appearances. There is something about Yerdi, Mendelssohn, 
Berlioz, Wagner, Aubee, Patti, Hilsson, also about Mozart and 
Mario too, and a considerable amount about Mr. Louis Engel. As 
the Yankee song has it, “ ’Tis Engel-ish, yon know ! So Engel-ish, 
you know!” And the nom-de-plume of the musical author of 
these reminiscences might well be, “The Wandering Minstrel,” 
But, from this portfolio of oddities, three scenes stand out vividly, 
and impress themselves on the reader’s memory. The first is the 
interview of Mr. Louis Engel with the Pope ; the second, his evening 
at the Duchesses ; and the third, his hounding dance with Mme. Patti. 
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ULTIMA THULE: OR, TOOLE’S LATEST. 

t Mr ^ J ^ ibhs , I hear, Sir, that one night 
last week ]^oxi witnessed Mr. and Mrs. 
Merivaie’s piece, The Butler, 

Mr, PwwcA. -Yes, and I trust the piece be- 
tween husband and wife being by this time 
well established, maybe a lasting one. It 
is most amusing, and it is capitally acted. 

Mr, Nihhs, Miss Kate P btt.t.tp s is so 
uncommonly good in it. 

Mr, Bunch, She is exactly the style of 
low-comedy souhrette that Mr. Toole 
wanted to share with him the comic busi- 
ness of his farcical pieces. She makes 
every point in the dialogue tell, she keeps 
her place (which is a great thing as cook 
in such an establishment) in the picture, 
without anything approaching unneces- 
sary or obtrusive vulgarity, 

Mr, Nihhs, And in fact, Sir, she is as 
one may say, “ one of the liEes and souls ” 
of the piece. 

Mr, Bunch, How pretty Miss Marie Linden looks, and how charm- 
ingly she acts as Alice Marshalk with just that slight tremolo in her 
voice which is so sympathetic. Let me see, who played Ladv Anne f 
Mr, Nihhs, Mr. Toole’s ** novice,” Miss T^bhitgh, audit suits 
her to a nicety. With a little more experience and “by careful 
attention to business,” she will, I think, prove an acquisition to the 
stage. And then, how weU Miss Thorne plays the Provincial 
Mayor’s comfortable wife, with her good heart and her bad 
grammar. In fact the ladies of Mr. Toole’s Theatre would be hard 
to beat anywhere. 

Mr, Bunch, Sir ! Nobody would be so barbarous and ungentle- 
manly as to try. Taltog of beating, how did the plot strike you ? 

Mr, Nihhs, Well, Sir, I was not knocked down by it. Granting 
the farcical element as essential, the plot is simple, and ingeniously 
constructed. The dialogue is good. The action (brags a little in the 
Second Act, 

Mr, Bunch, And in one important situation the stage-management 
is decidedly faulty. This can be easily rectified. 

Mr, Nihhs, Sir, you haven’t said a wor(i about the Actors. 

Mr, Bunch, Blace aux dames ! Let us come to “ the Spear Side.” 
Mr. Billington is more the peppery Old-English-Gentleman kind of 
parent of the standard farces and comedies, than the modern provincial 
monied snob, knighted for something or other— I didn’t catch what— 
of this piece, Mr. Ward and Mr. Lowne do their best to mark a 
contrast between two very ordinary types — with which the collaho^ 

rateurs ought to have taken more trouble 

Mr, Nihhs, Certainly ; and Mr. Shelton’s bit- of character,— 
Zo7'd Bahicomhe, — ^most ptistically made up, belongs to too ancient 
an aristocratic stage-family to be of much benefit to Actor or Author. 
Mr.^ Beunion’s deaf flyman, very cleverly impersonated, would bear 
toning down just a little. And, lastly, Mr. Toole as David Trot—z. 
Dickensian name,— the Butler. Excellent, eh ? 

Jfr. Bunch, Yes, the part aflcords him considerable opportunities, 
of which he makes the most. His performance is, throughout, con- 
sistent, and he never once loses that air of respectful familiarity 
which would be the characteristic of an old and somewhat eccentric 
servant in a most peculiar household. Not having seen the very 
commencement (>f the play, I am not aware in what capacity he had 
started in life with his employers, who^ when they are not bullying 
him, or dismissing him from their service, are constantly addressing 
him as “old frien<i,’' or asking Mm to sit down and chat. The 
young lady-companion gushes at him, and, on one or two separate 
occasions, nothing^ will satisfy her but kissing Mm. In such a 
Colney-Hatch family no Butler could possibly behave in any other i 
way than as Mr. Toole does; and thus it is that this clever actor 

f ives an air of probability to the strange scenes in wMch Ms lot has 
een cast by the Domestic Dramatists. 

Mr, Np}os, I see, Sir. If Mr, Toole were once extravagant or 
farcical in the inidst of such fantastical surroundings, the interest 
would be immediately at an end, and the sooner the dramatis personae 
jomed in a wild chorus, and danced a break-down, the better. 

^ M\ Bunch, That is so. I have nothing but praise for Mr. Toole 
m this part. His fascinating bride, the Cook, \^o is most appropri- 
ately attired, ought to protest against the absurd costume in which 
the Butler t hink s it becoming to array himself for the wedding, 
^together, it is really most amusing ; and if you don’t “roar” an<i 
‘ SCTeam,” at all events you laugh foequently and heartily, and the 
mght I was there it was thorougMy appreciated by a very full 
House. Au revoir ! \ 

CoNspvATivE Description oe Me. Gladstone.— “A Hawarden’d i 
Sinner.” Of course “ in a PickwicMan sense.’* I 




TRIPLET. 



I AM, I really tbink, the most nnlncky man on earth ; 


No sooner were we born than Pa and Ma the Bounty claimed ; 

I soaroe cm hear t() think they did— it makes me feel ashamed. 

They got it, too, within a week, and spent it, I ’H he bonnd, 

Upon themselves — at least, I know I never had my pound. 

Our childhood’s days in ignorance were lamentably spent, 

Although I think we more than paid the taxes and the rent ; 

For we were shown as marvels, and— unless I ’m mneb deceived— 
The smallest contributions were most thankfully received. 

We grew up hale and hearty— wonld we never had been born ! — 

As like to one another as three peas, or ears of corn. 

Between my brothers Ichabod, Abimelech and me 
No difference existed wMch the human eye could see. 

This likeness was the cause of dreadful suffering and pain 
To me in early life— it nearly broke my heart in twain ; 

For while my conduct as a youth was fervently admired, 

That of my fellow-triplets left a deal to be desired. 

I was amiable, and pious, too, — good deeds were my delight ; 

I practised aU the virtues— some by day, and some by night ; 

Whilst Ichabod imbrued himself in crime, and, sad to say, 
Abimelech, when quite a lad, would rather swear than pray. 

Think of my horror and dismay when, in the Park at noon, 

An obvious burglar greeted me with, “ Hullo ! Ike, old coon ! ” 

He vanished. Suddenly my wrists were gripped by P’hceman K. — 

“ Young man, you are my pris’ner on a charge of forgin’ cheques.” 

He ran me in, and locked me up, to moulder in a cell. 

The reason why he used me thus, alas ! I knew too well. 

He took me for Abimelech, my erring brother dear, [cashier. 

Who was “wanted” by the Bank of which he’d been the chief 

Next mom the Magistrate remarked, “ This is a sad mistake, 

Though natural enough. I much regret it for your sake. 

But, if you will permit me to advise you, I should say 
Leave England for some other country, very far away. 

“ For, if you go on living in tMs happy sea-girt isle, 

Although your conduct (like my own) be pure and free from gnile. 
Your likeness to those sinful men, your brothers twain, wiU lead, 

I fear, to very serious inconveniences indeed.” 

I took the hint, and sailed next day for distant Owhyhee, — 

As might have been expected, I was cast away at sea. 

A Pirate Lugger picked me up, and— dreadM to relate— 

Abbielech her Captain was, and Ichabod her Mate. 

I loved them, and they tempted me. To join them I agreed, i 

Forsook the path of virtue, and did many a ghastly deed. I 

For seven years I wallowed in my f eUow-ereatures’ gore, 

And then — gave up the business, to settle down on snore. 

My brothers, on retiring from the buccaneering trade, 

In which, I ’m bound to say, colossal fortunes they had made, 
Renounced their wicked courses, married young and lovely wives. 
Went to church three times on Sundays, and led sanctimonious lives. 

As for me,— I somehow drifted into vileness past belief, 

Earned unsavoury distinction as a drunkard and a tMef ; 

E’en in crime, ill-luck pursued me. I became extremely poor, 

And was finally compelled to beg my bread from door to door. 

I ’m deep down in the social scale ; no lower can I sink. 

Upon the whole, experience induces me to think 

Tnat virtue is not lucrative, and honesty ’s aU fudge, — ! 

For Ichabod ’s a Bishop— and Abimelech ’s a Judge ! 




NO END OF A BOA! 

(A Sketch at BrjaHToir.) 


^^YELVET AND lEON 1/ 


Oh, pleasant siglit ! A Titan, m'g-btier none, 
Of valour fiercer, or of thews immenser — 
Bending before a martial Amazon, 

And in her honour swinging flattery's 
censer ! 

"When were its fumes more odorous or 
denser ? 

A radiant subject for romantic art ! 

It makes one think of Tasso and of Spenses, 
The Faerie Qiieene especially — the part 
Where brave Sir ArUgall bows to beauteous 
Britomart, 


Or feed what zealots call “the holy fire.’^ 

Is it, still must it be, war to the knife ? 
When candour rules and compliments are 
rife, 

Why should the martial maid not soften now, 
As Britomart, though warring for dear lilc 
Did at the sight of ArtegaWs fair brow, 
Before her maiden charms content to bend 
and how ? 


“.What iron courage ever could endure 
To work such outrage on so fair a creature ? ” 
Sings gentle EnairaD, Truly, to be sure ! 
’Twere sad to hurt a Hmb, to mar a feature 
Of such a martial masterpiece of Nature, 
She is as great, as proud, as brave as he, 
Though not precisely of such towering 
stature ; 

With that at least the lady must agree, 

Eor valour is not proof ’gainst natural vanity. 


Who will not cry, “ Certes, Sir Aetegall, 

I joy to see you lout so low on ground ” ? 
With stout Sir Scddamoeb ? Out, cynics all, 
Who menace read where mildness should 
be found ! 

The Iron gloved with Yelvet maj be found 
In friendship firm as close in warlike clutch, 
Hush the loud clang of arms that rings 
around, 

And reassure the doubting souls of such 
As think the flattering Titan “ doth protest 
too much ! ” 


DOMESTIC MELODIES; 

OK, SOIfGS OE SENSE AND SENTIMENT. 

{By SamJw Preston Panza.) 

No. IL — To LUCA.STA, ON THINKING OF GOING 

TO THE Wars. 

Tell me not, Sweet, I am unkind, 

Nor recreant to thy worth, 

That in Bulgaria’s wastes I find 
A Special’s trying berth. 

Tru-^, from your BayswaterJ range, 
And all its social zeal ; 

And, for too-doubtful lodgings,' change 
My residence genteel. 

Yet this inconstancy is such 
As you too win adore : 

If I should stay at home too much, 

You ’d fiud me such a bore. 


He beat her once, but that was by a fluke, 
And e’en SirArtegall, ‘ ‘ the salvage knight,” 
Might from fair Britomart receive rebuke 
By being vanquished in a second fight. 

He himself owns it possible, a flight 
Of candour and of courtesy indeed. 

Saigner d hlanc f Why should persistent 
spite. 


Or pride of arms, or all unknightly greed. 
Still urge them, butcherlike, insatiably to 


Sm J OPUS’ Lubbock, lecturing on * ‘ Savages,” 
said, “ Kissing is unknown to Austraflans, 
New Zealanders, Papuans, Esquimaux, aud 
other races.” Who will argue against the 
absolute necessity for an Imperial Educa- 
tional Institute after this? To these be- 
nighted tribes let us send out Missionaries, 
or, say, “ Kissionaries,” Who’ll volunteer? 
Bachelors from Oxford and Cambridge. The 
Kissionaries must be able to teach these 
Savages the peaceful arts of Husbandry. 


Oon Kotal “ HAMEET.”—The day before 
the meetings at St. James’s Palace aud the 
Mansion House in furtherance of the proposed 
scheme, the Times said : — “ It is understood 
that no element whatever will be introduced 
that will risk the conversion of the Imperial 
Institute into a mere Tea-garden.” If it did 
become a Tea-garden, the element of hot 
water would soon he provided for everybody 
connected with it. But this risk seems to be 
getting more remote, as H.R.H. has carefully 


noted Mr, Bunches pen and pencil argu- 
ments, and has profited by the judicious 
leaders on the subject in the Tmies, to which ! 
jounial he is evidently saying, as did the 
, Prince of Denmark to the beckoning ‘Ghost, 

“ Lead on ! I follow ! ” And tbe Spirit that 
H.R. H. 13 well and wi^jely following is “ The 
Spirit of the ‘ Timt'S,’ ” 


No ! Su7'ge tandem, carnifex I Let ire 
No longer drive them to unholy strife, 


The Heal Repeating “ Riple.”— 
Sikes's periodical burglary season in the 
suburbs. 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 

Jones [ii^nder the impression that he is making himselj agreeahU), “ I don’t care 
A BIT EOR A Pretty Woman, myself ! They haye no Conversation. I like 
A Plain Woman, who has plenty to say fob eerself!” 


. f iirb |irhsleig|. 

BOEN, OCT. 27th, 1818. DIED, JM . 12th, 1887. 

As OH a calm and g^enial Autumn day 
The sun-glow’s softened sheen we scarce remember, 
Until from mead and mount ’tis swept away 
By some swift-shaping cloud-wrack of September, 

So there are lives which shine so mildly on 
Their radiance scarce is marked till it is gone. 

Such his who by so swift and sad a stroke, 

’Midst selfish strife and the base fume of faction, 
Which round him, worn but selfiess, raged and broke, 
From well-loved fields of patriot thought and action. 
Like a clear light was suddenly withdrawn, 

Darkening the young year at its earliest dawn. 

Disparaged and dispraised, ’midst foolish fires 
Of sho wier lustre but less steady flaming, 

The patience high that generous souls inspires, ^ 

The calm magnanimous, meaner spirits shaming, 
Held him above detraction’s clamorous cry. 

Pattern of proud but gentle chivalry. 

The gifts of the arena, brass and blare, 

Sly craft of fence, trick of impressive posing, 

Were little his ; the sophist’s wordy snare, 

The casuist’s subtle shift and artful glosing 
He shunned. A knightly sword he’d wield or whet, 
But stooped not to the trident and the net. 

So the arena’s coarser heroes mocked 
This autigne fighter. And his place was rather 
Where Abthitr’s knights in generous tourney shocked, 
Than where swashbucklers meet or bistrions gather : 
Yet— yet his death has touched the land with gloom ; 
All England honours Chivalry at his tomb. 


Staistlet in the City.— Meet and right was it that 
Mr. Stanley, the Hero of the “ Keep-it-Dark Continent,” 
who has all bis life been labouring for the liberty of 
African slaves, should last week have been presented with 
“ The Freedom of the City ” ! And the sign of this Free- 
dom is — a golden chain round the neck. The Corporation 
is provident. The African Turtle is said to make the best 
soup. The Freedman will show his gratitude. 


YEEY OLD TIMES AT THE MANSION HOUSE. 

Dear Mr. Punch, 

Having accepted for my young son, Plantagenet Tudor, aged 
eight, the Lord Mayor’s courteous invitation for the Children’s 
Fancy BaU, and having long been proud of the fact of onr descent 
from the Portreve of London in the time of The Conqueror, I 
decided that Plantagenet should appear in that character. Strange 
to say, we have not preserved in onr family traditions any details of 
our great ancestor, the Portreve’s costume. 

“Of course,” said I, “as he was ‘something in the City,’ they 
will know at Guildhall.” 

My first visit was to the Guildhall Library, where I was received 
by a most courteous official (I may remark that all the City officials 
with which it was my pleasure to come in contact, were courteous), 
and explained, in a light-hearted way, that I wanted “ a rough 
sketch — didn’t mind how rough— of a Portreve of Loudon at the 
time of the Conquest.” 

“Well,” replied the courteous official, “no doubt there were 
Portreves in those days, hut it is not very easy to say what they 
wore.” 

“I suppose a gown, or a cloak, or something,” I suggested. 

“Fes,” answered the courteous official, hut with some hesitation, 
“ very likely it was a gown, or a cloak, or some other robe. But I 
am afraid we don’t know the colour or the shape.” 

“Ho?” I said, in atone of bitter disappointment — “not know 
that I Well, did he wear a chain ? ” 

“ Well”— and the courteous official appeared to be buried in the 
deepest thought— “ Yes. At least I think so.” 

Upon this I was shown into the Guildhall Library, and supplied 
with a number of hooks about the City’s history. Alas ! it was all 
modern ! I conld trace the Municipality sartorially hack to Henry 
TIDE Eighth with comfort, and even, by a little straining, catch a 
glimpse of King John, but beyond all was mystery. However, I got 
the addresses of one or two City Companies where it seemed likely 
I should strike the trail. Amongst the rest I found on my notes 


Barbers’ Hall, where an old picture, showing the shape of livery 
gowns, was preserved. I went there, the door was opened by a 
courteous official, who assumed that of course I had come to see the 
picture. 

“ It is rather dark, Sir,” he said, “ but I will get a candle.” 

The light was produced, and then I was taken into a large apart- 
ment and shown a Holbein of almost priceless value. I fancy to the 
surprise of the custodian, instead of going into raptures over the 
merits of the painting, all I did was to scrutinise the cut of the 
livery gowns. This was the first of many similar visits. I rushed 
from Hall to Hall, and this is a summary of what I discovered : — 

1. That the Portreve came from the Romans, and the Lord Mayor 
from the Portreve. 

2. That the Portreve wore a chain, hut the rest of his costume 
was uncertain, 

3. That the Lord Mayor is next to the Soyereign in the' City, and 
may walk about with his sword and mace, with the precedence of an 
Earl everywhere else. 

I hunted high and low, consulting Planche and even “Mrs. 
Markham.” At length, wearied with the fatigue of hurried re- 
search, I was seated iu the library of my Club, surrounded by books 
of costume, and began once again to lookup “hoods” and livery- 
gowns. Everybody’s friend, Wagstaep, saw my difficulty in a 
second. 

“My dear fellow,” he said, “ go to old Mesh^ch’s, the costumier. 
He ’ll tell you.” And he did too. He knew “how a Portreve wath 
dreth’d, hleth yer.” I was on the point of accepting his authority, 
when Ronald Rowland, the weli-laiown antiquarian and actor, set 
me right. For aU that, I have a sneaking respect for MeshacH as a 
historian. Yours, out of his troubles. 

The Father of the Portreve oe William the First. 


MEM. BY A GALWAY MAN. 

“ The Q,ueen’s Writ” appears like an infant nngrown, 
For— in Ireland at least— it can’t yet “ run ” alone. 
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Tvr CiiAMPAGNE.— 'As tke British Tar used to say in the good old daye of J^Tautical 

jyLeioarama, * The man who would lay his hand on a woman, save in the way of kyindness, is a 
W|un, whom Hwere base flattery to call coward 1 ” and we emphatically say that the in- 
aivianai who forges champagne-marks and substitutes some wretched stuff for the genuine 
a villain of the deepest dye. Dreadful to think of a fiend in human shape thus 
playmg old goosebeiry ” with his victims. In a French paper we read that up to the present 
time the trade-mark of Pomkeet anjd G-eeno has defied the most ingenious imitators. He ’d be 
should tiy to palm off on us fine old creaming cider as Pommery ’74 sec, or 
iJitto 80. Where are the sons of the widow,” who would not avenge such an insult to the 
sparing V euve Pommery, or resent a wrong done to the Yenve Clieq.uot, ever sweet and very 
dear to many or us, bless her! whom we remember many years ago. 

^ote for the Defence,— Would it avaU in law to plead, that in dealing with a customer, 
Genuine sham?” always truly described their falsely-labelled champagne as 


WHICH, OR RATHER PUZZLING! 

“Have not lotteries been put down in this 
country; do not the police relentlessly pursue 
little boys who gamble for farthings by the way- 
side ? and are not the professors of the three- card 
trick and the manipulator of the nimble pea 
liable to punishment as rogues aud vagabonds ? 
It would be interesting if some of your local 
correspondents would explain the essential dif- 
ference between these forms of gambling and 
that which is now so openly pursued on so large 
a scale, with the assistance aud for the emolu- 
ment of the censors of pubKc morals .” — Letter 
to the “ Times.'’* 

AC.T I. — A London Street. * Juvenile 
Offender against the Fuhllc] Gambling 
and Lotteries Act deeply engaged with 
his compeers in the mysteries of a game 
(ff Chuck-Farthing 
Juvemte ''Offender {hnishing his turn). 
Done yer, that time. I collars the lot. 
{^Sweeps three halfpence off the pave- 
ment^ and commits them to his pocket. 
Observant Policeman [intervening). So 
that ’s your little game, is it ? I ’ve been 
a- watching of you. You ’ll j ust come along 
with me. \_Seizes Mm, 

Juvenile Offender [struggling. Why, w(jt 
’ave I been a-doing wrong? I’ve only 
been a-playing at Chuck-Farthing with 
them coves. Wot ’s the ’arm ? [ Howls, 

Observant Policeman, Wot’s the ’arm? 
The Magistrate will soon let you know that. 
You ’ll come along. 

\^Drag8 him off to judgment^ and vindi- 
cates the majesty of the Law, 

ACT 11. — A Suburban Interior, Mature 
Offender against the Public Gambling 
and Lotteries Act discovered in a hack 
parlour i sedulously occwpied in opening 
a pile of letters enclosing answers to 
advertised Fnigma^ together with 
Stamps and Shilling Postal Orders, 
Mature Offender [ticking them off). Let’s 
see. That makes two hundred and fifteen 
more. ISTot a bad haul, by Jove! How 
many words can be got out of “Excru- 
ciating”? Ha! ha! How many fools, 
would he nearer the mark. 

Postman knocks. He leaves 117 letters 
directed to “X. X. X.” Domestic 
staggers in with them 07i a tea-tray. 
Domestic [shooting correspondence on to 
table). Here, Sir, this is for you. Here ’s 
another lot of ’em. 

Mature Offender [gleefully extracting 
their contents). Come, this is capitall! Over 
sixteen pounds already ! Who would have 
thought they ’d bite so well I 
[^Stuffs his pockets full of Orders* and 
goes off to the nearest Office to [cash 
them^ thinking by the way over his 
next new Puzzle y and, noticing the 
Policeman apprehending the Juvenile 
Offender, thanks his stars he lives in a | 
land where there is as yet one law for j 
the back-parlour and another '^or the 
gutter, \ 

Something ABOUT THE Knavet . — Driven 
Homey a Tale^ of Destiny, by Evelyn 
Owen, is certainly one of the most sen- 
sational stories ever published. The plot 
deals with Chiswick, San Francisco, gold- 
diggings, ghosts, card-cheating, and Lynch 
Law. Some of the spectral effects are in- 
tense, and include a card (the Knave of 
Hearts) which suffers from a peculiarly 
weird sort of dys-pipa-ia. We will not 
reveal the secret for worlds. Produced by 
the publisher of Called Pack, this cer- 
tainly clever novelette is sure to be popular. 
The Knave of Hearts, in spite of its eccen- 
tricities, is a safe card. 
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THE ROUND-TABLE CONFERENCE. 




“By the way,” said Sir ‘W’. Harcourt, “strange thing happened 
just before I left home a quarter of an hour ago. A messenger 
arrived with a letter in a large envelope addressed to me, marked 
Immediate. The man brought it up, leaving the messenger in the 
hall. I opened it, and it contained nothing but a back number of the 
Puddle Muddle Gazette; nothing marked in it. I sent the man 
down to ask the messenger what it meant, but he had gone. T7ell, 
where shall we be^in. and how shall we go about it ? ” 

“I have thought,’’ said Mr. Chaaiehriaiin, “that perhaps you 
would like to hear what I have to say. I have therefore drawn Tip 

my views on this sheet of paper ” 

'“ I beg pardon,*’ said Sir William Haecouet ; “very awkward 
of me.” 




\ Thurscky and Friday 

\ ^ at SirW.^HAECOUE'Fs 

\ y extraordinary means 

/ \ ^ to ascertain the C(^se 

^ f would be forthcoimng 

was not to be doubted. 
In fact, as our readers 

know, several reports have been published, afiordmg a wide choice to 
the public. What we desired to provide for the civilised world was a 
precise, we may say, a stenographic report of what took place within 
the jealously closed doors of 7, Grafton Street, The task was 
full of diJQBioulty, but one undertaken in similar circumstances, had 
at no remote date been brilliantly accomplished. Our esteemed con- 
temporary the Puddle Muddle Gazette^ had supplied iu its earliest 
edition a report, almost verhatim^ of proceedings in the jSrst Cabinet 
Council held after the resignation of Lord Eandolph Chuechill. 
If we could only borrow the Puddle Muddle Gazettes young man, 
our task would be easy. We entered upon negotiations which proved 
successful, and at an early hour on Thursday morning, what we may 
caU for the occasion, our Young Man set out for Grafton Street, and 
has since sent in his report. 

What seems to have struck him most forcibly at the outset, was 
the fact that the Round-Table was square. What was more to the 
purpose was to find it covered with a cloth, whose ample folds almost 
swept the ground. Scarcely had our Young Man taken his seat (on 
the floor) than Lord Heeschell entered, looked roimd the room, 
pulled the curtains a little closer, and poked the fire with the butt 
end of the telescope which, from family associations, he always 
carries with him. Presently Mr. John Moelet, who had walked 
over from the Athenseum Club, arrived and shook hands with Lord 
Heeschell. Mr. Chamberlain and Sir Geoege Teevelyan drove 
up in a ’bus to the corner of the street. Descending, they walked 
thence arm-in-arm to No. 7. It was observed that Mr. Chamber- 
lain, whose coat was closely buttoned, swun^ an umbrella in his 
right hand. Latest to arrive was the host himself, Sir Wuxiam 
Haecoitet, who drove up in a Bansom cah, having been to pay a 
visit to one of his Royal connections, 

“ Hi! hi! what’s this?” said the cabman, holding out his hand, 
and looking scornfully at a coin which the Right Honourable Gentle- 
man had deposited there. 

“ That’s a shilling,” said Sir William Haecouet, blandly; “ and 
what is more, I am the late Home Secretary, and if our work goes 
well to-day and to-morrow, I may he so agam.” 

With remarkable alacrity the cabman thrust the coin in his pocket 
and drove off. Sir William, softly smiling to himself and caressing 
with thumb and forefinger his abundant chin, strode into the house. 

“Well, Gentlemen,” said Lord Heeschell, “I think we are all 
here, and may get to business. I am quite sorry to bring yon out in 
such inclement weather.” 

“It’s very had for the pictures,” said Sir Geoege Teevelyan. 
“ I have been to the Grosvenor two or three times, and hardly know 
what the pictures are like.” 

“ The roads are intolerable,” Sir William Haecottet chimed in. 
“ If I ’d stayed in office and passed a Government of London BiU, 
things would have been very different.” 

“It’s anxious times with hothouse culture,” said Mr. Chambee- 
LAIN. “You might have everything ruined in one night, if the fires 
should by any chance go down.” 


Mr. Chambeelain (looking across the table with air of surprise) 
continued— “ on this sheet of paper, which I will read if yon like.” 

“Perhaps, Lord Heeschell would read it ? ” said Mr. Moelet. 

“Certainly,” said Lord Heeschell, “it seems nicely written.” 
[Began reading,) “ * Much misunderstanding has existed with refer- 
ence to the position I have taken up on the question of Irish Home 
Rule. Being myself of noneombative disposition, I have submissively 
borne the misrepresentations that have enveloped me. But I think 
the time has come when a common understanding should he arrived 

at between myself and my old colleagues. To that end I ’ ” 

^ Sir William Haecouet : “I beg your pardon, that ’s the second 
time I’ve kicked you.” 

Mr. Chambeelain (laughing) : “You really haven’t iouohed me 
once.” 

“Then, it mnst have been you I kicked,” said Sir William, 
looking across at Mr. Chambeelain’ s partner. 

Sir Geoege Teevelyan : “Not at aU.” 

Sir William Haecouet (lifting up the table-cloth and lookiug 
underneath) : ‘ ‘ Then who is it ? ” 

It was our Young Man J 

* * * * Ht ife 

This is as far as the report goes. Onr Young Man explained 
that he had brought it home rather in a hurry to be in time for the 
Fourth Edition. That ’s all very well ; hut there is about the report 
an obvious absence of completeness. In that famous account of what 
took place in the Cabinet Council, the narrative finished with the 
statement that Ministers were “ still sitting when we went to 
press.” Conldn’t we have something like that to wind up this 
report ? Suppose we concluded the report with the observation “ left 
sitting?” But our Young Man (who limps a little) demurred to 
the accuracy of this description. It seems they are anxious, above 
aU things, tor accuracy at the Puddle Muddle Gazette Office. Four 
of the gentlemen in conference might have been sitting when Our 
Young Man left; hnt he has the strongest conviction that Sir 
William Haecouet was standing on one leg, his right foot extended. 

We wanted Our Young Man to return and complete the narrative 
with an account of Friday’s proceedings. But he seems to have lost 
all interest in the affair, and offers to’ do us a bombardment instead. 
We will think about this. In the meantime we have the satisfaction 
of knowing that the morning papers wiU he green with envy at our 
enterprise in furnishing even this fragmentary verhatim account of 
the proceedings at the Conference. 

“OUR NOTES AND QUERIES.” 

Put and Answered in ** Queen's'’ English. 

Beitanny. — There are,*'we should say, few places now in Britanny 
where one can he comfortably hoarded and lodged on threenence a 
day. “Hope on Hope Evee’s” best plan would be to go and try it, 

Maegate. — There is no stag-hunting to he had here in the months 
of January, February, and March. It is unlikely that Mr. Sangee 
would let the Wild Elk from his Collection at the Hall-by-the-Sea 
out on hire for the purpose, as “Damocles” suggests. He had 
better apply to some respectable proprietor in the Black Forest, 

Peein. — Can anyone tell me the most economical way of getting to 
the above place. We are a family of fifteen, and five of us are dip- 
somaniacs. We should therefore prefer an hotel with iron gratings 
to the windows. Do you know of any such, and also can yon inform 
me whether there is a resident English beadle, and any public insti- 
tution where Backgammon can he played gratis. — Inquieing 
Chebetblossom. 

WAPPiNG.~Can anyone tell me what sort of place I should find 
Wapping as a winter residence ? Also, what of the society ? as I 
have six unmarried daughters, I should like to know that it is 
select. I should be glad, moreover, if any of your readers could 
furnish me with the names of one or two of the best-regulated and 
most fashionable pensions , — Glass Slippee. 

Rome and the Newlt-Canonisbd, — “ Saints enough in the 
Calendar, and to spare,” some may say. “I don’t profess to he a 
saint myself,” observes Mr, Punch ; “ but however many there may 
he, no true Englishman can object to Moee.” 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCHES STUDIO. 

iSfo. XIII. — The Sympathetic Fliet. 

The sun set, and the southern darkness fell swiftly on the muddy 
puddle that a few adventurous Boers know as “Bdster’s Pan.” 

, i "I ‘■'1 l'■l(^L Under the one tree that 

'1 ! . would he reflected in the 

\ \v! % Pan, if its surface were 

over the’rolling* 2 jeZif^, one looking southwards to the sea, one nor&- 
wards to the Suleiman Range, one westwards to the sunset. 

Then each took from his pocket a worn letter, carefully unfolded 
its frayed oreases, and began to pore over lines which were obviously 
dear, though they must long have been perfectly familiar. 

Suddeifly, splendid in silver, beamed the glorious African moon in 
the high amber zenith. 

The first comer, a soldierlike person, turned to the orbed maiden, 
and murmured, “ Maegaeet ! ” 

The second comer, looking eagerly at the brilliant satellite, whis- 
pered, “ Maeg-aeet ! ” 

The last comer, whose keen features wore the pale cast of the 
student, gazing with aUhis eyes on the lambent glory, moaned, 
“Maegaeet !” 

Then eaoh looked on his neighbour suspiciously, and each felt for 
his revolver and hunting-knife. 

“Gentlemen,” said the eldest of the three, “lam a stranger to 
you. May I ask if your imitation of my conduct, for which I am 
perfectly ready to offer you every satisfaction, is an intentional 
mockery ? ” 

“We were both going to put the same question to yon, and to 
each other,” said his companions. 

“ Our last night has obviously come,” murmured the eldest of the 
three. “Let us pass it — ^’tis our hearty English fashion— in dis- 
coursing of our first loves ! She who can never be mine, at our latest 
meeting, hade me, when I looked on the rising moon, to remember 
her, and an affection and sympathy which, she declared, would he 
deathless, though, as for love, that was beyond her power to give. 
And really she always was most kind and sympathetic. Of course, 
you know,” drawing his dusty sleeye across his eyes, where glistened 
a purer drop than any in Bosteris Pan, “ of course she is not to blame 
for a fellow’s falling in love with her. Is she now ? ” 

“Your words,” replied the second Englishman, “remind me 
strangely of my own fortune. I, too, loved a Maegaeet; thei 
sweetest, the kindest of her sex. ‘My heart,’ she whispered, as we 
parted, ‘ is not mine to offer. To you, dear friend,’— she called me 
dear friend, he said, with a sob,— “ ‘to you I do not mind imparting 
a woman’s secret. Since my earliest girlhood love has not been mine 
to give : the grass grows over it. Farewell ! and whenever you look 

on the “‘Rising moon!’” exclaimed the third, taking up 

the discourse, “ ‘you will remember Maegaeet ! ’ ” 

“This thing is becoming annoying I ” exclaimed the eldest pilgrim. 
“How can the coincidence be accounted for? She whom I loycd 
was tall “ And slim.” 

“ Willowy!” exclaimed the student, enthusiastically. 

* Her dark hair ^ ’ * ‘ Crowned the purest brow.’’ 

Her eyes ” “Were of a deep soft grey,” interrupted the 

youngest of the company. 

“ When we parted,” the eldest went on, like a lonely soul in self- 
commune, she implored me ever to think of her as a friend 

“A sister ” 

“ A guardian angel ! ” 

“ She asked me always to write to her ” 

“And tell her what I was doing, and how my heart’s sorrow 
schooled me to help others to hear their yoke ” 

“And to be sure to forward any verses I might write,” said the 
youngest, coming in like a chorus. 

“Dear girl! — all sympathy and generous tenderness! — she asked 

me to speak of her to ” 

“ My mother ! ” whispered the second.^ 

“ My elder brother,” murmured the third, “ the Duke of Petebs- 
FiBLD. She asked me who was my dearest friend, and I mentioned 
old J ACE— Heaven bless him ! ” 

“ Why, you are Lord Aethue Yavasoitr ! ” said the eldest man. 
“lam,” replied the stranger; “but what are titles — ahoye aU, 
courtesy titles — at a moment like this ? ” 

“ Would that we three men, met here to die, and eaoh for love of 
a different woman, could show each other the face of our dearest ! ” 
exclaimed the second traveRer. 

As at the word of command each drew from his breast a diamond- 
studded locket. Eaoh opened his own reliquary, each gazed at his 
neighbour’s, each exclaimed, “ By George ! Maegaeet Meeeyton ! ” 
At that moment, through the darkness and the silence, whirred 
the noise of flying wheels. They listened, they doubted, they hoped, 
then came certainty. It was the Kimberley mail-cart on its way to 
Euknanaland. 

‘‘Hi! Stop! Woh! Oop-treJe, Baas P'* shouted three manly 
voices, and the driver, seeing three revolvers within an inch of his 
breast, drew up his smoking horses. 

“ Gentlemen, spare me ! ” he said. “Don’t rob the diamond-hags I 
My bread depends on my getting them through. It ’s as much as 
my place is worth.” 

“Bother the diamonds!” exclaimed each wayfarer, with all an 
Englishman’s eagerness. “ Kave you got the newspapers ? ” 

“ Oh, if that ’s all,” said the driver, “ I can wait while you read 
them by the light of the mail-cart’s lamps.” 

Each seized his favourite journal like a starving man. For months 
these Englishmen had not seen a Ball Mall Gazette 1 Each turned 
to the page that hears the tidings of home and friends "sorely 
longed for, to Britain’s wandering sons, on the veldt, the moun- 
tain, the wave, and in the Arctic Circle and elsewhere. Then from 
each manly breast came a groan, and these words followed — 

“ She ’s married a Duke ! ” “ She ’s run in old Jack ! ” 

“ At St. George’s, Hanover Square, to His Grace the Duke of 
Peterseiele. Miss Maegabet Meeeyton.” 

“By Jove I ” they all exclaimed, with unanimous decision, “she 
was a confounded Sympathetic Flirt I ” 

They then insisted on driving hack to Kimberley, where every 
comfort awaited them, and dinner was served in mine host’s usual 
style at the “ Star and Garter.” 

A PROPHET IX HIS OWX COUNTRY. 

Pbince Bismaeck in his speech delivered on Thursday, declared 
that he did not expect to live three years longer. No doubt the 
eminent Statesman has calculated the effect of the actions he pro- 
poses to perform, and, therefore, is in a position to foretell accurately 
the date of his decease. We snould not he surprised if his “plan 
of campaign” ran as foRows : — 

1887. 2nd Quarter, Cession of Bulgaria to Russia, and’threatened 
bombardment of Yienna, 

8rd Quarter, Letter of congratulation to Her Majesty the Queen 
of England, and attempt to seize the British AustraRan Colonies. 

Uh Quarter, Fraternal greeting to the Pbesldent of the Feench 
Republic and'partially successful effort to destroy Paris by dynamite. 

1888. Quarter, Cession of Spain to Italy, Belgium and Hol- 
land to Norway, and Switzerland to Austria, on the conditions that 
Germany is aRowed to do what she pleases with France, 

2n(l Quarter, Germany seizes New Zealand, Borneo, and Bombay. 
On remonstrances being offered to Prince Bismarck, he apologises, 
and says he is forced to recognise the situation, 

Zrd Quarter, Bombardment of Rome, and destruction of 
Brighton. Investment of St. Petersburg, and burning of Yienna. 
Prince Bismaeck explains that all this is done in the cause of peace. 

4ih Quarter, Occupation of Ireland, and MarseiRes converted 
permanently into a German port. At a grand banquet. Prince Yon 
Bismaeck assures his audience that it is ridiculous to talk of war. 

1889. Isi Quarter, Further aggression. Planting of the German 
flag on the soil of Australia, which causes annoyance to England. 

1 2nd Quarter. Persecution of Jews. Worrying Christians. Quarrels 
fostered everywhere. Prince Bismarck sings the praises of peace. 

Zrd Quarter, Europe plunged into a suicidal war. Everything 
conquered or crippled. Prince Bismarck is more assured of peace 
than ever. 

4ih Quarter, Indignation Meeting of aR NationaRties. Discovery 
of treachery, and sudden decease of Prince Bismarck. 


TO COBEji.SPOITDEBrTS. — la no case caa Contribations, wlietber MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless accompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover, Copies of MS. sbould be kept by tbe SenderSi 
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THE WEATHER, UNTIL EHRTHER NOTICE. 

9 A.M.— Bright sunsliiiie. Sximiner clothing in reqnest. 

10. — Dense fog. Gas and the electric light turned 
full on. 

11. — Bain. Dmhrellas in furious demand. 

12 NOON. — Hard frost. Skating on the Serpentine. 

1 P.M.— Eapid thaw. Bursting of all the water-pipes 
in S.W, district. 

2. — Thunderstorm. Many churches struck hy light- 
ning. 

3. — Sleet and mist. Suspension of trafiBLc on the River. 

4. — Heavy snowstorm. Roads impassable. 

5. — Tremendous gale. Hoardings and telegraph-poles 
blown down all over London. 

6. — Fog, rain, and ice. 

7. — Thaw, thunderstorm, and mist. 

8. — Gale, snow, and sleet. 

9. — capo for the next twelve hours. 


— ^manufactured, without regard to cost or time, expressly for the occasion. 
The Willow Song will he illustrated in the printed libretto hy plates of the 
same pattern. Besdemona' s dying sigh is reproduced in a series of echoes, 
which, however feeble, will be heard throughout the famous theatre. It is 
proposed to call these remarkable passages, “ Scala’s Echoes of the Weak,” The 
representative of Besdemona is Signora Pantaieone, who excels in pantomime. 
But Pantaleone is not a pretty name for a lady, is it ? Why not have changed 
it to ColojUbina? 

As regards the setting of some of the most celebrated Shakspearian passages, 
the words “There’s magic in the web of it,” are accompanied by well- 
knitted chords which are positively enchanting. In the speech to the Senate, 
the “ spirit-stirring drum ” will be beaten with a wooden-spoon, which the 
performer will use between the strokes for stirring np a glass of spirits-and- 
water. E<iually happy is the Composer’s treatment of another phrase in the 
same scene. Hearing, that among the eminent Composers who had taken places 
for the first performance, were Gounod, Massenet, Delibes, Tosti, GoKXNa 
Thoatas, and others, he, with delicate flattery, set the words “ My very worthy 
and approved good masters,” to a combination of melodies borrowed from the 
works of these maestri. 

With reference to the orchestration, Yekdi hating, as every great Composer 
must do, the country of Mozaet, Beethoven, Schubebt, Webeb., Metebbeeb, 
Mendelssohn, Wagneb, and so many other musical impostors, has banished 
from his score the German fl.ute. Bearing in mind the adage on the subject of 
two strings to a how, he has introduced a magnificent adagio for violins ; to 
be played with hows each of which has been furnished with two strings. The 
cornets will he without pistons, the trombones without slides, and the clarinets 
(those, I mean, which have been specially constructed for playing in K natural) 
without mouthpieces. After the fibcst performance the Composer of Otello wiR be 
serenaded— not, as many still expect oy Signor Faccio’s magnifi.cent orchestra, 
but (with an appropriateness on which it is unnecessary for me to dwell) by 
a band of Ethiopian serenaders. Wagneb may have composed Music of the 
Future. But never mind the Future. Give me Yebdi, whose beautiful melodies 
entitle him to he considered our First Aorist. Viva Verdi J Vive Milan! 

I And to you Lwill add : Vivez mille ans ! 

Bbouuht to Boob.— Mb. ks . TSJj ^ H. D. Ackland complains that “ Govern- 
ment Literature,” by which he means the Blue Books, is not brought out, either 
in style or price, in a manner to attract the general reading public. Why not, 
then, start a Shilling Series, on the following lines ? Here is a suggestive pre- 
liminarv list: — Saved! or^ the Bleventh Mour. A Cabinet Romance. By the 
Peime Ministeb ; awe? A Story of the Sea. By the Fibst 

Lobd of the Admibalty ; The O'Bourkes of Borg JPoint. A Tale of Irish 
Adventure, By Sir M. Hicks-Beach ; The Financial Spectre. A Psychological 
Mystery. By the Chancellob of the Excheoueb ; The Bemocrads Curse. A 
Social Problem. By the Secbetaby to the Boabd of Tbade ; and Wild Times 
at Woolwich. An Ordnance Hovel. By the Secbetaby of State for Wab. 


TO THE STANDARD. 




TENI, VICI! 

{From Our Correspondent in advance . ) 

Milan, January %^th. 

Yebdi remains dumb, Bono continues mute, Eaccio 
keeps silent, and Bicoedi refuses to say a word. Critics 
are excluded from the rehearsals, and the leading singers 
are hound under heavy penalties not, outside the theatre, 
to sing one note of their leading motives. Hevextheless 
I can give you, about Otello^ information which you 
would scarcely get from anyone else. In the fi.rst place, 
let me note, by way of memorandum, that I have had to 
pay rather a large price for my stall. But it is worth a 
couple of fi.vers to near such a tenor as Tamagno. He 
impersonates Othello : and, with a view to appropriate- 
ness of colour, Yebdi has, in the pianoforte score, written 
the part entirely for the black keys. In one part of the 
opera the terrible moor of Yenice is represented hy what 
I may term a musical landscape composed of airs cuRed 
from the Yenetian lagunes. 

The character of the heroine is admirably painted. 
especiaRy in the last scene, when the dying moan of 
Besdemona is accompanied hy a genuine Cremona 


“ How I ’m fuknished 1 ” 

Give a lad a pair of skates and fiU his 
pockets with a hunch of plum cake, or spice 
loaf, a couple of oranges, a dozen pies, and an 
indefinite quantity of nuts, and you have got 
rid of him for the day.” — Standard. 


PEER PROTESTAHS. 

0 PuNCHE, priscis edite regibus I 

Audi pupRli verba Britannici. 

Ad nunc cogitavimus onmes 
Te pueri Tohiumque brickos. 

Die mi. Latinos in tuo comicq 

Jonrnale quare versiculos sinis ? 

In sortis humhnggo iUius, 

Crede mihi, nihil est jocosum. 

Odi profanes lessons, et arceo, ^ 

Q,uum ad domnm sum especiaRter ; 
Guapro^ter desiras rehetos 
HoRdies spoliare nostros ? 

Yersus dahisne, tempore proximo, 

Kamschatkinenses vel Patagonicos ? 
In classicis putare te ipsum 
Est evidens casenm ululantem ! 

Laudat Pater te ; non ego, per J orem ! 

Ham quum Guherna-tor erat alibi 
Chuxi furiosus in ignes 
Yersieulos tnos pestRentes ! 

Hunc, per Jingonem, confiteor tibi, 

In grande funco sum, quia pro meo 
Hoc crimine exspeeto maxiRam 
Accipere in jiffio tremendam. 

Ad tuos sensus, Punche, et ad “ An- 
gRcam” 

Redi “Reginas ” ! 0 nobilissime, 
Occlude ^arrire, citoque 
Ad Jericho relega Latinum ! 


The Scheme bob a Clcubcsh House. 
—Carry it out. 


VOL. xerr. 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 

fferr Professor. ‘‘Himmel! Yat a vondeefoll JDjbjs^/” 

Lady Godiva. ** Yes ; isn't it. I love it better than ant Tree in the 
PLACE. It ’s full of sweet and tender associations for me ! ” 

Serr Professor. ‘*Ach1 Z6h ! Your Lattship has berhaps blanted it 
tourrzellff 1 Yes ? ” 


OTJE "NOTES AND QUERIES” 

U GANDA. — ‘ ‘ PoLONius,” wlio pupposes paying a summer 
visit to this distant place, in company with three invalid 
uncles, had better, if he wishes to hit on the best route, 
lose no time in at once getting hold of Dr. JuNKEaa, who 
will be able to give him aU the information he requires. 
He need, however, have no scruple about engaging 
fifteen hundred blacks, and, say, five nundred Europeans, 
as an escort, together with three elephants, to carry the 
three Bath-chans of his three invaUd uncles through the 
jungle, of which there are some nine hundred odd miles 
to traverse, if he takes the old route vid Zanzibar. By 
the Congo the route is more varied, and, if he adopted 
this, he would only have to purchase a dozen Penny 
Steamers, and mount the river. This is easily done witn 
an experienced Captain. The crocodile-shooting is ex- 
cellent, but the chief local sport consists of hunting 
strangers for their skins, which, as there is no close 
season, is carried on all the year round, and is very ex- 
citing. "With a view to providing against eventualities 
in this direction, he would perhaps do as well to supply 
his three uncles with a Gatling-gun a-piece. As the 
only current coin south of the Equator consists of rum 
and brass stair-rods, he should, if he wishes to pay his 
way, take care to be well furnished with these before 
setting out on his expedition. There is no respectable 
chemist on the upper reaches of the YVhite Nile, and it 
would be as well not to rely on securing efl5.cient medical 
attendance at Uganda, the leading native doctor having 
treated his last European patient for headache by scalping 
him with a tomahawk. But for further particulars 
“PoLONius” had better refer to a CentrS African 
Bradshaw. 

Circular Tour.— No, we know of no tickets that 
enable you to visit Paris, Milan, Munich, Berlin, St. 
Petersburg, Hamburg, Stettin, and Boulogne, travelling 
first-class for £1 13s. 6c?. The most economical plan if 
“Pompet’^ could make up Ms party to thirteen inside 
and twelve out, would be to Mre a two-horse omnibus. 
Yes, wolves are just now plentiful in Russia. They 
may be best kept at a distance by syringing them freely 
with oMoroform. 

A Glenbeigh Remonstrance. 

' "Whichever course to take you choose, 

The game you surely see you ’ll lose. 

' Eor, if you leave them out or in, 

Botn ways it’s clear they ’re hound to Winn ! 


WHO^S TO HATE IT? 


The announcement that Russia will not insist on the candidature 
of the Prince of Mingbelia for the Bulgarian Throne, has at once led 
to active “inquiry” on the part of the Regents at Sofia. The 
following few replies taken at random from a British Letter-Bag, 
may be regarded as a sample of the innumerable answers of a confi- 
dential character received oy them in the course of the last few days. 

Mr Dear Sirs, 

^ Believe me, I am deeply sensible of the honour you do me, 
in offering me the Bnlgarian crown, and thongh I assure you my 
heart goes out to you in response, I am compelled to decline it. I 
could not interfere with our present magnificent business. But 
could you not send the Sobranje and your Constitution over here ? I 
might place it iu the hands of Wills and possibly produce it the 
season after next. Think this over, and believe me, with all artistic 
sympathy, Yours devotedly, BEenrx Irving. 

Dear Sirs, 

Notwithstanding your flattering assurance, which 1 fully 
believe, that my acceptance of the throne would be favourably viewed 
at St. Petersburg, I must nevertheless beg you to hold me excused if 
I say “ No,” to your tempting offer.^ My energies are at the present 
moment ^concentrated lOn the acquisition of a far more important 
leadership nearer home. I am, Dear Sirs, Tours sincerely, 

W. E. Gladstone. 

Mr. J. L. Toole presents Ms compliments to the Regents at Sofia, 
and begs to inform those gentlemen that as Ms present West -End 
engagement as Butler ^ suits him uncommonly well, he has no idea of 
thxovringitup to take that of a mere East-End Monarch, the per- 
quisites of whose place are not even mentioned. Mr. J. L. Toole 
would inform the Regents that if they wanted a good showy 
substantial middle-aged potentate, who would look the part 


thoroughly, they could not do better than fall back upon Mr. Billing- 
ton, though Mr. J. L. T. much doubts whether that gentieman will 
see Ms way to entertaining the idea himself. 

Gentlemen, 

I MUST confess myself overwhelmed by the distinction you 
have done me the favour to confer on me. But you surely cannot be 
acquainted with my principles. Why, I should be cutting down my 
own Civil List, and in a week should not be left with a single princely 
prerogative. Try Edmund. I am, Gentlemen, 

Yours faithfully, Henry Labouchere. 

Dear Sirs, 

Your generous offer that I should ascend the Bnlgarian 
throne taking the title of Augustus Drumolanus the First, though 
it comes upon me as a pleasant surprise, finds me so occupied in 
ruling an empire of my own, that, spite its flattering character,^ I 
must ask you to excuse me if I do little more than acknowledge it. 
Need I point out that the task of consolidating a Balkan State cannot 
for a moment he corqpared to that of superintending the double per- 
formance daily of a Jubilee Pantomime, and in that I am at present 


engaged. Enclosing you three orders for the Upper Boxes, 

1 am. Dear Sirs, lours very cordially, Augustus Harris. 

“The Sheridans.”— In these two volumes (Bentley and Son) 
Mr. Percy Fitzgerald gives us an interesting account of tMs excep- 
tioB^y gifted family. There is not much new about that unprincipled 
genius, Richard Brinsley himself ; but there never was much really 
“new’’ about him, as he made anything worth taking his own, re- 
producing it worked up and polished to perfection, so that it looked 
“ as good as new,” and was, in fact, much better. As to the story 
about the actors receiving their parts in the last Act of Pizarro 
I within half an hour of their playing it, and then playing it suocess- 
i fuRy, we only wonder that anyone with Mr. Fitzgerald’s practical 
i experience of the Stage could accept and repeat it as literally true. 
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M^nd-iph Ch^Toh-ll. I 'yb got A lot of Squibs and ( 

Therb was a little boy, and be bad a little game, 
n hicb be fancied only be bimself could play, play, pixy. 
But although it was a lark. 

He preferred to keep it dark. 

And wbat it was precisely be’d not say, say, say, 

^me thought be ^d missed bis tip, but others said, “Ob,’i 
He knows exactly what be is about, ’bout, ’bout, ’bout.” 
But, whether sage or fool, 

When his mates went into school, 

He chuckled and decided to keep out, out, out. 


Crackers in my Pocket. 
S:nooL-TiME ! 


I ’ll have such a Game with them this 


^ys one, ‘‘ Don’t be an ass ! You ’ve got into the first class. 
You’ve a level chance of being “ cock ” and boss, boss, boss. | 

‘ ‘ Come in and take your slate ; ” 

But says he, “I’d rather wait. 

And I’m game to run the risk, and stand the loss, loss, loss.” 

So here he stands, his pockets stuffed with crackers, sQuibs, and rockets, 
With red and blue fire ready for to burn, burn, bum. 
Does the little lad meau larks ? 

Well, he who stands and marks 
The youthful pyrotechnist soon will learn, learn, learn I 
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THE HAT DIFFICULTY SOLVED. 

Idea loTTOwedfrom the Tombs of the Cardimls in Eouen Cathedral. 

[The Cardinals* Hats are suspended over the Tombs by long strings from the Eoof.] 


EElVLEMBERINa TO FORGET. 

A Eawarden ballade. 

“The Celt in Mr. E. L. Stevenson’s fascinating Kidnapped, 
prides himself on the ease with which he ‘ remembers to forget.’ 
Something of the same faculty must exist in Mr. Q-ladstone* s 
many-sided mind .” — Letter of Mrs. Fawcett to the Times. 

I. 

The Government in days gone “by 
On private letters seized^ 

Inspected them tipon the sly 
Exactly as they pleased. 

And why do I rejoice, no more, 

That now such deeds are done, 

When we inspected three or four, 

In eighteen eighty-one ? 

O’er such mere fedes should I fret ? 

No, — Kve remembered to forget ! 

n. 

And ’twas but fourteen months ago, 

For this that Parnell’s crew 
Denounced the Government as low, 

Such tactics to pursue. 

“ A cowardly and servile herd ” 

They styled us in their ire. 

How comes it that they ’re no more stirr’d 
By this aggressive nre ! 

Ah ! have they wiser counsel met, 

And, too — remembered to forget I 


The Political Rights oe Woiien.— 'Mrs. M. declares 
herself the champion of her sect. She says she doesn’t see 
why women should be denied the electrical franchise. 


A LITTLE PEOPHECT ABOUT A BIG THING. 

“And what is this place asked the civilised New-Zealander, 
who, tired of sitting on the ruins of London Bridge (which, truth to 
tell, were not very safe), had journeyed further West. 

‘ Well,” said the Oldest Inhabitant, shaking his snowy locks 
mo^nful^, it has a very sad history ! It was commenced nearly 
a hundred years ago, when I was quite a child, and it has never 
been completely finished.” 

“Dear me! ” observed the intelligent foreigner, putting np his 
elecfric pince-ne% ; “ and yet it seems to he sadly out of repair ! ” 

It does, it does I ” sobbed the emotional veteran. “ I can scarcely 
bear to look at it. So full of promise too when originated 1 ” 

‘ Was it ever a theatre ? ” asked the New-Zealander. 

“ I fancy it was at one time,” replied his informant. “lam not 
quite sure, bee^se^ it has had gaps in its history which no one bgg 
the memory tq^l in ; but I rather think that it was used once for a 
Shakspearian Festival on the occasion of the four-hundredth anni- ^ 
versary of the poet’s birth. I fancy they played Samlet in it.” ' 
c ^ queried the New-Zealander. 

Well, there was a gr^t fiourish of trumpets, but (so tradition 
says) not much money. The Public did not care to invest in an 
TiTi^oTO quantity.” And the Oldest InhaMtant wiped his eyes 
With a German cotton handkerchief. 

“ I am not surprised. But how did it begin P ” 

“ It took several years budding, and then was opened "either as a 
Teotocal CoUege or a Circus-I fraget which, but I knowit has been 
hoto. I fmcy it must have been first a Cirons, as I have some recol- 
lection oi the loose boxes bemg turned into studies, which I imamria 
were used subsequently for the Technical CoUeee.” 

“ Well, what became of it next ? ” 

“ Then, I think just about the time of the burning of St. Paul’s 
it was used as a substitute for that cathedraL When the old churdi 
was rehuut, it became empty again.” 

“Yes?” 


ci-n-j •! — X- — ^ vrao iatiicr a success as an asvium.'' 

, D'^^cojfiiiiuetobeusedforthatpnrp.sef ” " 

Sot tor vew long ; bwanse the inmates, besoming convalescent 
a (Wttee, and, With the pe^S^lf 
Lunacy Commisswners (who took a very lively interest in the 

“ Swimiing Bath and Garfen of 
t^^iftoriMse^m?^^ Newspaper^ Departmen^X 

“ ^d how d^ it succeed in its new oharaoter ? ” 

I am afraid not quite as weE as its best friends could have 


wished. Somehow or other the Swimming Bath and Garden of 
Acclimatisation affiliated to the Newspaper Department of the 
British Museum, although hoasting some most illustrious names on 
the management, never entirely secured the absolute confidence of 
the Britisn Public. It was then used by the Government for testing 
^eir new invention— their non-explosive gunpowder and innocuous 
dynamite.” 

“Yes?” 

^ “And then, through a slight miscalculation on the part of the 
mventor (a most excmlent officer in the Commissariat), the building 
was blown into atoms, and left as you see it now.” 

“ Most interesting ! ” murmured the New-Zealander. “ But what 
was it called ? ” 

“ It was called originally— that is to sayiu 1887— the Imperial 
Institute ! ” 


A PROTEST. 

We lately came across an advertisement of Mr. Jones’s Soble 
Vagabond, at the Princess’s, and here it is : — 

P UNCH says : “I shall certainly advise all my friends to go and see 
TheKohle Vagabondd^ 

Mr.^ Punch objects to being misquoted. What he did say, in con- 
vers^ionwith Mr, Nibbs, was, “I shall tell” — ^the advertisement 
Ims been amended in this respect — “all my friends to go and see 
mis mece for the sake of Miss Dorotht Dene’s performance and 
3^. Wabnee s remarkable imitation of the make-up and manner of 
Mr. Jui^ Ceoss as Old ScorierJ* 

^ PmcA,— who was disappointed with the play, 
wmcn he thinks utterly collapses in the Third Act, — said, audit is not 
to put this Managerial gloss on Mr, PuncWs words ^hy placing 
a full stop in the line where there was no stop at all. The Manage- 
ment havmg inserted a full stop in the wrong place, Mr, Punch 
makes this protest in order to pnt a finfll stop in the right place to 
rach misquotations. He can’t permit it, even to a Jones and his 
Jsolle Vagabond. 

2Totes for tlie German Xlmperor’s SpeecRes. 

Deeply touched at enthusiasm. 

Sorry that Army Bill has not passed. 

Bitterly grieved not sufficient ammunition. 

Pained beyond measure not better guns. 

Wouimed to the heart that killing power has not been extended. 

,, The above to be well larded with texts, and to be fiavoured with 
the Conventicle. 
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THE CHILDREN’S FANCY DRESS BALL AT THE MANSHUN HOUSE. 

Whether it was that this heing what is called the Jewhely Tear, 
— thoRgliJ.’in hardly _sTire as I !mows why — everythink as anybody 

, ^ 1 does in his pnblick capassity is xpected : 

to he done much betterer and much 
grander than ever it was done afore, 
of course I don’t know, but this I do 
know, and I should like to know who 
ort to know, if I don’t know, that the 
Children’s Pancy Dress Ball of last 
Wensday was the most wunder- 
fullest of all we ever had there, and 
pretty Allice was onyoneof the many 
hundreds as wanderd about in Wun- 
derland on that most ewentM evening. 
Of course, this being Queen’s year, 
the fust thort as struck the Lady 
Maress when she set down to carmly 
think over the hole matter, was a 
Eoyal Percesshun of all the Kings and 
Queens as we ever had. How we 
managed to git on afore we 'hadn’t 
none, it isn’t for me, nor such as me, 
to say. Praps they was more of a 
Social lot than we is now, but that’s 
neither here nor there. Well, I 
r.- 1 I.- j — TT dou’t sorpose as one of aU the 

The Girl we lef(;behind us.” no not Mr. OnGnsms 

Arris hisself , who I saw a gazing at it in perfound estonishment, 
will wenture to say as they ewer seed anytmnk to ekal it. Fancy 
all the Kings and Queens of England being acted by most butifool 
children, and all drest in the most lovely sattin and welwet dresses 
as countless suwerins could procure. Some on ’em was that perfeck 
in ewery respek as made you think as proberbly most of our great 
Kings and Queens was werry little uns. 

I declares as I was in that state of egscitement at the site, that I 
can ardly remember none on ’em separately, but jest a few lingers in 
fond mem’ry. Mart, Queen of Scotch was purfekly lovely, and 
didn’t at all mind being so close to Queen Euzareth, who went 
sailing by with her choler up, with all the dignerty of a reel Lady 
Maress. King Henert the 8th, axshaUy brought all his six wives 
with him, and insted of looking, jest a little bit ashamed of hisself, 
before sich a company too, went along a larfing away as if he was 
quite proud of ’em, The two poor little Princes who was a being 
taken to the Tower, close by, and who was drest in most butifom 
black sattin, was the hobserwed of all hobserwers, and if their good 
mother append to be present, as she proberbly was, she must have 
been a prowd and happy woman, I did hear as they was descended 
from the grate Abhot a’Beckett, but I ain’t werry weU up in my 
Concbology. Charles the 2ni), who I allers understood was one of 
tbe wust of the old lot, went strutting along like the best on ’em, 
Charles the 1st looked jest a littel melancoUy, as one wood 
natrally expeck, funder his rayther uncumfortabel circumstances. 

Well, after this wunderfool site was all over, lots of their mad jestys 
and their attendants came a rushing into the refreshment room as if 
* suddenly seized with a parching thirst, so I hadn’t much oppertunity 
for seeiag what emediately foUered, which I was told was the Per- 
forming Dogs, and Punch and Judy, which seemed rayther a slite on 
the Koyal personidges as had jest finished. I noticed, later on in the 
evening, as many of the Kings and Queens looked remarkable tired. 
If it he so for a few hours what must it he for many long ears ! 

One of the most remarkablest effects of the hole evening was 
caused, I was told, by the sudden change of weather. Beowh was 
the first to come and enounce it to us, which he did by rushing in 
and saying, “ Here’s a pretty go! all the stattys in the All is a 
hustiag out into a perfuse perspirashun! ” And so they was I And 
a wunderful site it was to see, they looked for aU the world as if 
they’d aU bin a bathing, and had aU forgot their towels, and sum- 
body had stole aU their clothes. I saw the nex Lord Mare and Lady 
Maress a looking on at the percesshun, as if they was a saying to 
theirselves, we shaU have to do our best to heat this, hut we ’U try, 
and them as knows ’em best, says, whatever they makes up their 
minds to you may consider it dun. 

With my usual good fortin I got behind the scenes at the Punch 
and Judy show, and I hardly expeeks to be heleeved whenT says that 
the hole of the orchester for that most intresting performance was 
performed by one werry jewvenile performer. He played the drum 
with one hand, and a large number of mewsical pipes with the other, 
and with a sperrit and energy as was quite wunderfool considering as 
it was aU done on two cups of coffee and one lemonade. 

The new Q-ovemor of the Tower was there. Lord Ma&ralen, I 
think they oaUed him, I don’t know whether he came to look after 
the two young Princes who had managed to get out, posserhly not. 
But I herd a Common Councilman say to him, as he was takiug a cup 
of coffee, “ I assures you, my Lord, we aU sleeps much more cum- 


fertahle in our beds since your Lordship has been apinted Governer 
of tbe Tower.” His Lordship didn’t say nothing in reply, but there 
was a twinHe in bis keen gray eye as spoke woUums. I ’ve had a 
rather long experiense in warious kinds of gammon, naturaUy so, 
from my special wocashun, hut I says without a shadow of a dowt, 
that for a perfeck sampel of that great gift, and said unhlushingly, 
and with ewery semblance of sincerity, commend me to a well- 
seesoned Common Councilman. 

How one touch of natur makes us all kiugs and queens I No 
sooner had a most butifool young lady, named Alice, hegun for to 
show us aU she had seen in Wunderland, which I suppose is somewhere 
I in Monseer Jiixes "Werner’s country, that my son William: reads to us 
about sumtimes, than all the kings, and queens, and princes, and their 
atendants, and even jockeys, and ploughhoys, and niggers, and 
charity children, and sailors, all rushed into the Egyptian 
which was turned into a Theater, with fields and trees jest like life, 
and sat down and laughed, and clapped their hands at all the funny 
little things they saw and heard, jest as if they was all aJfice. And 
then, as another proof of the truth of wot I says, direckly it was over 
they all with one acord rusht upstairs to supper, and pegged away 
at tbe boxmtifool repast as if they had cum out in such a hurry that 
they had quite forgot to have their di^er. 

And so ended this wunderfool evening, and the one eonsolashnn as 
the liberal Conservative Lord Mare, and his butifool Lady Maress 
has for all their great trouble is, that eweryhody in the whole twelve 
hundred, Waiters and all, went away singing their prases. 

Egbert. 

“THOMSON’S SEASONS.” 

Air — And so said Dr» Johnson,** 


Spring, Summer, Autumn, Win- 1 
ter too, 

The Sun is always ruling. 

In spite of all the Sun can do, 

The World is slowly cooling. 
Ten million years the World’s to 
last, 

As long as there is some Sun, 
Enough to warm us— when that ’s 
past, 

Look out! Says Wttltam 
Thomson. 


The Sun can’t keep on every 
3rear 

A rising and a sinking ; 

One evening it wOl disappear 
For ever, off like winkmg. 

It ’s rather hard upon the Moon, 
Who gets her mild light f rom 
Sun, 

One comfort is ’twon’t happen 
soon — 

Not yet, Sir William Thom- 
son. 


TURNING OVER NEW LEAVES. 

The Hon. Mrs. Chetwtnd’s Sara (F. Y. W:pTE & Co.), though 
somewhat dull at the beginning, increases in interest as the story 

proceeds. The misunder- 
standing is cleverly worked 
out; aud if the story is 
somewhat too long, it is the 
fault rather of the absurd 
three - voluminous system 
than the author. The best 
^ work has been expended on 
^ tbe heroine : “ Che sard, 
sard,*^ Undoubtedly, Sara 
is the main attraction of the 
novel. Xove and Liking-^ 
“For loving and liking he 
little did care I ” sang the 
Jolly ^Young Waterman. 
We will not he so incon- 
siderate to apply the lino 
to Miss M. E. Smith’s novel, 
but undoubtedly we should 
have liked it better had it 
been shorter. Authors are not to be blamed for this so mnch as 
libraries. Tears ago novels were published in four volumes, 
sometimes in six. We are gradually mproving, and shortly the 
one- volume story will carry all before it. JBelcaro (W. Satcheil 
& Co.) is a hook of essays on sundry sesthetical questions, Ty the 
clever lady who writes under the mm de plume of Yebnon Lee.” 
JEstheticism has been so associated with Mrs, Cimdbue Brown and 
Maudle, and the rest of the long-haired unhealthy lot, that it would 
be well to warn mere glancers at the title-page that there is nothing 
whatever of pinchheoK aestheticism ahont this volume. They will 
find ten essays on Ait, and all of them well worth reading. Tke 
Making of New England (J. Eisher Unwin), hj Samuel Adams 
Drahb, is a compact little volume, full of information weU indexed. 
At a time when everyone is talking about patching up Old Eng- 
land, it will doubtless be edifying to bear how they made the 
New. 




THE ^^EMEEGENCT-MAN/' 

Gonra on, Gentlemen ? Season’s come round ! 
l^ot quite so eager^ though, Punch wi}l he bound, 

Not quite so frantic for skating’s high larks 
As zealots who dock to our ponds and our parks. 

Careless of duckinp:s, defiant of dangers. 

You to the risks of the ice are no strangers. 

Many a downer ” has Salisjbtjby had ; 

Smith, you’ve been “in” once or twice, eh, my lad ? 

Fancy now I Fellows will write to the papers, 

Grumbling at checks on their perilous capers. 

Girding at Ice-men and Bobbies, whose care 
Keeps ’em~harsh tyrants !— from ice that won’t bear. 

Claiming a wrong-headed Briton’s full right 
To drown, ii he will, in his country’s despite. 

Funny now, isn’t it ? How do pou feel ? 

Smith seems a little bit “ down by the heel ; ” 

Knees rather wide, a left foot rather lagging, 

And arms like inebriate semaphores wagging. 

Perhaps his new “ Acmes” — which Bandolph resigned — 

Feel a little bit strange, and not quite to his mind. 

Skates that are not quite a fit, my dear Smith, 

May fiabherghast even a chap of yonr pith. 

Ice doesn’t look quite so sound as it might. 

There are several “ Dangerous” places in sight. 

First on, you of conrse will run every risk, 

But Cecil looks confident, not to say brisk ; 

Strikes out right and left, like a “ crack”’ at the art. 

Seems to fancy himself quite a sort of “ Fish ” Smaht, 

Who can fiy like a Fen man, or roll like a Dutchman. 

“ Come, SiOTHiE, hold up ! Why that desperate clutch, man ? 
You nip like a lobster, and sprawl like a crab. 

What ? It ’s all very well for a chap who ’s a dab 
At balance and pace, but you ’d far rather slide f 
Oh, nonsense, my Snel— 1 mean SiOTH—where ’s your pride ? 
Let Mahsh— ahem 1 — Ceoss— stoop to ‘ keep the pot hoihng,’ 
Yon ’ve now a fine chance, which you mustn’t be spoiling. 

Hold up I Strike out well from the heel ! That ’s your sort ! 
Outside edge, with good pluck, is such capital sport. 


Why, Eahdolph— confound him ! — will grin if we fumble ; 
Keep cool, put on pace, and, with luck, you won’t tumble. 
Eh, what ? ‘ Will it hear f ’ Why, of course it ’s all right ; 
And, besides, our * Emergency Man’ is in sight, 

With the corks and the ropes, and the drags, too, at need, 
He will come to the rescue, man. Danger,, indeed ! 

We are bound to go on, so let ’s have a good spin, 

And what if we tumble, or even get in ? 

There ’s some risk, to be sure, but no reason for scare. 

I tell you, my boy, we ’re quite safe-while he ’s there ! 


“HERE WE ARE AGAIN!” 

The new eccentric burlesque opera Puddygore , — an idiotic but ap- 
propriate title,— by Messrs. Gilbeet andSuixiVAH, was produced last 
Saturday night. Nothing that excellent scenery, exquisite costumes, 
pretty faces, thorough drilling, good singing, and plenty of dancing, 
and a gushingly enthusiastic audience, could do to achieve a first 
night’s success was omitted, and yet, somehow, Puddygore wasn’t 
happy. There were three distinct hits, firstly Mr. Lely’s song and 
hornpipe, secondly Mr. Baeedstgtoh and Miss Boim in their serious 
duett and dance,— reminding ns of “ The Quaker sP once so popular 
at the Music Halls and in a Gaiety burlesque,— and thirdly, the sur- 
prise (which is the essence of wit) caused by Sir Aethuh Sullivah, 
who, when the scene was in total darkness, conducted his orchestra 
with what at first sight appeared to be the familiar red hot poker of 
antomime, but wbicn was in reality a baton illuminated by electric 
ght. The idea of the' burlesque is foimy to start with, hut not to go 
on with. The development of the scene froiu Mr. GiLBEKT’s-4^es-4^o 
at the Geemah Reeds’ is not as effective as it might and ought to have 
been. The first Act is bright, the second isn’t. At any other Theatre 
the same piece, with different names attached to its production, would 
have had a bad time of it, but who will venture to say this of the 
Great Twin Brethren of the Savoy, who are alw ays treated on the 
“ most favoured Theatre ” terms by the critics f We speak only of 
it as we found it on the first night ; perhaps, after some excision, it 
may be considerably improved ; but, “ takmg one consideration with 
another,” Ruddygore is not even up to the mark of The Princess or 
lolanthe^ and not within measurable distance of The Mikado^ which, 
by the way, might be successfully revived. 



W. H. Sm-th. “WILL IT BEAU?” Lokd S-i-SB-ar. “COME ON! WE ’UE SAFE ENOUGH— AS LONG AS THERE! 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCHES STUDIO. 

'No. XIY.— The Siuallest Ahohtmotjs Attehoe m Existence. 

^ Those mdnstrioTis persons wlio deyote their l^est energies to solving: 
riddles in weekly papers for the dazzling guerdon of a diyided'guinea 
might employ their ingenuity 
to worse purpose than in the V 

endeavour to ascertain the par- 
ticnlar kmd of author who \ 

forms the subject of this study, 
and a prize of sensational value / > 
might be offered with perfect 
security to the successful com- \ 

Of course a great many 
whose delight is in the Retort 
Obvious, would write to connect : 

this somewhat dubious distinc- 
tion with the writer of this 
paper, but in that case he 
would, as the awarder of the T 

prize, feel it his duty to ad- 
judge aU such answers incor- 
rect. However, he thinks it 

advisable to propitiate any S 

CEdipus among his readers with 
what he believes are known as 

This obscure, but not wholly 
uninteresting ^ literary pheno- 
menon, then, is a compound of 

paradoxes. Unknown, even under so much as a nom de guerre or 
inverted initials, his works occupy the same shelves as the most 
popular novels of the day. He is as much read as anyone, yet 
there are none to praise his style or recommend him. Endowed 
with a conceit which approaches the sublime, he yet remains of his 
own free will a modest abstraction, and never gives the slightest clue 
to his identity. He is the most egotistic of al&uists, a cynic with a 
flow of sloppy sentiment, a Puritan whose expressions verge at times 
upon the Aristophanic, an ardent grammarian and a shady speller, 
and through all these and countless other incompatible phases, he 
remains the same One and Indivisible Pool, and preserves unstained 
his escutcheon as a manysided but still unmistakable ass. 

Are more lights wanted ? They shall be given. The covers which 
enshrine some of his best productions, bear titles which convulsed all 
literary London in their day, and at Jones’s Esplanade Library or 
Bhown’s Pump-Room Bazaar, are even now occasionally inquired 
for on wet afternoons. Yet it will be scarcely credited that he never 
received a single penny from a publisher for anything he has written, 
and that in spite of the circulation he has attained, a grateful country 
will never place his effigy upon a pedestal, or his name upon its 
Civil List I He does not even expect this himself. 

Does the reader give it up ? Ho, of course he guessed it long ago— 
but Mr, Punch at all events will not condemn him to pass a week 
upon tenterhooks. He hastens to announce that the form of anony- i 
mous small-authorship which it is intended to study here, is that 
exhibited by the versatile and indefatigable being who scribbles 
upon the margins of books which do not belong to him, remarks 
which are of no general interest. 

Mr, Punch of course, is not unaware that many of our greatest 
writers have covered the books they have borrowed with marginal 
annotations that render them priceless for all time, but he considers ^ 
it unnecessary to draw distinctions which are so obvious. ! 

The Marginal Annotator of the baser sort is remarkable for his omni- I 
vorousness, he will annotate anything from Mr, Sponge's Sporting \ 
Tour, to i)aniel Deronda, Thackeeay to Uncle Torres Cabin, Miss 
Beotjghton to John IngUsant— it is all the same to him, and the 
stumpy lead pencil which seems to lend itseK more readily to the i 
flow of his ideas. j 

In his more reserved moods he simply conflnes himself to recording i 
whether the author has or has not fllledhis intellectual void. If this 
has been accomplished, he writes “good,” or underlines passages 
here and there, while in case of a failure, he inscribes upon the 
title-page the crushing condemnation, “ Rot ! ” 

But fliis terseness of his will expand at times, often into auto- 
biographical fragments of incalculable value and interest, as where 
after some vivid word-painting by Mr. Black or Mr. Blackmoee, 
our Annotator good-naturedly nciforms us that he was in the neigh- 
bourhood himself some time ago, and stopped at the best hotel, but 
considers the descrmtion of scenery in the text rather exaggerated. 
He is great too on Ethics : “ The author is wrong here,” he remarks, 
opposite one of the profounder passages of G-eoe&e Eliot, “ see 
article in this week’s Family Herald on similar subject.” Or, “ why 
didn’t she teU the Yicar at once that she was secretly married to the 
Baronet’s foster-brother ? ” Etiquette, too, is a strong point of his. j 


“ Ho lady would have said this ! ” and “ Hot the act of a gentleman J ” 
he comments severely at intervals. 

He will often bitterly resent the behaviour of certain characters : 

“ Why does the author make Mrs, Proudie so disagreeable ? ” “I 
think Becky Sharp a wretch!'^ “I hate Count Fosco/” he 
records on various margins. 

Then we meet him in his captious and carping mood : when, for 
example, he sneers, “The author appears to think partridge are shot 
with a breechloader / ” or, “I was not aware you caught salmon with a 
worm ! ” Indeed he is always industrious in detecting and removing 
blemishes, and has been known to change “Oxbridge ” to Cambridge, 
and “Camford” to Oxford, wherever he comes upon these palpable 
slips. It is sad to find from internal evidence that the Marginal 
Annotator’s hfe has not been all sunshine, that he, too, has 
fulfilled the common doom — ^has loved and been betrayed! For 
how else can we explain such Byronic ejaculations as, “How like a 
woman!” “A lie! no woman is ever sincere — ^theyare all hypo- 
crites! ” or such a passage as this, “ The author must have known 
what it is to waste his affection upon a heartless doll, or he could 
not have described it so accurately ! ” 

But the Marginal Annotator is full of contradictions, which if not 
wilful, are so glaring at times as to force upon us an uneasy im- 
pression that there may be two or more of him— worse still, that a 
female Annotator is not an utter impossibility. For some of the 
utterances are suspiciously feminine, while others are highly nncom- 
plimentary criticisms, not of the printed text, but of foregoing 
marginal comments, which, unless the writer, like Mr. Ruskust, is 
correcting the extravagance of his cruder youth, it seems difficult to 
accept as the work of the same hand. 

However, there are solemn mysteries which we shall never be 
accounted worthy to penetrate in this lower hfe; the Marginal 
Annotator will never raise his mask, never inform us why or for 
whom he undertakes his supererogatory labours. 

And it may be that, in some future stage of the world’s progress, 
when posterity evolves the power to read the myriad characters which 
have so long sparkled nndeciphered upon the scroll of Heaven, there 
too amongst those dread secrets will he discerned, scribbled in 
asteroids or dotted down in fixed stars, some such brilliant observa- 
tion as,:“ How true I ” or, “ What Bosh ! ” But even in apotheosis the 
Marginal Annotator will probably remain anonymous. 

FUHHT LAW IH A COMIC COURT OF JOCULAR JUSTICE. 

Scene— .4 Chamber in the Queen^s Bench Division of the High 
Court of Justice, Theatrical Trial in progress, Fverybody in 
good spirits except {possibly) the litigants. Famous Comedian i 
has Just entered the Witness-Box, \ 

Mr, Keystone, Q,C, Ha! ha! Mr. Footlight! Here we are ! 
ag^! {Laughter,) Weh, and how do you find yourself to-morrow? 
{Moars of laughter,) 

Mr, Footlight, My Lord, {laughter) am I hound {renewed laughter) 
to answer {continued laughter) tnat question? {Boars of laughter). 
His Lordship, It is not quite^relevant, but no doubt the Counsel 
is following bis instructions. 

Mr, Keystone, Q.C, I am more likely to follow my nose. 
{^Laughter,) How, Mr. Footlight, have you ever played Macbeth f ; 
[Laughter,] I am looking at you ! {Boars of laughter,) 

Mr, Footlight, I cannot {laughter) call to mind {renewed laughter) 
that I ever {continued laughter) have played Macbeth, {Boars of 
laughter.) 

Mr, Keystone,Q, C. I suppose you couldn’t play unless the proper 
one were given yon? {Laughter,) 

His Lordship, “Play?” “Cue?” But I’ve not yet heard a 
word about billiards. {Laughter,) 

Mr, Keystone, Q, C, Ho, my Lord, but we ’re playing for the 
pocket. {Shouts,) 

Mr, Footlight, And I’m always on the spot. {Convulsions of 
laughter. Two Ushers carried out, and their neckties undone,) 

Mr, Keystone, Q, C, Well, Mr. Footlight, can yon tell me if a 
herring and a half cost three-halfpence, how much twelve will come 
to ? {Laughter,) 

Mr, Bope, Really, I do not wish^to interfere with my learned 
friend, but there is a limit to everything, and I think that limit has 
been reached. The Defendant is a foreigner, friendless, and not 

Messed with too much money, and 

Mr, Keystone, Q. C, Hot blessed with too much money ! ^ I like 
that I Why, without money she would have seen precious little of 
my learned friend on this occasion ! {Laughter,) He would not 
have given her much rope. {B^ars of laughter,) 

\_And so on, and so on, for two or three days until the Trial closes %n, 

’Aeh ’It. — ^I t is not true that Mr. H. A. Jones tried to obtain the 
services of Signor Ae®-’it-i as Musical Conductor at the Haymarket 
Theatre. 
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AN APPEAL TO APOLLO. 

{From « Quiet Neighbourhood,) 

A SCORE of organs all tlie day 
Wheeze, hammer, reel, and grind it— 

The Chord the lady tried to play, 

But failed, alas, to find it. 

And nomad merchants roar, sans ee$se, 
Their barter-checking jargon, 

Until I almost learn to bless 
Their efforts when they are gone. 

Their dainty-footed donkeys bray 
As elsewhere bray no donkeys ; 

And German bands of demons play 
In tottering time and wrong keys. 

With raucous voice he breaks my rest 
Who thunders forth the dirges 

Of clothes that once, belike, were “ best,’^ 
The Rag-and-Boanerges. 

0 Phoebus, have them all convey’d 
Afar, in peace, to fiU a 

Sahara of itinerant trade. 

But spare the poet’s villa I 

A New “Tanglewood Taije.”— Some- 
body else is “keeping up the Classics,” 
too, Mr, Punch is glad to see. In the 
Novelty Theatre (good ending for a hex- 
ameter — “in Noveltate Theatro”) last 
week was performed an English Play, 
called Dux Eedux, or a Forest Tangle^ 
written, and partly acted, too, by James 
Rhoades. But who was the Dux^^ ? We 
don’t see our way, even with Rhoades to 
keep us straight. Was it a political skit, 
and was the “JDwa?” W. E. G. ? If so, 
why ‘ ‘ redux ’ ’ ? Perhaps, Tommy suggests, 
it was meant for “reduced.” But in the 
Play there is a revolt of wood-cutters, and 
wood-cutters would never cut the Ha- 
warden feller. We knew a Dux once at 
school, but he is not likely to play “ Dux ” 
again. Time has played ducks (and drakes) 
with Mm probably before now. Who was 
it? If it’s supposed to be Mr. Rhoades's 
magnum opus^ why not have called it 
The Colossus of Rhoades, and have 
attracted attention that way. The result 
was, we believe, satisfactory. 


'-THE GOOD OLD TIMES" 

Freddy {in his First Childhood), “ Gran’p’a, what did you do m tour Chris’mas Holi- 
days, when” — {sniff) — “when the Wires broke an’ you couldn’t — couldn’t get Seats 
for” — ijbredks down) — “the Pantomime— boo-oo ! ” 

Patriarch {in his Second), “ What did we do, my Boy I Wires I Why we walked 
through the Snow, and paid our Money, and took our Seats. No Wires an’ Gim- 

ORAOKS THEN, PrEDDY 1 — CUTTING THE POOR CoACHMEN’S HeADS OFF ! — ^WlRES !” 

i {Dozes ofplaciddy. 


The following advertisement offers a fine chance to some enterprising Bath Chair Sir 
Galahad:— 

T^ATRIMONY. — WIDOW, COUNTESS, about 40, no family, pleasing, nnpretending, 
ilJ. cultured, domesticated, haying lost fortune and home, wishes for the protection of a Protestant 
Husband, elderly or even inyalid, requiring a cheerful, Christian, attenrive, devoted wife.— Address, 

The quaMcations of “elderly or even invalid” would seem to imply that the ruined but 
unpretending” Conntess was m the hopes of getting a Knight Hospitaller to come to her 
rescue. She ought to be overwhelmed witn replies. 

1 Motto tor the Glestbeigh Tenants. — Vce EvicUs ! 


A TRANSPONTINE STUDY. 

You think she ’s a dainty dairymaid 
From a Watteau-Dresden dairy, 

A Nymph from a New Arcadia’s glade, 
Or a Savoy Theatre fairy ; 

A figure cut from a lon~lon box, 

’ A cook, from a School of Cookery : 

Oh no— she ’s a stndy in pink and white, 
Of a girl from a London rookery. 

Red-kerchieft yonths, in furry caps, 
Would woo and win— and whop her, 
But her demeanour is perhaps 
Discouragiugly proper ; 

And when on gallant lover’s breast 


And when on gallant lover’s breast 
Reposiug aU her weight she ’s, 

In modest wise she drops her eyes, 

But never drops her H’s. 

Her thonghts are, like her attic, high, 
Expressed in language stately ; 

Though where she picks the language up 
Has exercised me greatly. 

And the dangerous classes worship her, 
As Buddhists their Grand Lama ; 

And that is the London fiow’r-girl’s form 
As seen in a'melodrama. 


What steps should be taken to celebrate 
Her Majesty’s Jubilee ? A whole fiight— 
if you would rise to the occasion. 



Janu^et 29, 1887.] 


POKCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


















GK-CKACX,Er» mOD t>\AS\V 0^ OoBy.TT.R 


House of Commons^ January/ 25. — House meets on Thursday. 
Came down to take a look round, and see if I left any cigars in my 
locker last August. Capital place for keeping cigars iJ you like them 
a little dry. House itself comes up smiling at the beginning of new 
Session. Looks polished and clean as if it had never known an all- 
night sitting. Thought the policeman and I would have the place to 
ourselves. Seems to have occurred to others to come down and have 
a look round. 

Here comes W. H. Smith, walking on his toes as if afraid to dis- 
turb one of the Leaders of the Opposition. Doesn’t see me at first, as 
I curl myself up in SppAKEn’s Chair. Looks cautiously round. 
Believes he ’s quite alone. Takes seat on Treasury Bench opposite 
brass-bound box. 

“ Mine ! ” he mutters to himself. “ The seat that once was Peel’s 
and Disbaeii’s, and G-ladstohe’s, and ” 

“ Smith’s ! ” I called out, peeping over the elbow of Chair. 

“ My gracious ! how yon startled me, Tobt ! ” he said, jumping 
np. “Knew you were there all the time, don’t you know, but 
thought you were asleep. J ust looked in, as I happened to be passing. 
Fine seasonable weather.” 

“ Yery,” I said, “ and a good deal of it.” 

Then there was a pause timidly broken by our new Leader. 

“ And how do you think I ’ll get on, Tobe ? Do you suppose I ’H 
make much of a mess of it ? ” 

“ Hot at all,” I said, taking the opportunity, iu the absence of the 
Speakek, of cocking a hind leg over the arm of the Chair. “ You ’ll 
do very well if Randolph will let you alone.” 

“ Ah ! ” said Smith. And a look of anguish crossed his placid 
brow. 

“ You’re a good, honest sort of fellow, of the kind the House likes. 
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“ADelf-fie!” 





** 'Are a new Theatre ! * 


** A—mark it ! 




Caught. Gky at Tea. 

MUCH m POINT. 

In the now historical case of JBrett v. The JEColhorn 
JRestaurant^ the PlaintiJff alleged that a needle and;thread 
had been served np with his spinach and quail, and that 
he had swallowed and suffered. “ One swallow makes one 
suffer ” sometimes, and the unfortunate Mr. Beett had 
been undoubtedly a sufferer. 

There is a slang phrase, “ getting the needle,” meaning, 
“being angry,” often used by ’Ajrkt. Well, might a 
man “ get the needle,” who had indeed actually swallowed 
one. There is a dinner called “potatoes and point,” 
which sounds the nearest thing to ‘ ‘ spinach and needles ; ” 
but the Holborn never professed to serve either of them. 

But as far as the Holborn Restaurant was concerned in 
the matter of the needle, the Jury, though they followed 
the thread of the arg-ument about the needle, were unable 
to see the point, and the Chief Justice shutting up the 
needle-case, observed in effect, that “it was needles— he 
should say needless — to proceed any further,” except to 
the Holborn Restaurant, where, as he had heard from his 
Brother Punch:, and as was pretty clear from the evidence 
in Court, they served very many and uncommonly good 
dinners. 

Mr. Justice Punch concurred, and added, that had the 
Restaurant been situated in Threadneedle Street, this 
accidental circumstance might have had its weight, 
duail was not, to his mind, associated with Heedles— they 
were not a sea-bird ; nor was it of the Pin-tail family. 
It was true that the French for spinach was ^pmardsj 
and here, undoubtedly, there was a “pin ” in the middle. 
But a pin was not a needle, and this made, not a mere 
pin’s point of difference, but an essential and vital dis- 
tinction between this and such a possible case. When 
he (Mr. Justice Punch) went to the Holborn he should 
always ask, at the right season of the year, with the 
poet Horace— a great gourmet, by the way— 

“Qualem commendes? ” 

And if the Manager did recommend the bird, he should 
certainly eat it, even though it had been shot with a 
needle-gun, without fear of it or its surrounding 
“ spinach.” The Jury very properly gave a verdict for 
the Holborn Restaurant. Had it been for the Plaintiff, 
it would have been recorded as Heedles and Spinach ; 
but, as it is, the Jury’s opinion of the case might perhaps i 
have been less politely expressed by G-ammon and Spinach. I 


^ARRY IN THE -WITNESS-BOX. 

Dear”’ Charlie, 

Dessat you’U remember I told you a good bit ago, 

’Owl served on a Jury. Well, chummy, they nailed me agen, dontcher know. 
Hot quite on the same little lay, though ; they ’ooked me as Witness this round, 
In the case of McSloliber v. Muggins ; you ’ve ’eard of that case, 1 T1 be hound. 

R was pasted all over the place, and the name of Yours Truly, dear hoy, 

Has bin printed in all the dashed papers, a barney you ’d think I ’d enjoy. 

Hot a bit on it, Charlie, believe me ! I don’t mind a ’ealthy trot out, 

But this hizness has bloomiu’ well broke me, and jolly nigh give me the gout. 

Poppylmty ’s pleasant, my pippin, and “ Aret” ain’t one o’ them sort 

As is frightened to spread theirselves out ; quite contrairy, it ’s proper ’igh sport. 

When I got the soopeener, I tell yer, I chi-iked and chortled with glee. 

And if ever a feller stood up and shook ’ands with hisself, it was me. 

Thinks I, now then ’Arrt, my sparkler, you want to strike one,— here ’s yer 
chance ! 

The hrocoli-wigs must jest watch it ; way-oh ! won’t I lead ’em a dance ! 

Them Hew Seas is wonderful clever, and dabs at a snack or a joke. 

But if ’Arrt don’t romp round the lot on ’em— well, I ’ll go home and eat coke. 

Oh, Charlie ! ! ! Wot swivel-eyed jossers the best on ns is, mate, at times ! 
Owsomever I ’d better look slippy, and rumble along with my rhymes. 

I got myself np a rare buster, tan kids and a brown Hinverness, 

With a lovely black Hastrykan collar ; you know I ’m a whale at smart dress. 

Can’t say as I made the sensation I ’oped. The old mivvy called Law 
Is a sawdnsty kind of a sell, with no soul above parchment and jaw. 

I ’d to ’ang round that Court for three days, Charlie, elbered, drove here and 
shoved there. 

Yah ! A Witness must he a job-lot if he ain’t wnth a stool or a chair. 

The Beak and the Barristers— dash ’em ! — sat snng as old china on shelves, 
A-passin’ smart compliments round, and a-craokin’ had jokes to theirselves. 
When the Bench or the Bar made a wheeze, they all roared, the Beak wagged 
his white pow. 

And that beast of a Husher cried “ Herder ! ” as though hue poor coves made 
the row I 

There wos close on a score of bus witnesses, such a rum regiment, dear pal. 

There wos parsons, and potboys, a cabman, two toffs, and a nervous old gal. 

The old miwy went orf in highstericks, the toffs lost their ’eds and talked 
stuff, 

And the parson got awfully mixed and flung out of the box in a huff. 

The plaintiff hisself wos so flummoxed, he seemed to go slap orf ’is chump, 

And leaked orkurd facts like a sieve when the Counsel jest put ou the pump. 

He couldn’t keep cool at the “ nasty ones,” spluttered, went red in the face, 

And jolly nigh mucked the whole game in his fear of not making a case. 

Thinks I, well it all ’angs on me, that ’s a moral. IHl make ’em sit up ! 

They won’t put the kibosh ou me, that’s St. Paul’s to my tarrier pup. 

Well, they called me ; I twirled my moustachers, and tipped a sly wink round the 
Court, 

As much as to say, “ That rot ’s over, and now, rorty pals, you ’ll see sport.” 

They did, Charlie, oh ! yus they did, mate; but I wos the wictim, wus luck ! 

A rat in a pit wos a king to me. Hot that I shied or lost pluck ; 

No fear, that is not ’Arrt’s form. But oh, scissors I that bloomin’ old Beak! 

He boshed all my patter to putty, and snubbed all my snideness as cheek. 

He ’adn’t no eye for a “ Star,” Charlie ; that ’s where it wos, dontcher see ? 

I believe the “ Big Bounce ” at his best, in his patter-song, “ Sparhs on the 
Spree,^^ 

Would just ha’ bin clean chucked away on ’im. Jibbed when I put on the pace, 
And “ cut ” all my cackle, dear boy, till I felt I could sit on his face. - 

Disgustin’ I— “ Jest answer my question,” the Connsel sez, “ straight I ” “ Oh, 
I ’m fly, 

But I give up that speshal conundrum, You ask me another ! ” sez L 
Then, Oh wasn’t the fat in the fire. Charlie ? Wiggiag ? That isn’t the word. 
If I ’adn’t dried up, they’d ’ave offed me to gaol for “ Contempt ” like a bird. 

That mucked me, took aU the romp out of me somehow. I fair lost my tip. 

And went slopping all over the shop, letting aH sorts o’ secrets let slip. 

Sez Old SiXANBEiGHTPENCB, qnite tart, as 1 wobbled away from that Box, 
“You’ve jest lost us the case, Master ’Arrt ! ” I felt I could sink in my sox. 

And that ’s wot these Jossers call Justice I Wot ’s wus^ every pal as I meet 
Sez, “ Hnllo ! Saw your name in the .paper. You nice enp o’ tea I ’’—ain’t it 
sweet ? 

1 think I must trot out of town, for much more of this chaff I canH carry. 

And when Justice next wants a Witness, I ’ope it won’t drop upon 

’Abet. 

Too Much to Expect. — ^Aceordiag to aR accounts (including the builders^) 
the coming Cab ought to be a success. But it will indeed be perfect if it 
succeeds in doing away with aH growlers. 
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POOR LETTER “ 

The Duchess. “Yes ; Skatin’ wottld be ohaemin’, if it weeen’t 
FOR THE Breezin’ storpin’ the Huntin’ !” 


Enter Laotj’s Son and Danghter-in-law. 

His Son and Eaughter -in-law. Father, your li^ttle dead dog and 
rotten pigeon {Chinese politeness) present their humble service on 

this your natal day. . v ^ t » • 1 1 

Laou (jumping up and down). Goo-goo! Show Laou 'oo yickle 

dog an’ ’oo pidjin I . , -r^ -n • n v 

Mis Son and Eaughter-in-law. Dear Papa is really very peculiar 
this morning. Perchance the sight of his grandchildren may recall 
his wandering intellect. 

Enter his Grandson and Granddaughter. Laou runs at them on 
all fours. They scream with laughter. 

Grandchildren. Oh, what a funny ole gan’pa I 

Laou. I Mt a gan’pa. I is a yickle hoy. {Aside.) Heaven 

pardon me this innocent deception ! , . „ . 

Mis Son and JDaughter-in-law. This is most painful ! He ought 

to see somebody. . ^ i -x • x » -n x 

Laou {aside). If they only knew how painful it is to me ! But 

for my parents’ sake I must persevere. ^ ^ 

\_Eolls round the room, singhig nursery ditties, and groaning 

The OU^Peopie. We must have some young friends to tea, now 
dear little Laou is old enough to enjoy a party. 

\,They send out the invitations. 

Later. A retired part of the grounds. Juvenile Feast of Lanterns 
going on in distance. Laou drags himself in with difficulty. 

Laou. This weU-meant deception is like to prove my undoing. I 
cannot keep this sort of thing up much lonfrer! My indulgent 

f arents stim me with sweetmeats, which are simply death to me. 

’ve had to tumble about with those infernal children all the after- 
noon, and the whole of Pekin has turned out to stare at my eccen- 
tricities I Ah, my parents again ! I must dissemble. 

Enter The Old People. 

The Old People. Why, here he is J Come and play Puss in the 
Comer with the others, Laou, like a little love. 

Laou. Ickle Laou tired. , . , 

The Old People {severely). If Laou ’s naughty and cross, he must 
be slapped and sent to bed. ^ , , , 

Laou ^with emotion). Slapped ! I confess I did not contemplate 
that indignity. 

The Old People. Eh, eh— what ? What’s the hoj talking about? 1 
Laou {recovering himself). Don’t sap poo’ ickle Laou! He’ll go 
and pay, yike a goo boy ! {Aside.) Confound it all, they ’re carrying 
it too far— they really are 1 

Enter Laou’s Wife, Son, Daughter-in-law, and other relations. 


FOR Mis Family. Laou, this is simply scandalous. As a Mandarin 

Zord Yes ; A^Ai^^ TOPPIN fun, except g^jarlet button, you degrade your rank by these tomfooleries. 

for the Snowin spoilin the Skatin ! _ think you had passed so many exams. ! 

, , , . ■ ■ • -f t ‘TV nr x_ - i2_x : r X — 


LAOU-LAI-TSZE; OR, THE TOO-CONSIDERATE GHINAMAH. 

A Moral Drama in One Act. {Adapted^ without permission, 
from a recent Leader in the Daily Telegraph.) 

Scene— ^ Country Mouse near PeUn. 

Enter Laou-Lai-Tsze. 

Laou. To-day is my seventieth birthday. Should my parents 
discover this fact, they may be led to suspect that they themselves 
are getting on in years. Yet how to conceal the unwelcome truth? 
Ha ! an idea ! I will away and put it into execution. \_Exit. 

Enter Mr. Tsze, Senior, and his Wife, aged Ninety-six and 
Ninety, respectively. 

The Old People. ’Tis singular how time^ seems to stand still with 
us — our hearts are yet young. But where is Laou ? 

Enter Laou {disguised as an infant). 

Laou. Here I is, Pupsy and Mummy. Turn to pay ! 

[He gambols in aii ungainly manner. 

The Old People. Still a child ! Then the past sixty-five years 
have been a dream, and we are younger than we supposed. Singular 
hut not unpleasing discovery! 

Laou. My plan has succeeded. Oh, joy !— hut ah, rheumatism! 

Enter Mrs. Laou, 


Laou {aside). My parents are Hstening, I must wear my mask 
still ! Ickle Laou don’t know what ’oo ’s talking abont. 

\^Suc'ks his thumb. 

Mis Family, In the name of Confucius, puLL yourself together. 
The Emperor is coming himself to felicitate you on this anniyerBary. 
Get up, you old fool ! 

Laou. Sau’t det up. {Aside.) Oh, if my parents would but go ! 

{^Gurgles to himself. 

Enter the Emperor and Suite. Laou skips up and plays with the 
Imperial buttons and peacock^ s plume. 

The Emperor, Seize him, guards ! Either he is mad and must be 
imprisoned, or disrespectful and must he executed. I don’t care 
which, myseljf. [Laou is seized. 

Mis Wife and Son. Sire, it is softening of the brain. Have mercy ! 
The Old People. Your Majesty must forgive his indiscretion. 
Eememher he is but an infant ! 

The Err^eror, An infant ! Why, he ’s seventy to-day ! 

Laou. discovered! in spite of all my precautions. Alas, the 
shook will kill them ! 

The Old People {without emotion). Seventy, is he?^ Why, we’ve 


Laou. My plan has succeeded. Oh, 3<^y ! ^but ah, rheumatism! Mis Wife and Son, Disgracing your lamily ! 

Enter Mrs. Laou, ^ ^ j’Ae Emperor. And insulting your Sovereign ! ^ 

jlfrs, Laou. Husband, accept from me this pair of silver-rimmed Laou. This is very hard ! Hear me. ’Tw 9 .s with the best inten- 
spectacles as a birthday present. tions that I thus simulated a deportment more juvenile than my 

Laou {crawling up). Pitty, pitty ! Dive ’em to yickle Laou. actual years would justify. 

[jSwcAs the glasses. {^Explains his motives. Emperor deeply affected. General emotion. 
Mrs, Laou. What do I see? My husband a hopeless idiot I The Emperor {still sobbing). Tours is a noble heart. With the 

The Old People. Ho, no. He ’s a bright little fellow for his age exception of a small fine of a few thousand taels for hntton-holing 
— for his age, [,They chuckle senilely. your Emperor, you are pardoned. 

Mrs. Laou. Get up, Laou, and don’t be so ridiculous. Someone Laou. And 3 our kind friends in front will learn from me the 
will see yon! lesson, that even a pious fraud may he productive of the gravest 

Laou. ’Oo is a velly coss ole lady, and me don’t yove ’oo a bit ! inconvenience, there will be no cheerier septuagenarian in all Pekin 

Mrs. Laou. Repudiated, after all these years ! Oh, agouy ! than Laou-Lai-Tszb, the too-considerate Chinaman. [Curtain. 
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RE-OPENING OF ST. STEPHEN'S RESTAURANT (UNDER NEW MANAGEMENT). 

Mr. John Bull {Proprietor to Mamger), “ I bather like tour new Rules and Regulations, Mr. Smith. Hours oe Business 
PROM 2 p.M. TILL 12 * 30 . The Servants to have an Hour-and-a-Halp fob their Dinner, ‘Wednesday Nights out, and the usual 
Holidays. I must insist on more Work, and less Noise ; and ep ant Party makes himself offensive to the Company, he 
will be warned by the Superintendent, and if he doesn’t behave himself, the * Chuokers-Out ’ will put him outside.” 


Good News All Round ? — ^It is stated on good antRority, that, 
at the next meeting of the Round Table Conference, an arrange- 
ment will be^made by which further set gatherings may be rendered 
unnecessary. Has the circle been sq.uared ? 

“Tee ItoG and the BooK.”—Mr. Browning’s new book hasn’t 
got about it much of the true ring of poetry. 


A Frisk of Francisque. — ^M. Franchsque Sarcby, the weU-'^own 
dramatic critic, has been summoned before the correctional tribunal 
for writing of “ Rose Mignon” as “ Rosalie Michon,” a notorious 
demi-mor^ine, Sarcby said it was a lapsus calami. But the Rose, 
who wouldn’t allow that she was as sweet by any other name, thou^t 
that it was a lapsus calumny^ and a great deal too Sarcey. The 
Court hasn’t, so far, accepted M. Sarcey’s explanation. 
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PICKING UP THE PIECES, 

Mr. Punch. I am glad to hear they are going to revive Tom 
Tatioe’s play of Clancarty at the Haymarket. 

Mr. Nilhs. Yes, Mrs. K^- 
DAi ought to he ah admir- 
able Lady Clancarty. 

Mr. Punch. hTo better. It 
was a stirring play, as I 
recollect it. 

Mr. Pfihhs. Tom Tayloe 
did good work for the stage. 

Mr. Punch. Yes, he was a 
thorongh dramatist. 

Mr. Nilhs. But not always 
original. 

Mr. Punch. Seldom, I 
should say. Butwhat does that 
matter? The greatest dra- 
matists and the greatest com- 
posers have all cribbed the 
materials on . which their 
genius has exercised itself. 

His dialogue was telling, sturdy and frequently humorous. There 
was a “go,” too, even about his rough blank verse which served his 
dramatic purpose. 

Mr. Nihhs. What set you thinking of this. Sir ? 

Mr. Punch. Partly the announeement about Clancarty at the 
St. James’s, and partly having recently seen Mr. He3stey Autmob 
JomEs’s Hard Hit at the Haymarket. 

Mr. Nihhs. I have seen it also. It struck me that Hard Hit was 
no hit at all. 

Mr. Punch. It has this one unpardonable fault— it is dull. If it 
were bad, there might be some question as to its degree of badness, 
or some discussion as to which Act were the worst. But there is no 
room for discussion or for dispute where a play is simply and unde- 
niably dull. 

Mr. Nihhs. There is one effective situation in the Fourth Act, 
where the husband hides behind a curtain.^ 

Mr. Punch. Yes, but nothing comes of it, as he disappears only to 
meet somebody in the passage who clears up the difficulty. As to 
the situation in the TMrd Act, it is the Screen Scene spoiled, just 
as Mr. Beekbohm Teee’s character is a compound of Captain 
Hawksley and Joseph Surface^ both spoiled, and Mrs. Ashhy^ is a 
eommonplace adaptation of Lady Sneerwell. 

Mr. Nihhs. I see exactly what you mean, Sir. I thought the 
actors very good in it altogether. 

Mr. Punch. So good, that I would rather have seen them out of 
it altogether, though had an actress like Miss Sophie Eyee been 
cast for Mrs. Ashhy^ the piece might perhaps have gained by it. 
Mr. Teee’s make up is admirable ; a tride trop chargi^ perhaps, 

Mr. Nihhs. I thought Mr. Kemble capital as the garrulous Major. 

Mr. Punch. And Mr. Cotjtts, a name unknown to me on the 
stage scored most decidedly as the little used-up masher the 
Honour able Pffingham Nangle. But why on earth did Mr, Jones 
make the host, introduce this 'personage to his guests as “the 
Honourable ? ” Is it a new fashion in society ? 

Mr. Nihhs. Perhaps Mr. Jones wishes to start it ; but as the piece 
has been out barely for three weeks, “Society” has not yet had 
time to adopt the novelty. And perhaps you noticed, Sir, that to in- 
tensify the absurdity, the gentleman described as “ The Honour- 
able ” was being introduced to a real Baronet. 

Mr. Punch. Impersonated by Mr. Aechee who looked as if he had 
stepped out of an illustration to a story in PeynoWs Miscellany. I 
liked Mr. Wlllaed, he was excellently made-up and actedremarkablj 
well ; but though it sounds paradoxical, he is best when he is bad. 
Once let an actor acquire a reputation on the stage for being a viUain 
and the public will never believe in his conversion, Mr. jDacbe is 
another paradoxical person, 

Mr. Nihhs. How so ? 

Mr. Punch. He is physically a “ slanting^cular ” actor, who 
with a bias to the right “ can’t go straight.” He was better suitedas 
Jim the Penman. 

Mr. Nihhs. And Jim suited the public better than Hard Hit is 
ever likely to do. 

Mr. Punch. It was hard on Hard Hit to follow Jim, just as the 
enormous success of the Private Secretary told against The Pick- 
pocket, and the Pickpocket, in its degree, against Lodgers, which is 
poor stuff, though at all events one can have two or three good 
hearty laughs at Messrs. Penley and Hul. 

Mr. Nihhs. Ho such luck at the Haymarket, where you can neither 
langh nor cry. 

Mr. Punch. Ho. and an audience neither amused nor harrowed 
becomes :^dly mdifferent or conspicuously hored. Mr. Jones left 
to himself, without any of his former collahorateurs, like the last 
rose 01 Summer blooming alone, fails in construction. That is, as far 


as I can judge, as I have never yet seen one of his pieces where he 
was sole author. His dialogue is plain and straightforward enough 
for a melodrama like the Nohle Vagabond, and in that only up to 
the middle of the Third Act, when the muddle begins. But compare 
Hard Hit with Tom Tayloe’ s Still Waters, and then you ’ll see 
what might have been done in dialogue and construction with even 
such old materials as Mr. Jones has got together. 

Mr. Nihhs. Oddly enough, Sir, throughout Hard Hit they are 
always talking about a “ StiU. Waters Company Limited.” 

Mr. Punch. Perhaps that is what recalled the old piece to my 
mind. However, it is sufficiently weU-known nowadays among 
play- going amateurs for them to appreciate the force of my observa- 
fious. I have yet to see Mr. Pineeo’s new piece at the Court. 

Mr. Nihhs. And the latest at the Royalty. 

Mr. Punch. Both very amusing as I am told, I hear that onr 
friend Aughtstus Dexjeiolantts is to rule over Covent Carden as well 
as Drury Lane, More worlds to conquer ! He has shown himself 
uncoi^only clever at Old Drury, and we all wish him success, Au 
plaisir ! 


"HIS HIGHNESS 

Robson as the Showman in the farce of Catching a Mermaid, used 
to call out, “Walk up and see the Ciant! Alive! alive! alive! 
He’s eight foot hi^h, Ue’s nine foot high, he’s ten foot high!” 
“Why, father,” said a hoy. “the carawan ain’t ten foot high! ” 
“ He ’s a sittin’ down, stoopid ! Walk up ! Walk up ! ” and here at 
the Pavilion every night may be seen this tremendously tall man, 
eight feet nine inches high, so they say, not ungainly for a Ciant, 
and looking as amiable as Giants always do outside books of fairy 
tales, and apart from Pantomimic tradition. If any one were j ustiff ed 
in preserving a lofty demeanour it would be Hebe Wineelmeiee ; 
but he is polite to allj and affable with the lowliest. 

Mr. ViLLLEES, Junior j showed us the great man’s suite of 'apart- 
ments, and they certainly have “done him,” very well at the 
Pavilion. His Highness — doesn’t he deserve the title which 
Mr. Punch hereby bestows on him ?— contrives to amuse himself 
in the day-time by playing at dranghts, and trying to make Mr. 
Edwaed Swanboeotjgh, the Acting Manager, understand what 
he 'means. The Ciant only speaks German, and Mr. SwANBOEOxraH 
is limited to English. 

The Pavilion Management are not averse to letting him out, though 
if they ‘ ‘ let him out ’’ much, they would have to raise the roof. They 
may loan him to some exhibition, but at present they are quite content 
with his height, and don’t want him to be bigber’d anywhere else. 

The Acrobats at the Pavilion are marvellous, and if a few of the 
feats— arms and legs as well — of tbe Letine and Schaeeee Troupes, 
were introduced into a burlesque, and performed by some of tbe 
regular actors, the novelty would draw the town. We have lately 
seen how a tenor, Mr. Lely, can overcome all difficulties and dance a 
hom-pipe, and it is a pity that Mr. Ceossmith or Mr. Baeeinoton, 
as the fficst and second Bad Baronets, did not bestow some time on 
acquiring one or two of tbe tricks of tbe Katsnoshin Awata, which 
would have lightened up their parts in the Second Act, amazingly ; 
hut perhaps they ’U keep it for the Indian burlesque Opera, when 
they can appear as the Bounding India-Rubber Brothers, In the 
meantime a visit to the Pavilion will astonish the idler, interest the 
anatomist, and amuse the Democritical observer. 


“WHO SHALL DECIDE WHEH DOCTORS DISAGREE?” 

Deae Me. Punch, 

I HAVE not been very well lately, so I thought I would con- 
sult that eminent physician Dr. A. The first thing he said to me 
was, “ What do you drink ? ” (if he had said what donH you drink, 
it would perhaps have been more to the purpose.! “Oh,” I said, 
“things in general, anything that’s handy.” “The very worst 
thing you can do ; you should take nothing hut a couple of glasses of 
dry Sherry with your dinner.” I followed his prescription for some 
time,^ and getting no better, I resolved to see that distinguished 
practitioner Dr. B. He immediately asked me what I drank— you 
would think from their questions I was an habitual drunkard — ^I said 
I “only a little dry Sherry.” “What!” exclaimed Dr. B., “dry 
i Sherry? That acconnts for it. You must take nothing hut a pint 
of dry Champagne.” I tried this for a week, and, finding myself 
I still out of sorts, I called upon the distinguished Dr. C. Of course 
the usual question. And when I replied “ a pint of dry Champagne ! ” 
he jumped. “Poison, my dear Sir, poison! Ho wonder you’re 
out of sorts. How, if you take nothing hut a pint of L§oviUe— 
the very best Leoville mind you, — ^we shall soon put you on your 
legs ^ain ! ” I tried this remedy for a fortnight— for I rather 
liked it—but found no improvement whatever in my health. 

So on the recommendation of an old friend, 1 called on the fashion- 
able Dr,,D. The usnal question, and then Dr. D,- exclaimed, “You 
should never taste a drop of wine of any description. Take the best 
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ScotciL whiskey and soda in moderation, and yon will he well in a 
week. I tried this, but became rapidly worse. And then ? — then I 
consulted my self » "Who shall decide when Doctors disagree ? ^ I 
will ! I prescribe for myself. Dry; Sherry with sonp and fish, a pint 


STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCHES STUDIO. 

No. XY.-— The Blind Man’s Doa. 

Mr. Punch desires to explain that he has inclnded this particnlar 


o r XUJNUJi uesires tuiau jlic nao xuuxuucu. uuia pzu.u.uLu.ciL 

mjT dinner, a pmt of Leoyille among his Studies upon the urgent recommendation of a 

^ter It, and Sootcli wluskey and soda mik my cigar m the evemng. ^dant ^ ^ 

Ihave taed my oira prescriptaon-whioh combmea the ^dom of f declares 

rmk. , 

ICJIfflliL. 


A FAIE STAET. 


ruped which presents a 
more remarkable combi- 
nation of devotion and 
intelligence. 


There may be many a slip between the cup and the lip, but there 

IS one most important “sHp^ between London and Eamsgate, in the ^'rTM 

shape of a carriage, to be attached to the Dover Boat Express 11 A.M., t oM/t 

which on Sunday mornings, will be a boon to the jaded London toiler, f ^({A 

The first Sunday in February, ilfr. PmcA has the greatest pleasure +a 
in annomicmg the fact, wUlsei this new slip plantedlt the L. C.&D. ^ M M1. 

line, Yictoria Station, which wiH, he hopes, take route and prosper for 
many a year. What more deligl^tful for the fatigued Londoner, who piS. L 

does not want the tohu^hohu of town renewed at the sea-side, than S li I' OT 

to start at an easy-going hour on Sunday morning-is not 11 A.M., Fi?f Jil'M 

the very hour for a Train Service, specially when thi rule as to a vast w.r Jia? 

nimber of Chwch Serrioesis “ short and early ?’’-and to breathe the IxL^g ^^he may ^ 

aot ru5 betweV theleglof a crowd, and yelp ; he mnst not bark at 
This shp-carnage will be attached so strong^ly attach^, that the thfiliAPlanf nprvnnfs hnrsAs • n. <1ncy >ia cmild roll over and worrv to 


«... if j XT -X xur., ur niuia-ruuuer uans axe evex luiowju. xur jluulll lu xtux oxucx, ao 

for more privileged animals of his acquaintance; he scarcely knows 
+o^nnvpr^^^H^fl wlJfnL ^ scamper is, and has to walk ever soberly and dis- 

^riU convey it safely to leS^ sly, wJsiate, M^glte, BroadS drivelito Cf ^ 
and Ramsgate, wMch last-named place, its nlWte dcsfeation, it is jg vroJxA&i then, that the Blind Man’s Dog is distinguished 

tinmd to react at IS. ftyATSHkCAHTE E^i of the toanvffle ^jy gravity heyond iis years, or that the constant necessity of 
Hotd on the Ewt Cliff, has only to make Ms table d Aoie limoh at repndwting the advances of other dogs should isolate him to a great 
rSO, andadvertiseit, to insnreannmherof visitors who would heglad „„S f tn oM-riTiir hit mind with tmdoirirish matters 

of the opportunity. Let Mr. ft. E. try it, and if the result will be 


^^’JtwiUbe '-^:*p„“rbeWsthSi^^^ 

^ Thai! fn^thl^^i^'R»fi'nmTi+ ofton tho i?a™™horr, d.,+o«hm..nt i„ ahstruse Calculation, and that he amuses himself by reducing the 
St ,r,h.gw a.i wb. 

fnw«T^Arp?hp^^l^i^^ easily reached their Bunga- carries, without giving him a friendly pat of approval. 

sounds for tiffin. . • -ux;!* x* a ^ees not turn his head, though it does undoubtedly tend to 

X excellent move, m the nght direction, and we ^cydope in biTn an air of conscious dignity. But he remains afEahle 

trust that this slip of a tram growmto something perma- to all, and never neglects a courteous welcome to the regular client, 

T^HTTr is on a footing of cordial fel- 

Faver-sham IS not a Sham favour, but a real b^efit, of which lowship— never obtruding himself , yet always responding to advances 
the weary of working ought to he eager to avail themselves ; and cheerf&ness. ^ 

PVA T*^f pff f L comes to take a keen interest in the business in which 

eye lights up with Kentish fire, will exclam that not lu all the pc^s jg working partner, not infrequently insisting on all moneys 
foomCBanc^to ^E^soK. is&ereonehMsotrnetonatureasthe through his own month hSore being plafed to the jomt 

L. C. & D. hue from TioW to Ramsgate. If these movements mthe ^ precaution is probably due ratler to the desire of 

rf^^^dXSl^MitsriidXpei any suspicion that .the profits axe 

L. C. & D.,^th a P.O. (Punch Order) for Distingn^hed B^lway pg^jj prosper, and the regular client looks out for the Blind 

Semces, to he worn on State occasmns, when the costume will con- accustomed spot day after day, and, if he is a soft- 

hanging from the shoulders, and carried by j^ea^-ted sentimental kind of person, may even feel himself the better, 

three of Bradshaw s P£ges._ somehow, for having seen this humble servant of the poor and 

afflicted doing his duty almost as well as if he had ever heard of the 
HEBBICK IN THE HOUSE. Church Catechism, until one day;, perhaps, as he approaches the 

■Rv TT>ATTTlT■c 1 T^ tatjvt place, aftsr a short absence, he discovers that his shaggy, honest- 

A -D T ^ TROUBLED AORY. f aced acquaiutauce is uot at his usual post ; and stopping casually, 

AH, Ben I I Ben ! ^ to hear the explanation, learns that the junior and more energetic I 

oi. 11 ^ x^ or when Oh, come again, member of the firm has become a sleeping-parter. | 


Ah, Ben! 

Say how or when 
Shall we, thy sheep, 

Less scattered order keep ? 

Or have such fun 
As when you led us'on, 
’When we such musters had 
As made us with great joy half 
mad? 

Ah, sure one speech of thine 


My Ben I 
Oh, come again, 

Or send to us 
Thy wit’s great overplus ; 
But teach us yet 
Wisely to husband it. 
Lest we that talent spend, 


COLD WATEB CIJBE AT BEELIN. 

Folio wnra up Prince Bismarck’s idea that his recent attitnde to 
France may be regarded as a sort of cold douche^ the severity of 


As made ^ with great joy half And, having once brought' to an Me^elsed ff necess^y; Se^^bjS m^bTreTa^Sed 

AL Av,« rri, x®^^ • x i xv x as an accurate tariff of his possible prospective treatment of his 

On+ir patient, with its cold water 

Smiths nine times nine I no more I ^ ^ 

Demanding the prompt evacuation Souse with a pailful. 

of the Eastern frontier. 

Maxly Besolution. — ^From Douglas, Isle of Man, is reported the Total suppression of Q-eneralBouxAN- Cold shower-bath, 
rejection by a public meeting of a sobeme to increase the number of ger at 24 hours’ notice. 

Members of the House of Keys. Well determined. The House of Demand for instant disarmament. Plunge ditto. 

Commons ought to be a caution to the House of Keys. Too many Pulling the French Ambassador’s Q-eneral douche ^ full force. 
Members woifid probably often bring the House of Keys likewise to nose in the Unter den Linden, with 
a dead lock, . declaration of war. 




THE TICTIM. 

A long way after Lord Tennyson, 

“It is only a sacrifice of a Chancellor of the 
Excheq^uer upon the altar of thrift aud economy, 
•which can raise the people to take stock of their 
leaders, their position, and their future.”— Lord 
Eandolrh Churchill. 

Hab,d times upon the people fell, 

Taxes were high and prices low. 

Between two fires a Chancellor tires, 

Tor Smith says, ay, when he says no. 

“By TOWS I^m tied,’’ the Chancellor cried, 

“ Pledged to the lips waste to withstand.” 
Then Smith in horror shook his head, 

And EUMiLToy lifted a pleading hand : 

“ Help ns from splitting, 

A plague on strife ! 

What would you have of us ? 

War to the knife ? 

You axe our nearest, 

You are our dearest, 

(Answer, Oh, answer) 

Would’ st shorten our life ? ” 

But still’ his Budget the Services crammed, 
Still the Departments begged and sued, 
And bayonets bent, and cartridges jammed, 
And costly war-ships proved no good. 

And the Chancellor gay, was heard to say, 

“ This sort of thing is a thundering shame ! 
I must immolate self for the People’s pelf. 

It ’s the only way io stop this game. 

’Twill make Cecil unhappy, 

Eaise shindy and strife ; 

But I ’ll lay on Thrift’s altar, 

A Chancellor’s life ! ” 
***** 

The rites prepared, the victim bared, 

He sharpened the knife for the fatal blow 


To the altar-stone he sprang alone, 

And— weU, the sequel the future must show. 

Retrenchment will furnish a popular “ cry,” 
Which is hound to “ fetch” the world and 
its wife ; 

Self-sacrifice shines in the People’s eye, 

And a Chancellor-Yictim may come back 
His Party ’s not happy ; [to life. 
“ 0 Rais-dolph, Randolph, 

Why raise such strife ? ” 

Says he, “ What is nearest 
To me, and dearest, 

Is Thrift— and I give it 
A Chancellor’s life I ” 


OvEusiGHT nr the (Queen’s Speech.— It 
was not discovered tiU too late on Thursday 
last that throughout the Queen’s Speech no 
mention or aRnsion has been made to Mr. 
and Mrs. Kendal having been royally com- 
manded to play at Osborne in Thetbje Smith’s 
— (a compmnent to Rt. Hon. W. H. Smith)— 
comedietta, Uncle's Will, However, in spite 
of this injudicious omission, Bank Rate re- 
mained unaltered, and, by diplomatic inter- 
vention all round, all chance of panic in the 
City was averted. Subsequently, on Mon- 
day, probate of Uncle's Will (in which Mr, 
and Mrs. Kendal have the largest interests) 
was taken at Osborne, where Uncle's Will 
was proved — ^to be a success. This is the first 
occasion, since the time of the Prince Consort, 
of a performance “by command” at Her 
Majesty’s Osborne; but the first theatrical 
performance the Queen witnessed was a few 
years ago when Her Majestt went to the 
Princeof Wales’s (Scotland) to see Mr.BEUrcE’s 
company in The Colonel, \ 


A PINT IN. PORT. 

[One of the pint pots lately used at the defunct 
“ Cock ” Tarern has been sent to the Laureate as a 
memento of the old Hostelry he has immortalised.] 

“^One fix’d for ever at the door 
Nay, Time all links doth sever, 

Nor e’en the Cock “ Will ” sang of yora 
Could keep his perch “ for ever.” 

If, like the Phoenix, Fleet Street’s bird 
Anon were resurrected, 

Why then— but there, the thing’s absurd, 
And not to he expected ! 

Yet may it have a life as long 
As the strange fowl of fable ; 

A fame enshrined in deathless song 
Is something sound and stable. 

This Cock, though driven from its post 
Above the Tavern’s portal. 

Shrined in the Laureate’s lines may boast 
A destiny immortal. 

No more “ libations to the Muse,”^ 

The plnmp-oropp’d fowl may wituessl; ] 

But die ’twill not, and who ’ll refuse 
To see poetic fitness 

In mellow-voiced “ WiiL Waterpeooe,” 
Taking, as to a haven, 

Beneath his lordly later roof, 

That “ pint-pot neatly graven ? ” 


Who says “Young King Coal” is not 
consistent? Why, it seems from Lord Ran- 
dolph’s Apologia that his hostility to^ the 
Coal Duties extends to the Coaling Duties — 
which latter most Englishmen consider to 
consist in provisions for the proper defence 
of our CoaJmg Stations. 
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ONLY A ROOSE- 


Theee ’s a nice cheerful paper hylDr.^EoBSON’ Eoose in the ForU 
nightly for February, all about / 

Imection and Disinfection, and / 

what Mrs. Eam would call “con- ^ / 

tiguous diseases.” He says that ''T^ 
the word Disinfection was not / / 

known in literature till the end 
of the last century. If they 
ha(i’t the word, they had the 
thing. “All the infections,” 
are what Caliban wants to pour 
out on Frospero’s deyoted head. 

And hadn’t Frosp&ro disinfect- 

ants ? Of course, or where was ^ 

the use of his art, or of Sfaks- 

But the Doctor has got a 
“ bacterium.” in pickle for the 
healthiest of us. To think that 
we have minute organisms— ‘ 
which means germs and nasty Httle 
creatures, telescopic-rod-shaped, in I 

our mouths— alive all alive !— but— Wmm 

ugh— it won’t bear thinking of . To ’PBmnfflHj mWI 

whatever nationality we may belong, i Ip j IK 

the doctrine d la Roose describes us f //'' !ll|[ wUh 

as simply Germ’uns. Please, Doctor, / JHf 

as you’ve given us physic in this !• 

number, give us the sugar-plum to ^ 

take aiter it as soon as poMible. Professor Hump-backterium. 

And don’t go on being a nasty Germ, ^ 

but return to your old practical form about the Wear and Tear, 

That’s the style preferred by Mr, PwwcA^and everybody else. Try 

backterium. 


Professor Hump-backterium. 


INTEEYIEWING A LA MODE. 


A Chat with the Phimb Minister. 

Feeling that at the opening of the Session, some direct hints from 
the Marquis of Salxsbxtrt would be appreciated by our readers, we 
sent the other day one of our Representatives to Downing Street, and 
have much pleasure in publishing his report: — 

On reaching the o£S.cial residence of the Premier and Secretary of 
State for Foreign Affairs, I was immediately admitted and ushered 
into the working-room of the noble Lord. In the centre of the 
apartment was a pile of papers five feet high, from which the 
Marquis laughingly emerged. 

“ You are busy ? ” I queried, noticing that Lord Salisbxtrt had a 
pen stuck behind each of his ears, and carried one in his mouth and 
another in his hand. 

“Not at all,” he replied shaking me heartily by the hand and 
moving a luxurious arm-chair towards me. “ I was oidy knocking | 
off a little thing in Egypt, settling some bother about the Afghan 
frontier, and reading a despatch that had been just received from 
Bisimcaecb:.” | 

“lam afraid I disturbed you ? ” 

“ Oh, no. I am heartily pleased to see you— aU the matters I have 
mentioned can wait— it is not often that one has a visit from you.” 

“ I propose to make my visits more numerous.” 

“I hope you will,” cried the Marquis, with the utmost cordiality, 
and he agam shook hands with me. “ But, pardon me one moment, 
—what is it. Manners ? ” 

“ The Ambassadors of France, Russia, Italy, Germany, Austria, 
Hungary, and Turkey, are below, awaiting interviews, my Lord.” 

** Oh, I can’t be bothered with them,” exclaimed Lord Salisbury, 
smiling ^ “ Tell them I am busy. Ask them to call another day.” 

The Private Secretary bowed, and left the room, 

“ And now, my dear fellow, what can I do for you ? But first let 
me ^ive you a really good glass of port and a cigar. Although I 
say it who ought not, you don’t get wine like this every day. It was 
given to me by poor old Mustnaus Pasha, who, although he repre- 
sented the Porte in this country, was not a port-drinker.” 

And the Marquis filled two glasses from a black bottle covered 
with cobwebs. We touched goblets, nodded, and drank. 

“I hope you have brought a large note-book, as I am anxious to 
give you the fullest particulars. You see I assume that you have 
called upon me for information. Well, what do you want to 
know ? ” 

“Well, can you tell me. Marquis, the true story of the negotia- 
tions which culminated in the loss of poor Lord Iddesleigh ? ” 

“ Oh, certainly. Well, it came about like Ihis. I will dictate to 
you — stop me if I speak too rapidly for you to follow me.” And then 
the Premier told the whole story without reservation. 


When he had finished, luncheon was served, and we spent the next 
quarter-of-an-hour in discussing a most recherchi meal. When the 
trav had been removed, the noble Lord rang the bell for a messenger. 
“ Call in a couple of porters, and take those papers, with my com- 

? liments, to the IT nder-Secretary, and ask him to settle them for me. 

leave them entirely to his discretion. Tell him I would see to 
them myself, only I am very busy to-day.” 

“ Oh, no ! ” I politely interposed. 

“tHo will do them just as well as I would,” said the noble Lord, as 
the messenger and porters disappeared with the heap of papers. 
“As Mr, Fccles used to say in Robertson’s Caste, ‘I like to 
see the young ’uns work— it does them good, and does me good.’ 
And now have another cigar while you drink your coffee, Which 
do you take as a chasse, Cognac or Eiimmel ? ” 

“ Can you tell me anything about our position with the Foreign 
Powers ? ” 

“Why, certainly! Here, take this note-hook— yours, I see, is 
full— and I will teU you all about it.” 

Again my noble friend unbosomed himself, laughing heartily 
when I occasionally uttered an exclamation of surprise on discover- 
ing a State secret. We were still busy, when five-o’clock tea was 
brought in. 

“ I really must go,” I said at last, “ as I have another appoint- 
ment. I have to attend on the first night of a new piece at the 
Elephant and Castle Theatre.” 

“Let me tell you one more story about Bismarcz— he was so 
awfully clever in that colonial matter, which you will remember, 
caused some excitement a little while ago ? ” 

“ Certainly— hut this really must be the last.” 

“Well, you must know ” and the Marquis told me one of the 

most interesting histories I have ever heard. 

On taking my leave I thanked my host for his great kindness. 

“ Not at all,” he replied, “ I am always delighted to see you, and 
hope you wiH look in upon me often.” 

I said I would, and moved towards the door. 

“ Oh, by the way,” the Marquis added, as an after-thought. 
“ Perhaps it would be as well not to put into type what I have told 
you until I have spoken to my colleagues— not that they will mind. 
It is only the etiquette of the thing, don’t you see.” 

“Oh, certainly — the publication of the information is not of the 
slightest consequence. Our readers don’t care a pin for that sort of 
thing, but they would like to know that you wear a seal-skin waist- 
coat. May I mention it ? ” 

“ Certainly — and you shall have permission to do what you like 
with what I ’ve told you. I ’ll mention the matter at the next 
Cabinet, Only wait.” * * * * I am waiting. 


EE-ASSUEING; OE, QUITE PACIFIC. 

St. Petersburg. — Though it is now admitted here, in official 
circles, that within the last few days 70,000 men have actually been 
massed on the Polish frontiers, it is explained that the incident has 
occurred entirely owing to the misunderstanding of an order issued 
by the War Department. As, however, it is assnmed that no possible 
importance can, under the circumstances, be attached by the European 
Cabinets to the presence of the force in the locality indicated, it _is 
not proposed to withdraw it at present. 

Yienna. — The rumour that aU the wool in the market had been 
bought up by the Government for the manufacture of uniforms, and 
that an order had been given for the immediate purchase of one 
million pairs of military boots, is now denied. ^ It is said to have had 
its origin in the fact that a well-known Viennese firm has been 
securing large quantities of the commodity with a view to the pro- 
duction of red fiannel petticoats, that are said to be likely to be much 
the fashion during the course of the ensuing season. The canard as 
to the military boots is referable to the receipt of an unusually heavy 
order for dancing-pumps from a shoemaking firm at Buda-Pesth. 

Berlin.— The purchase, by the military authorities, of aU the 
available tinned meats in the country is, says the National Zeitung, 
easily accounted for. The relish expressed by the aged Emperor for 
tbis dainty delicacy is well known, and it has been to ensure a supply 
of it for the Imperial table during the coming summer months, that 
the authorities have taken the precaution in question. The order 
relative to the export of horses, is now said to have been limited to 
that of “circus horses” only, and may, therefore, he regarded as 
void of aU significance. ^ ^ 

Paris.— The rumour that 72,000 shells have already been filled 
with General Boulanger’s new explosive compound is not denied, 
but it is pointed out that they are prepared solely with a view to the 
firing of B.feu dejoie on the occasion of the forthcoming Republican 
fete to be held in July next. The story of the planks required for the 
huts on the Eastern frontier, is also explained. It appears that, on 
the contrary, they are to he employed in the construction of bathing- 
machines on the Western Coasts, and that several dozens of them 
have already been shipped to Dieppe. 
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''TEMPERATURE.” 

Mrs. Pmlcset (nie Gamp), ** Please, Sir, I want one o’ them Thum — ^UM — things yeb 
I KNOW, Sir, as reggtlates the ’Eat of a Room.’ 

I Ckefmist. “Thermometer, yotj mean, Ma’am, I stipposeI” 

(fia^^erZy). “Yes, Sir, that’s it, Sir. And if yott’ll be s* kind, Sib, to set 

IT TO SiKTY’FrVE,* ’PAUSE THAT ’S WHAT THE DOCTOR SAYS I ’M TO KEEP THE RoOM AT I ! ** 


^aiTTEEiE HUMANIOEES/’ 

Dear Ouj Chappie, ^ Prund,) 

1 l)eeii wr^ng sacH a heap of Latin lately, that I can’t send yon much of a 

letter. Here I am hack at Eton again, and awfully sorry the holidays are over, I suppose 
^u are the s^e. My Governor has gone half cracked over what he calls “ keeping up the 
Oiassics, and^ has made me promise to send him a real Latin Utter once a month, with some 
weU-^own piece ^ English poetry turned into Latin verses ! ! ! It ’s a jolly shame, isn’t it ? 
Only 1 ani to have five hoh a-piece when I do it well. Also I ’ve got a Gradus, and a Bickjohn 
now, which I hadn t before at home, when the Pater first took the idea into his head, ilso— 
you won t sneak about it, will|you I Ve got a Booh of Latin Proverbs, most of ’em in verse, 

when 1 Jtih ^ury;, I shove one in, and they sound splendid, and I don’t tbiiilr the 
(wvernor wuMwig, do you? and m case you have to do the same thing, I send you a copy 
of my last Latin letter and verses, and now good-bye, and I remain, believe me, 

Tour sincere young friend. 


Tommy. 


f [Tommy’s friend did sneak, or how did 
the verses come into our hands ? Tommy’s 
delight at being able to refer once more to 
the Gradus reminds us of Theodore Hook’s 
“Ah me I quam durum est sine Gradu 
scribere versos I ” — Ed.] 

Meus Cards Pater^ JEtonce, Januarius, 
Jam iterum hic sumus I Tit ego pro- 
xnisi tibi scribere epistolam Latinam, unam 
per mensam, ego nunc sedeo parvsc plumac 
scribere tibi ut promisi. Semper ego au- 
ditor tantum, nnnqnamne reponam ? Hsec 
schola est multum eadem qnam erat antea, 
et consequenter non est mnltum dicere. 
ITnus vel duo pueri reliquerunt. J obsonhts, 
iste bullius, reliquit, leetus sum dicere. 
Meus magister dixit meum taskum holi- 
<herum non fuit perfectum, quod depone ad 
babentem scribere versioulos pro te, oarus 
Pater. Lmtavi multum vacationem meam, 
specialiter enus ad “ Guadraginta Eures” ad 
Drurilanum ; quoque euns ad “AUciamin 
Terra-Mirabue-Diotu.” Sum, in facto, lau- 
dator temporis acti, ut Cicero dicit. Estne 
uuno frigidum in Londone ? Hand aliter 
(ut unus dicit Latind) bic est. 

Puto, earns Pater, te amaturum bane 
gpistolam, Cepi magnos angores circa id. 
& tu monstrabis id ad ahqnem scholarem, 
ille erit delectatns videre quam classical^ 
scribo et Ciceronian^. Poema sequitur quod 
tu desirabas. Est de Longofello, qmest 
Poeta Laureatus, cogito. Est appellatum 
“ Naufragium Hesperi.” 

“Hesperus” est navis, tumidis agitata 
prooellis ; 

Havigat oceanum qua regit horrida biems. 
Cepit Saltator parvam proiem f emininam, 
lit foret ilia ei plurima turba virum. 
Coeruleos habuit oculos, ut textile linum ; 

Labitur ex oculis nunc quoque gutta meis I 
Ibam forte Yit Sacr^, sicut meus est mos. 

Cantabit vacuus. Delia, currepede! 

Dt est mane novum bucese fuere puellse, 
Atque sinus pulchrse virginis albus erat. 
In roseo Saltatoris fumarins ore, 

(0 fortunatus I) aspice, tubus erat ! 

Habui molere ad id horribiliter, Cams 
Pater. Tudixistiut esset bonum subjeotum 
pro versibus Sapphicis Mr. Gladstonium 
soribentem de^ Olympic^ religione, et Mr. 
Goschendm dioentem otium esse quod ipse 
(et totum rus) desirat. Feci id quoque. 
Exegi monumentmn sere perexmius. 
Impiger noster Gduelmds Ewart 
Arbores non vtilt hatobetare plures ; 

Heo potest lauxis super ejus restans 
Keepere quiet. 

Otium Goschen rogat et, per Jingum, 

Id pro Ministropetere est serenum I 
Otium temnit BGlaris-Lapis, vel 

Anglic^ Gladstone. 

Hie desirat iterum tenere 
In manu plumam, papymmque necnon, 
Et veteranus veteres Olympi 
Tacklere Divos. 

Guid sumus de hoc oogitare starto P 
Isne St. Stephen’s nunc abandonavit ? 
Lahhio “ Domus-Dominationem ’ 

Isne reliquit ? 

Nunc vale; dixisti ut mitteres mihi 
decern shillings (nullum verhum pro hoc in 
Latino) pro epistol^ et versibus. Bis dat, 
cams Pater, qui cito dat. Cakus quoque et 
cetera est finitus; si tu mittis hamperum 
ahum, ero multum obligatus. Rusticus 
expectans. Tuus filius affectionatus, 

Tommius. 

THE speaker’s lOJW NURSERY BEnTME, 

“ Shame 1 Shame!” 

Who cries “ shame ” 

Anyone the Speaker will “Home.” 
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THE HOUSE OE COMMONS, JANUARY 27th, 1887. 

Lord Eandoljph Churchill, Design for Fresco, Lhe Cheat Sce'ne — 
Churchill's Explanation, 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED RROM 

THE DIAEY OF TOBY, M.P. 

TbvrsdaTj January 27.— ThoHgM I ’d make my way down eaily 
to the House this morning. Well to get a good seat on Opening Day ; 
these new Members are so eager; necessary to be up early in 
order to circumvent them. Eleven o’ Clock hadn’t struck when 
1 crossed Palace Yard, but evidently wasn’t fbrst. Familiar figure 
disappearing under gateway leading to entrance to House of Com- 
mons. It was Hodolph, who, hearing the patter of feet, waited 
for me with his usual urbanity. 

“ Ah, Toby, old man,” he said, “ going to get a seat, I suppose ? 
So am I. Might have corner seat behind Treasury Bench, but that 
too common place for me. Everyone goes there after leaving a 
Ministry. I mean to get old corner seat below the G-angway, sacred 
to the memory of Goest and Wolepy. Fancy I’ll make W. H. 
squirm when he comes, and finds me sitting there. Nuisance to have 
to be down so early, but weU to be on safe side.” 

Entered House toother. Randolph made straight for comer seat 
below Gangway. “Hallo ! ” he cried, halting midway, and pointing, 
with startled expression, towards comer seat. “ What ’s that ? ” 

No mistake on this point. It was a hat. Randolph advanced 
cautiously, but firmly, and taking up the intrasive object, anxiously 
examined the lining. 

“‘H. C.,’” he readout. “Can’t be Chlldees. Of course not. 
Cobb ? He daren’t do it. Chaplin, by Jove ! ” 

Our Chief! Couldn’t help glow of pride suffusing this mortal 
frame when I discovered this proof of our Chief’s presence of mind. 


THE HOUSE OF COMMONS, JANUARY 27th, 1887. 

All Our Special Artist saio of Lord Eandolph CTmrchilVs Explanation 
in a fog. 

and fertility of resource. That trip to Monaco evidently brightened 
him. 

“ I wonder, now, ” said Randolph, reflectively, “ if I were to sit 
on it, and have it removed by one of tbe attendants, how that would 
work. But theu Chaplin would come, find me here, and guess at 
once. No, I must leave it, and go into old quarters.” 

Strode up the Gangway to corner seat, in which Ex-Ministers sit, 
and take benevolent mterest in procedure of old colleagues. Expected 
to see him deposit his hat. Instead, took off his gloves, and, with 
haughty gesture, flung them ou the Bench. Then he wrote on a card 
these lines, — 

“ Who dares this pair of glores displace 
Must meet R. Churchill face to face.” 

Pinned the cartel to the gauntlet, and, turning, left the House. 

Pleasant, after this stormy scene, to come upon Joseph Gillis. 
Hardly knew him at first. Has been growing beard and moustache. 
Not much yet, hut full of hope. 

“I’m agiu repression anywhere,” said Joseph Gilms. “Why 
should an Irishman every morning, razor in hand, put iu practice a 
Coercion Act, levelling and evicting the honest attempt oi whiskers 
to establish themselves, and refusing to put in a moustache as 
caretaker? I’m a man of principle, and carry it into practice into 
things big or little. Besides, I don’t see why Randolph should 
have the only moustache talked of in the House; and, since 
Macpablane left, there hasn’t been a heard on any Bench worth 
looking at. I mean to grow one.” 

House crowded later to hear Randolph’s speech. Cunningly 
conceived, and admirably delivered. Like most speeches from thi f 
particular comer seat, vociferously cheered by Opposition. Con- 
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tiiLumg ^naxratiye o£ events tliat led to Ms resignation, RiirnoiiPH | 
fell into‘ trick of saying,— ^ ^ , I 

“ I am sure my Fight Hon. Friend, and my Koble Friend, wiil hear 

me out when I say ” ^ , ... j j • 

Ml yery well once. But repetition of invitation grew maddening. 

Pretty to see Smith furtively ton- 
ing up sleeves, and feeling his biceps, 
whilst Lord G-eoege Hamiilton 
wrestled with his knee. What 
^ would the Speaker say if they, 
yielding to temptation, rose together, 
made a rush at the corner seat, and 
justified HAirnoLPH’s confidence by 

FuU success of speech rather 
marred by strategic movement of 
our Chief. Turned on fog just before 
Fandolph rose. Increased in inten- 
throughout speech. Figures 
gradually lost to view, tiU not much 
j jy Fahdolph save the red rose 

M button -hole, which gleamed 
through the fog like a danger-sig;nal 
on a railway- track. Fow ’s the time 
. . -u »» for “My Eight Hon. and my Noble 

“ I ’m agm repression anywhere.” priends I ” 

“I’m sure,” said the voice near the red rose, “my Right Hon. 

Friend and my Noble Friend will bear me out when I say 

Would they ? Smith glanced nervously at Lord Geoege ; Lord 
Geoege, finally throwing his knee, began nervously to tear a copy of 
the Orders to pieces. It was a critical moment. But hesitation was 
fatal. A few more sentences and the voice ceased ; the red rose was 
observed to drop a foot or two. Randolph had resumed his seat, and 
opportunity had fled. 

Business done* — ^Address moved. 

Colonel Saundeeson deKvered lively address, on what he 
called “ the crisises in Ireland.” 

“ Why ? ” asked new Member, “ does he call it crisises ? ” 
“Because,” said Campbell Banneeman, “he naturally wants to 
make the most of it.” 

Not many Members j)resent, and after Satjndeeson, tMngs rather 
dull. Hicks-Beaoh stirred up Irish Members with long pole and 
led to a little scene, Irish Members after their recent habit called 
out “ Shame ! ” Speaeee said word unparliamentary. Will “ take 
notice/’ (“ As if he were a baby,” John Dillon wMspers) if tbe cry 
is repeated. “Shame! shame!” Irish Members murmur among 
themselves, but take care Speaker doesn’t hear. 

Business done* — ^Debate on Address. 


THE REVENGE” 

^ Ballad of the Ordnance* 

I ’ll teU you the story, my Masters, for I was one of the crew. 

Who mann’d the Bevenge in the Roossian war of eighteen-ninety- 
I’m one of the seven heroes— you can put it so if you like, [two, 
Who lived to tell of the famous fight, when we sunk her rather than 
strike. 

The last of the seven survivors. And eighteen years ago, 

A score and more sat down to dine iu public all of a row, 

But the annual bang(.uet thinu’dus, and the Music Halls teU at last, 
And the Charity Organisers make Mstory very fast. 

Our sMp was built by an English firm for a foreign naval pow’r, 

But they sold the ship and the foreigner too, in Britain’s trial hour ; 
So we knew that the craft was smart and staunch, as money and skill 
^ could make her, 

And i£ it hadn’t been for her guns, no vessel afloat could take her. 

But they used to serve self-acting guns to the Navy of that day, 

That drove the breech-piece through the side, or blew the muzzle 
away : [necks, 

And the crews jumped overboard, and waited in water up to their 
’Till the iron shards had settled themselves a little about the decks. 

’Twas all very well in peace-time, and the drill was pleasant enough, 
For the order was, No firing, when the weather is cmd or rough, 

But it didn’t answer in action when the enemy’s fire was hot, 

For we stood to our guns and cheered like mad, but never returned a 
shot. 

But ours was the fastest sHp afloat, and armed with a terrible beak, 
So most of the cruise in ’92 was a game of Mde-and-seek, 

For we sank the powerfullest ironclads with our ram at a single blow. 
And many a mast-head flag I snatched as tiie vessel was sucked 
below. 


One brilliant summer morning a squadron hove in sight ; 

Lor’, how we cheered, for all our chaps were spoiling for a fight, 

And down, full- speed, upon the fleet our gaUant vessel bore 
With a mighty rut in the sea hehiud, and a piUar of foam before. 

And sno;^ fleeces slowly round the Russian war-sMps grew. 

And vivid flashes lit the way as monster bolts tore through ; 

But she ducked and dodged like a playful dog as higher the smoke 
arose, 

And quivered and shook with the joy of battle, hurling upon her 
foes. 

And the deadly space grew shorter, till plain the foe we saw, 

And the triumph in their faces changed suddenly to awe : 

“ Hi ! Hi! Ton ’ve crossed a dozen mines ! ” the Russian Captain 
cried, 

“ You’re out of action, you lubbers ! ” And we crashed through his 
iron side. 

SMp after ship with foaming jaws the thirsty ocean drank 
As fast before our deadly prow they shuddered and reeled and sank; 
Bnt stni with floating pall of smoke fresh war-sMps round us drew, 
And still, as fast as one was sunk, we had to tackle two. 

Our vessel’reeled and staggered, too ; in swathes her heroes feU, 

As round and through and over us came tons of shot and shell ; 

And her plates like sheets were flapping, and cheerly above the din 
Whenever they gave a loud rat-tat, our Captain cried, “ Come in ! ” 

The still sea-floor was strewn with wrecks and guns and gaUant dead, 
Whose stony eyes stared up to mock the tumult overhead ; 

And fiercer still the fight went on, till, when the sun was low. 

Our shatter’d ship could neither stand nor deal another blow. 

And then the Captain called us round ; the fight grew slack, it 
seem’d, 

As through the rolling mounds of smoke the muffled sunset beam’d ; 
And when the lees of that strong crew were gathered round to hear, 
You could not see how few we were : you heard it in our cheer. 

“ My lads,” he said, “ you ’ve fought this day as Englishmen should 
fight, 

We ’ve kept aU day a fleet at bay— we won’t ^ive ia at night. 

The water through our riven sides is pouring in by tons— 

We cannot win— we wOl not strike— now, lads, to fire the guns ! ” 

Dnwitting of that stem resolve the Russians closer drew, 

While still in triumph at the peak the British ensign flew ; 

But vultures wheel, and sea-birds scream, when tibrough the vessel 
runs 

That last stem whisper of the brave— “We’re going to fire the 
gnus !” 

# * * * # * 

And still in fearful whispers the Russian sailor tells 
How the air grew dark with muzzles, and jackets, and coils, and 
shells, 

And part of a forty- three-ton gun hit the Admiral on the head, 

And he cried, “It is grand— but it is not war” — and Ms gallant 
spirit fled. 

And so the Bevenge^ unoonquered, went down by the Baltic shores. 
And they puMshed the seven survivors for wasting the Ordnance 
stores ; 

And they ’ve issued a gun that a oMld conld fire, and none of it 
blows away ; 

The others were good enough for us— the Navy has had its day ! 


Procedure and Progress. 

Peocedttee comes first ! Well no doubt they Imow best. 

But what if the first item swallow the rest ? 

And of paradox surely it seems an exposure, 

To say that the Session must open wifli Closure ! 

Coal and Wine Ditties that no one can object to.— Lady 
Bototieul’s distribution of fuel and “invalid port” amongst the 
destitute sick tMs severe winter. 

TRe Per-verse Poet. 

Have you Barleyings read by Bob Browning ? 

Of wMch the absurdity crowning. 

Is the Fates’ “Tralala,” 

Their “Bah! Ha! ha! ha!” 

WMch sounds, we should say, much like clowning. 

I A Disclaimee. — ^The Daily News begs to disclaim any conneotioi 
I with the War Cry* Quite another booth in the fair. 


TO COEEESPONDENTS — In no case can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings be returned, unless 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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Princesses and Eoyal Tea. 


Strand and “Save, hoi!”' ^ 

ATJTOMATA-SUPEE-SPEINGS. 

Our Oion Investigator.) 

Bepobe entering tlie town I had to cross a stile, against 
which was leaning a gentleman of a most engaging 
appearance. Raisi^ my hat, I asked him politely to 
allow me to pass. He made no reply, when I found from 
a placard on his hack, which asked me to call his attention 
hy “ pressing the top button of his frock-coat,” that no 
douht he was deaf. Complying with the direction, the 
gentleman at once howed and made room for me. 

‘‘You wish, I suppose,” said he, with rather a strange 
smile, “ to see all that is to he seen.” 

He spoke a little jerkily, and there was a curious kind 
of tone in his Toiee, which made me fear he was a martyr 
to bronchitis. 

“Yes,” I answered, “is there anything worth looking 
at before we actually enter Automata ? ” 

“ Hot much. You notice that that cow milks itself, 
and by placing the produce into the dairy, produces 
cheese and butter. The whole farm is carried on on the 
same principle.” 

My friend wapced on and I followed him. I was 
concerned to notice that he seemed rather unsteady on 
his legs, and to have a tendency to ran up unconsciously 
against lamp-posts. The place *I found perfectly deserted 
— we did not meet a soul. 

“ Automata a^ears to be rather empty? ” I observed. 

“ Well, yes. The fact is everything is done by machi- 
nery-steam or clockwork. How here we are before a 
fishmonger’s. You notice that slit in the box, drop in 
sbmence and see what will come of it.” 

1 did so, and immediately a drawer fiew out lined with 
marble, upon which was resting^ a whiting. 

“Were you to place appropriate sums (you could take 
that list hanging yonder as a guide) in those other slits, 
you could secure all sorts of fish— soles, skate, mackerel, 
and even oysters.” 

“Most remarkable,” I observed. “And I suppose 
these other shops are on the same principle ? ” 

“Certainly,” replied my guide. “It is really verv 
weR managed. In this slit (which belongs to the butcher) 
were we to place half a sovereign, an enormous joint of 
beef would be at our service. Place three sovereigns in 
this hole and await the result,” 

As my instructions had been to spare no expense in 
conducting my investigation, I dropped the sum named 
through the aperture, and immediately drew out a mys- 
terious something of wire, gauze, and ribbon, the intrinsic 
value of which seemed to me well under a couple of 
shillings. 

“A lady’s bonnet!” explained my guide, with a 
metallic chuckle.^ “ But not only have we the system of 
automatic shopping, but other conveniences are at our 
command. Pardon me — coming through the fields you 
have managed to dirty your boots. Place your foot on 


this box and watch what follows. By the way, as a preliminary, you must drop 
m a penny.” 

I followed my guide’s directions, "and in a"'moment a pair of brushes were 
busily at work, assisted by a blacking-bottle and a couple of polishers. My boots 
capitally cleaned by artificial hands attached to wires and piston-rods. 
Perhaps you would like something to eat ? ” queried my guide. 

CertaMy,” I answered, and we entered a restanrant. 

This is rather well managed. You see you select your own meal, drop in the 
necessary sum, and take a seat. The pressure of a spring in the chair supplies 
the rest.” I sat down, and in a moment a serviette was tied round my neck, and 
a ]™f e, fork, and spoon were placed before me. Soup, fish, and a fillet followed. 
Then came some cheese, and a hand politely handed me a salver, upon which 
rested the receipted bill. I noticed that my guide ate nothing, and ne explained 
that he did not require anything— he was not hungry. Upon leaving the 
restaurant we came to the residence of a doctor, with the usual brass door-plate. 

We don’t show this to ladies or children, because they are so nervous. 
But, really, it is rather clever. Just slip in ten guineas.” 

“ Rather a large sum,” I remonstrated. 

“ But well worth the money.” 

Thus urged, 1 dropped a cheque into the box. Immediately a prescription i 
was thrown out. 

“Is that all?” I exclaimed. 

“Oh, no!” he replied. ^ “We set our faces against high prices. You have 
not yet got all yon are entitled to for your money.” 

Even as he spoke a very long drawer came from the door, containingsomething 
rather bulky, I looked down — ^it was a coffin ! 

“ Enough to kill a timid man ! ” I exclaimed, angrily. 

My companion, 'who during the last few minutes had been speaking and walking 
very slowly, made no reply. 

“ Don’t'you think so ? ” I asked, sharply. 

My guide, with one foot lifted as if to take another step, and his month open 
as if to speak, kept perfectly still. To attract his attention, I gave hiin a gentle 
push. He tumbled over like a doll, and then, hy the disarrangement of his coat 
which revealed some con^licated wheels, I found that he was an Automaton ! 
He had run down I As I could not find a key to wind hiTu up again, I obtained 
no further information. 

THE OXONIAN^S WEEK. 

(After the JSstallishm&nt of the proposed School of Agriculture^) 

Monday —In. morning, attended lecture by Regius Professor of Top-dressiag. 
After that, an in-College lecture on “Theorjr and Practice of Cucumber- 
raising.” Afternoon devoted to practical experiments in that portion of the 
College Q,uadrangle wMch has been plotted to me for agricultural purposes. 
Afraid there ’s something defective in my way of treating mangel -wnrzels. 
Dean acts as bailiff, and blew me up tremendously about it. 

TKBsday—’M.j silo coming on nicely. Inspected it after morning chapel, and 
so pleased with result that I offered some of the compressed hay to the Master. 
Master angry. Wanted to know “ if I took him for a horse ? ” A donkey more 
likely— don’t say this, however. Bad beginning of day. Goes on still worse. 
Sent for by Dean, who says, “ he ’s sorry to notice that my beetroots are looking 
very sickly, and if this continues he will be compelled to gate me for a week.” 
Depressed. Attend lectures on “practical Launchy work,” and “Cottage 
Cooke^.” Intended to fit ns, as Master says, for “ being useful to our 
parishioners when we become country parsons.’’ Don’t mean to he a country 
parson myself ; chosen this school because ever so much easier to get honours in 
it in Classics or Philosophy. 

Wednesday. — Put on white^ tie, gown, and corduroys, and go off to the 
“Schools.” First day of examination for a class. Flatter myself I’vefioored 
the morning paper, anyhow, on “connection between agriculture and morals.” 
My reference to ancient systems of ploughing most erudite. Wonder if examiners 
vml show me modern system of ploughing ? Don’t think so, as far as exam, has 
gone at present. In afternoon, viva voce on Domestic Button-sewing, with 
practical iRnstrations. Ran a needle into my finger early, and couldn’t stitch at 
all. Brute of an Examiner told me, “ I had entirely ruined two shirt-cuffs, and 
I ’d better he careful.” Go away feeling quite miserable. 

Thursday. — ^Miscellaneous amcultural questions. “ What evidence is there 
to show that Cicero knew of the rotation of crops ?” Hone, that I know of. 
“Who introduced Swedes into England?” King of Sweden, probably; or, 
was it SwEDENROEG- ? Put down the latter. On the whole encouraged by day’s 
work. Another viva voce^ this time on Laundry. Asked what I should do “ i£ 

I sent five shirts to the wash, and only two came home ? ” Examiner seemed 
pleased with my answer. Rather a dab at the Laundry. If it were Cambridge, 
suppose I should he called “ Senior Mangier.” Return to rooms exhilarated, 
and find that some sportive nndergrads, have been “ making hay ” there ; wish 
they ’d do it in their own silos instead. 

Dayof rest. Hoetamips. 

Saturday.— of exam, to come ont^ to-day. Go early to Schools to 
see. Horror ! My name is not on the List at all I Sent for by Master. Says 
“Examiners’ report is, that my views on Potato-culture are most erroneous 
and unorthodox; also that I don’t seem even to have heard of the new 
system of planting Standard rose-trees with their roots in the air, invented 
hy ihe Tice-Chancellor ; and that they’re reluctantly compelled to refuse me 
my Testamur ! ” Agriculture ends in my being rusticated ! Go down same 
evening, and wish to goodness I ’d stuck to Latin and Greek. 


von. xcn. 
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Cahhy ip) thrifty Old Lady). 


“HARD TIMES.^^ 

Want all that there LuGaAOE to go inside ! ? I wonder you don't want to be 'isted onto the 
Roof ybrsblf, an* be toob: as a Parcel ! ! ** 


A QUIET SUNDAY. 

Maria says I ought to go to church this morning with her and the 
children. But, as 1 tell her, my paper upon “The New Method of 
Obtaining Plavaniline from Orthoamidoacetophenone ’’ is a work of 
necessity, and I cannot do full justice to the importance of my subject 
except on a day when all ordinary traffic has ceased. Afraid Maria 
thinks I ^m shirking— women have no sympathy with science. 

Get out my rough notes, and begin. Fortunately for me this 
secluded neignbourhood is comparatively free from church bells ; I 
ought to get my work done before luncheon. Now then It will 
prohahly he familiar to most of my hearers that the extremely inte- 
resting substance under our notice has been recently ascertained to he 
I amido-phenyldemdine^ though you may not all he equally axcare that 

Fla'cenol ” "Bless my heart! what’s that? — a German band — 

to-day ! — scandalous ! Must knock off work till they have finished — 
they are coming nearer. ... It cant be a German band, in poke- 
bonnets with tambourines ! Why, of course, the Salvation Army ! 
WeU, I daresay they do a vast amomt of good. . , . Now I can 
resume : — “ Flavenol is, expressed in simpler coords, hydroxyphenyU 
kpidine : it necessarily follows, then, that ” I’m afraid the Sal- 

vation Army must be coming hack again. Must go to window and 
see. Odd : Curate walldng backwards with concertina, half-a-dozen 
old women, and banner. “ The Church Army.” Dear, dear! I'm 
afraid they don’t strike the popular imagination as mucn as the poke- 
bonnets and tambourines ; but they mean well, no doubt. Still, they 
do interrupt. Let me proceed : — “ that, taking the higher homo- 

logue ” Cheering this time ! Are those Salvation or Church 

cheers, I wonder? 1 don’t disapprove of heartiness myself; but 
where was I going to take my homologue ? Can’t remember. 
Never mind— pass on : — “ How, I need hardly remind you that pico- 
line is methylpyridineP But how can I fix my thoughts on picoHne 
if those people yell like that ? I see ; it is not piety this time— it ’s 
Politics. Some one is holding a large open-air meeting at the street 
comer. I have always understood that the right of free speech and 
meeting in public is the proudest privilege of a Briton ; hut why yell 
over it? There, it’s no nse—I am confusing Trmmidotriphenyl- 
methane with Fiamido-phenylacndine now! My thoughts are no 


longer under control— I must give it up. After all, this is a Day of 
Rest. It is wiser to lay aside all secular labour, and attend my 
Parish Church as usual. There, at least, I shall he soothed and 
quieted into forgetfulness of this world— yes, I will go ... , 

Never appreciated the calming influence of sacred music so much. 
What a mercy it is the Choir don’t use tambourines I How rest- 
ful are the decency and order that reign here undisturbed. Murmurs 
outside . . . sensation in congregation ... A band of Socialists 
have arrived to assist in our devotions ! There, there, as I whisper 
to Maria, there is plenty of room for us all. If they wish to join us, 
let us welcome them. I say— it ’s a good symptom I 

They come tramping down the aisle ... I could wish, as a seat- 
holder of some standmg, that they would not leave a banner with 
“ Bread or Blood ! ” on it in a comer of my pew— it frightens the 
poor children so! The Yerger remonstrates with Head Socialist. 
Head Socialist says Church belongs to the People, and they have a 
right to know what goes on in it, especially as they mean to do away 
with it by-and-by. There ’s something in that, no doubt, hut then 
they seem to have come here chiefly to read their newspapers. 

Interruption in first lesson ; Democrat attempting to prove to the 
Curate that the Egyptians were all capitalists— Curate naturally 
rather nervous at being told he is a liar. . 

If I dared, I should like just to] hint to that stalwart Socialist in 
front that it is a little out of order to hiss the Prayer for the High 
Court of Parliament. 

It is rather rude of the Democrat who is sitting next to me to'^call 
me a “ Pampered Pharisee ” merely for finding the hymn for him, 
and I should perhaps be better able to attend to the sermon, if there 
were not twenty or thirty patriots all round me whistling the 
“ Marseillaise.^^ Still, as they say, this a free country, and a man’s 

opinions are his own Another ten minutes of this, and I ’m 

very much afraid my poor Maria will be in hysterics ; the children 
are crying already, because they say the Socialists are making ugly 
faces at them. At last, thank Heaven ! it is over. They have taken 
their banner, and marched out, cheering for the Coming Revolution. 
Now we can go away in peace. 

I was too hasty, it seems— they have collected in the churchyard, 
and are bonneting all the Aristocrats (an Aristocrat, for them, is any 
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person in a tall hat). They evidently consider me—who have been a 
consistent, if mild^adical all my life— as an Aristocrat of the most 
ag^essive type. Have to take a cab home. After luncheon, read 
article in Evangelical magazine on “ The Blessings of an English 
SabbatK” to renewed accompaniments from Church Army, Salvation 
Army, Street Politicians, and Socialists outside. 

Yoicks !—“ Amongst those who went best throughout the day,” 
with Mr. Haeding Cox’s hounds in the Old Berkeley Country, said 
the World, last week, “was Mr. Jokes the dramatic author, whose 
enthusiasm in the chace has already given him a wide reputation.” 
A wider reputation, may be, than he’ll get from a run with the 
Noble Vagabond or ^Ard In his next piece he will probably 
bring the scent of the fox over the fLote, and let us hope, if no wand 
then “ at fault,” he may try back, make a workmanlike oast with the 


Princess’s or Haymarket pack for some new drama, and then having 
“hit it off,” may he cry, “Forrardy ! Forrardy! ” and be in for a 
good run— of two or three hundred nights. 

The Separatist fever is catching. It appe^s that the Orkney and 
Shetland Isles are now agitating for a special Legislature of their 
own, and we shall probably soon have the SciUy Isles following suit. 
Indeed, there is no reason that the movement should stop ihOTe. 
"Why should not the Isle of l^ogs, for instance, have a Parliament 
to itself ? Then, again, there is Eel Pie Island, or, for the matter of 
that, the G-oodwin Sands. To judge from the recent utterances of cer- 
tain Anti-Unionist politicians, it is not easy to define the limite they 
would assign to the latest development of the craze for legislative in- 
dependence. Why not try Home Rule in the Chops of the_ Channel ? 
The experiment would be at once significant and entertaining. 
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■I 1^ ! \ i ^■^ L r \ i Kill If a I 

JUST IN TIME. 

In’ tile new edition of Men of the Tvns, tlie Editor, in 
a pleasant preface declares tnat his object has been to 
preserve, as far as possible the laws of proportion, and 
annonnees that “could he publish his experience with 
regard to the communications that he has received from 
the different subjects of the biographies, he could^ cer- 
tainly produce a volume no less instructive than amusing.” 
This no doubt is the case, but as Mr» Punch is less scru- 
pulous, he uses his gift of divination to guess at the 
nature of some of the autobiographical notes that have 
been sent to the amiable compiler. 

^ ^ GUdsUne, The Right Mon,, W, Great hand at 

felling trees. Yeryfond of comic songs. Can play the 
‘ i banjo. Enows how to dance a breakdown. Hates 
^ polities, can’t bear power. Is a Scotchman, also a 
Welshman, also an Irishman. Fond of liver and bacon. 
Liked Tennyson very much years ago, but thinks he 
has recently sadly fallen off. Has written a piece but 
can get neither Mr. InviNG nor Mr. Toole to play in it, 
although they both say it is the best they ever read. 
Does not know whether the ijiece is a Comedy or a 
Tragedy, Mr. Ieving considers it the former, Mr. Toole 
the latter. Is a great collector of penny postage-stamps. 
Never lost his tem^r in his life, 

Br-dUgh, C,— Descended from the earliest of the 
Crusaders. Is conscientious, honest and chivalrous. 
From his childhood’s days objected to swearing. Par- 
ticularly fond of Church architecture. Takes great 
delight in playing with tin soldiers. 

Mrc-rt, Right Hon, Sir, W, V, — Rightful heir to 
several of the European thrones. Some day when he has 
time -will claim the best of them. Enows nothing of law. 
Fond of toffy. Hates people who puU at their beards and 
have similar habits. 

T~le, Mr, J, i.— Great Shakspearian Actor. Prefers 
the rolee of Hamlet, Macbeth, Cardinal Wohey^ and 
Richard the Third, but, if desired, can playj^om^o. 
Always comes home to tea. Devotes all his energies to 
the world behind the scenes, and thinks nothing of the 
f rout of the housc. Objects to additions being made by 
THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID, actors to their author’s words. Is extremely particulp 
* Well, but if you can’t bear heb, whateyee made you Propose ? ” about points of ^ etiquette, and never shakes hand in kid 
“Well, we had danced Thebe Dances, and I couldn’t think op any- J-Pologising for wearing his glove. 

THING ELSE TO SAY ! ” Ch-Tch-U, Rt, Hon, Lord R , — ^A little modest flower. 

■ - -- ■■ ■ -T--:.z=' ■ _ v, = Hates sensation, and loathes advertisement. Cannot bear 

T?u A -wni? A Tv-n Q A Tf Av ^ talked about. The best fellow in the world to get 

h EANOhi AjND SAYOY, with. Is certainly rather partial to practical jokes. 

Messes. Gilbeet and Sullivan actually mote to the French Figaro but means no harm. Fond of tripping, 
explaining, in very excellent French — (the compilation of the letter must have JDe Sn-ks M-ntm-r-ncy H-w-rd, Fsq, — JL scion of an 
given them considerable trouble, but whatever they undertake they do ancient Surrey family. A De Snoggues came over with 
thoroughly— with the best grammars and conversation books on the table, Mr. the Conqueror, and the family is next heard of in the 
Gilbeet pacing up and down dictating, D’Oyly Caete looking out the words character of Mr. de Sn-ks’s father, who was a merchant 
in a dictionary, and Sir Aethue writing out the rough copy in his neatest in Liverpool about the middle of the present century, 
hand),— that the smg of their Marin pour rire^^ (some relation to a “rear- The land upon which Mr. de Sn-ks has settled is thou- 
admiral”) was not intended as an insult to the Frencn flag, and that, therefore, sands of years old. The premises include a baronial hall. 
La Marine d'une nation aussi brave gue chevaleresqiie ” — (Bravo, Sir Abthue ! a chapel, and a family vault — all quite new, A cousin of 
If this wasn’t a tench of your special polish, and if D’Oyly Caete didn’t Mr. de Sn-ks is an officer in a West India Regiment, 
chuckle over it mightily, then are we mistaken in our men)— needn’t take and several of his friends are Captains in the Yolunteers. 
umbrage at what was merely a kind of joke, about on a par, i,e,^^ ay ant =============== 1 ====^^ 

pridsement autant de sens que *Rosbif’ et * Goddam ’ employes pour ridiculer Us 

Anglais dans une comidie-burlesque frangaiseP Tio*ftr TolW tt TTn'B-lftTr 

And so, in spite of the irate “ T. Johnson,” the distinguished correspoudent & Y • Y* 

of the Figaro— moTQ distinguished than ever now by his apparent inability to Lilly writes brightly 

understand Mr. Gilbeet’ s peculiar humour— the funds ■will recover, the war In The Fortnightly, 

scare will not he intensifled, and the peace of Europe will he undisturbed. Meaning shaip Huxley to settle ; 

Evidently the two Savoyards consider the “ Comedie^burlesque^^ anglaise at the Huxley looks silly. 

Savoy as the Piece of Europe. This has not been undisturbed, as we hear that Finding his Lilly 

most of the first-night jokes have been taken out of the Second Act, which now Turns out a stinging nettle. 

ought to go capitally. But what a lesson is here !— that after the most careful 

rehearsal, after days and nights of work and elaboration, and after a dress rr«-r. ai. t x x t x ai. 

rehearsal in the presence of critics, it is only after the public performance, and Loafers for Loafers they are, 

this in the presence of a most friendly and enthusiastic audience, that the ^ 

^ . — ■■ tionahle and tyrannical decalogue, is somewhat akin to 

« _ . ^ __ . , . , , . . reckless wreckers of pieces who visit our theatres on 

^ J.HE Allcai^-Dase,— W here the plaintiff wanted to get hack money she had first nights, determined to damn everything in a general 

g iven 5*^^* ^ unfortunate^ com bination of names were those whom the way, especially if they are actuated by some spite against 

em ang affected ^ipraR and Njjull.” Of course, nought could be got out actor, author, or manager. Such loafers as these might 
of HiHTLL-a name vffiich is suggestive of ‘^Hough^,” hut of course “nice.” Ihe now call themselves the “ Hew Church and Stage Guild,” 
Guild must have felt much relieved after the decision of Mr. Justice since, not satisfied with disturbing the people in the full 
aecstwich, who seems to have talked a considerable amount of nonsense while pit of a theatre, they will now disturb the parson in the 
verdict. In future, over the doors of all conventual pulpit. If they are roughs “put up to it,’’ let them be 
estabhshments, Protestant or not, will be written, “Ho Money Retuened.” strongly put down. 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCHES STUDIO. 

No. XYI.— The Steeet Aitctioneee. 

This gentleman carries on his profession at the corners of little 
back streets at night, by the light^of^paraffin cans. He has a melan- 
choly^ air, as if his 
experiences had led 
him to form a low 
opinion of his fellow- 
men, and he never 
disguises his yearn- 
ing to give up the 
whole business, and 
go home in disgust. 
His chief charac- 
teristics are the 
utter absence of con- 
viction with which 
he pronounces his 
most extravagant 
eulogies, and hia 
habit of starting the 
bidding at some quite impossible 
height, and cHmbing down by 
rapid stages. 

His stock will generally be 
found to consist of cheap photo- 
graph frames, small ornaments 
under glass shades, quicksilvered 
vases of strange and fearful 
design, and a selection of atro- 

Grerman lithographs, round which a 

crowd of Saturday-night shoppers gather 
in various stages of listlessness, and gene- 
rally without the smallest apparent inten- 
tion of buying anything whatever. 

“Now, then,” says the Auctioneer, wea- 
rily, as he fumbles among his stock, “ I’ll 
tell yer what I’m going to do for ^er.” 
(Here he brings out some of the litho- 
graphs.) “I ’ave ’ere”— (Here he dusts 
the frames lovingly)— “ I ’ave ’ere a set, complete, of four ’ighly- 
coloured hoil-paintmgs, by one of the leading hartists of the day, 
repperesentin’ the life of an ’Ighlander ... 

“Number One shows you the ’Ighlander in his native ’eath, givin’ 
his young ooman a thistle he has plucked for her. Number Two, the 
same ’Ighlander settin’ out for the wars, partin’ from his young 
ooman, the same young ooman (as you can see from her plaid petti- 
coats) at the cottage-door, with a coUey-dog and a waterfall in the 
immejit background. 

“ Number Three depicts the ’Ighlander as he is in battle, firing on 
the henemy with his claymore. Now, I guarantee that as a correek 
repperesentation of the scene; while in Number Four you ’ave the 
return of the ’Ighlander to the young ooman, wounded, with cottage, 
coHey-dog, and waterfall, as before ! 

“ Now, who ’ll give me ten shillings for the lot complete ? ” 

Apparently nobody, though a woman, who hardly looks as if |she 
had ten pence to devote to the encouragement of Art, examines the 
cottage scene with the air of a connoisseur. 

“No one give me ten shillin’ for this suit of subjects, drawn and 
coloured from life ? Well, it ’s thro win’ money into the gutter ; but 
I dessay, in':these ’ard times, money ain’t exackly plenty with you, 
so I don’t mind if I meet you arf way. Nine-and-ninepence buys 
the lot— nine-and-ninepence ! ” 

But nine-and-ninepence has not this privilege, and 'the auctioneer 
grows more pessimistic. “ You don’t know a work of hart when it’s 
showed you, and that’s the fact I Why, the gilt on the frames 
alone is worth all the money. Nine-and-sii, then. Nine shillin’ ! 
Come, will eight shillin’ tempt yer ? It ain’t on’y two bob an ’Igh- 
lander, Seven-and-sixpence I ” 

StiU the crowd is not impressed. “ Look ’ere— it ’s not my way to 
bargin. You shall ’ave ’em at five bob. No one say five bob ? I’m 
ashamed of you, callin’ yerselves intelligent workin’ men, and lettin’ 
such a chance go by yer. Four-and-six ! ” 

“Now, don’t you make no mistake— this is the last orfer I can 
afford to make to yer, if I’m struck dead this very minute ! It’s 
the last lot left on ’and, or I wouldn’t do what I ’m goin’ to do, 
though it ’s robbin’ myself. I ’ll stick to my next orfer — ^three-and- 
sixpence. That ’s my last word, so make up your minds. I ’m 
about to put ’em back where I took ’em from. I shall sell ’em for 
double at some other pitch, where there is more taste and money. 
Three-and-sixpence I ” 

The audience remains calm, even at this, and the auctioneer 


“ If it wam’t that I was in such an ’uiry to go ’ome to my tea, I 


shouldn’t let the lot remain up another instant ; but I’ll give yer 
just one more chance, and, after that, I shall know what to think of 
yer. Arf a crown— two shiUin’ and sixpence ? Look at ’em— ’andle 
’em, if you like. There ’s the rings all ready to ’ang ’em up directly 
you get ’em ’ome — ^real plate-glass fronts, all sound workmanship, 
done in five distinct colours, 2 feet hy 18 inches in diameter, for two- 
and-sixpence ! Why, I paid more ’n that in the stoodio I If it was 
known what I was askin’ for ’em now, I shouldn’t he allowed to sell 
no more. Two-and- sixpence ! Well, I ’m darned if ever I see seek 
a poor lot as you are ! I ’U try yer once more— two shillin’. What, 
even that don’t make yer open yer months ? P’rhaps you expect me 
to wrap ’em up in silver paper, and pay you for takin’ ’em off my 
’ands? That’s the sort you are! Two shillin’. WeU, eighteen 
eighteen pence, and they change ’ands I Just think it over, 
afore I put ’em aside. If there’s any young couple is keepin’ com- 
pany, and thinkin’ of settin’ up ’ouse, they won’t get no fairer value 
for their money than this. It’s an article of this style as makes a 
’appy ’ome— so don’t deceive yourselves 1 ” 

Upon this a young artisan [comes forward, shame-faced, and 
griiming, and produces the necessary coins, unable to resist domestic 
felicity on such easy terms. 

“Thank you, Sir— I kingratulate you on seoh a bargin’. There 
won’t be none others as ’ll get me at a similar disadvantage, so don’t 
yon make no mistake. There you are, Sir— and don’t go tellin’ 
nohody what you gave for ’em, or you’ll be accused of bein’ a liar. 
And now we ’ll go to somethink else.” 

And here Mr. Punch proposes to follow his example. 


JACK’S REJOINBEH. 

Addressed — to Whom it Particularly Concerns, 

Now, when the last big ten-inch gun has burst. 

And we’re a waiting, eager for the order, 

A longing each of us to be the first 
To grapple somehow up her sides, and board her, 
And down upon the f urrm Monnseers swoop, 

With every blessed cutlass bared, and gleaming,— 
If they bends like a bit of iron hoop, 

Think you we’ll find the fun precisely “ screaming?” 
“ In course,” you ’ll say, and so your fun you’ll poke, 
And have, at Jach’s expense, your little joke ! 

But i£ the country doesn’t see theYun, 

Of paying down good cash, while getting treated 
To rotten stuff in cutlass and in gun, 

Supplied by swindling hands by whom it’s cheated ; 
And rising m its wrath, with accents grave, 

The mischief to its source succinctly traces. 

And gibbets first, then punishes the knave, 

No matter what his station or his place is, 

Then p’raps you ’ll own, although your fun you poke, 
That Jack as weU will have his little joke. 


HOW MUCH MORE OF IT? 

Oe, what it mat comb to by August. 

Ih the House of Commons yesterday the adjourned debate on the 
Address was again resumed. This being the 129th day of this now 
protracted discussion, the attendance was somewhat thin, and it was 
understood that all the Members of the Government were absent at 
their country seats, and at present had no intention of returniag. The 
prelimina^ notices of questions, however, showed no signs of abate- 
ment, lasting fully three hours and-a-half, during which the Speakee, 
who looked sliU jaded and irritable, dozedloff several times, and had 
to be awakened, muchtolhis apparent annoyance, on each occasion by 
one of the Clerks of the House. The adjourned debate was then 
continued by Mr. McBlatheb, Talkswoexht, CbA-Tteebt, Feoth- 
htg, Maundee and Mouthee, the discussion, which has now dealt 
in turn exhaustively with every Home and Continental Social, 
Political, Scientific, Literary, Agricultural, and Artistic question, 
turning principally during the course of the evening on the prospects 
of the fiy-catching interests in the Malay Peninsula, the free im- 
portation hy rail of stuffed anipoials to South Kensington,^ the alleged 
supply of inferior Scandinavian butterine to Provincial Lunatic 
Asylums, and the recent scandalous revelations in the affairs of the 
South Patagonian Invalid Bath Chair Company. 

On the motion of Mr. Jawiet the debate was adjourned at twenty 
minutes to four, the Speakee on leaving the House being so fatigued 
that he had to he fanned for some minutes in the Lobby mth the 
cover of a Blue Book before proceeding to his residence. It is calcu- 
lated that at the present rate of progress, the division may possibly 
be taken at the close of the ensuing month. The husmess of the 
Session might then, it is hoped, at once commence. 
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SOCIAL AGONIES. — ^THE RECITER 

BrowrCXpointing tonextromn), “ That's not the sort or Thing to make a Party go off 1” 

Jones [pomtmg to himself), **Bt Joyb ! It’s the sort of Thing to make This Party go off ! Ta-ta !’ 


OHURCHILLIUS. 

Prctgmeruts of a Lay simg m the Jbmm, showing how M, Curtins Ohwrch- 
illius mtde an Akcsrming Sacrifice of himself and got into a rather 
big hole — and <mt again. 

Ye good Men of the Commoiis, with sturdy souls and tme, 

'Who stand a lot from smart young men that make good sport for 
you, 

Come, make a circle round me, and mark my tale with care, 

A tale of what yon once haye home, and yet may have to bear. 

This is no common fable-7’ tis 'W'orthy of the Nine, 

Of the great rhetor’s flowing phrase and loud-resounding line. 

Here, in this very Forum, mder the noonday sun, 

In sight of all the Parties, the daring deed was done"; 

Nay, there be those among yon who saw it, I dare say, 

But none the less yon ’H lend an ear to my heroic lay. 

Sis “ lay,” too was heroic ; the slangy phrase excuse ; 

There’s nothing voted duller than a too punctilious Muse. 

Just ask Beet Haete— or Browning; the latter bard, at times, 
WiH lick the former hollow for larky words and rhymes. 

The “lay” then of CH-UECHir.LnTS was most heroic ; yes, 

And heroism rather pays if managed with success. 

That gap which in the Forum had opened gaped so wide, 

Black Auster, Archer up, had failed to take it in his stride. 

It yawned like any Churchyard, the muzzle of a Krupp, 

Or the tired Member late at night when Conxbeare is up ; 

It yawned and kept on yawning, insatiate as Sin 
Or Death, no matter who was Out, no matter who was In. 

Taxation would not fill it, though hke a Danae shower 
Poured into it by day and night with ten-Niagara power ; 

E’en Blue Books failed to btim it ; nay, there were those who"swore 
The speeches of Oladstonujs, like the sands on Ocean’s shore 
For multitude unnumbered, and like MundeMiA’s nose, 

Or the CommeroiaL Eoad, for length, which one might well suppose 
Would block the Vast Ii^e itself, were as one pinch of snufl 
In Thorold Kogers’s mighty heak, not nearly quantum suff. 


Then up and spake CHURCHiLLnjs ; unto himself spake he : 

“ In this same all-devouring gulf I rather think I see 
An opening for a smart young man. I ’m young and I am smart. 

I see my role ’s to fill that hole ; I ’m game to play the part.” 
Churchellitjs was Chancellor ; for that he cared no jot. 

“ This is,” said he, “ the sort of place where rubbish may be shot 
For ever and for ever with none effect at all. 

A Sacrifice is needed here ! A leap is not a fall. 

I take the jump hut as a step toward my destined goal,’ 

And the result will tell us who is ‘ left in the hole.’ ” 

Then up and spake CHHRCHiLTiiirs, unto the House he spake : 

“ Commons, too long this gaping gulf hath made you gasp and 4uake. 
As to the Curtius Lacns the oracle of old 
Announcement made which I ’ll apply, if I may he so hold. 
Whatever was most precious the Eomans had to throw, 

A sacrifice, into that hole ; this is a similar go. 

Therefore J’m clearly singled out by a sagacious Fate 
To play the sacrificial part, and so to save the State. 

Oh, don’t be flahherghasted ; the voice of destiny 
Declares that ere tMs gulf is closed a Chancellor must' die. 

And how can one die better than facing a big cropper. 

On it, and eightpence in the pound, to put a final stopper ? 

CHirRCHiLLiTJS gaily mounted upon his gallant steed. 

His ligneous horse (spotted of course) of the famed Hobby breed. 

“ Retrenchment ” was the charger’s name, from the Oladstonian stud, 
By “ Vigilance ” out of “ Vectigal,” higher in bone than blood. 

He donned his helm and buckler, he hared his trenchant blade, 
(What time below on the 0 ,. T. the feather bed they laid). 

Off from the gulf’s grim marge he shot like stone from catapult, 

^ lat er lay some later day may teU yon the result. 

Exit CnriRciHiLiiriJS 1 Q,uite so. But actors have a way 
Of dying hard one night, to live — and ie— another day. 

Gone from our gaze, young hero ! But such a splendid feat, 

Is a performanoe that a “ star ” wiU probably repeat. 

And lest the public bosom with anguish should be riven, 

Of our Star’s “ reappearance ” due notice will be given. 
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GOING COURTING. 

Mr. Nihbs. I lost sigiit of you, Sir, in the crowd at the Court the 
other night. How did you like Dandy Dick f 
Mr, Pxcnch, Immensely. I haven’t seen anything that has made 
me laugh so much — ^laugh till I cried— since The Private Secretary, 
Mr, Mbhs, The notion of making Mr. Gllyton a Dean in a farce, 
—the very ideal figure for it,— is in itself humorous, Sir,— do you 
not think so? 

Mr, Punch, iNo, ^ honestly, I do not. Mr. Clayton’s name is 
chiefly associated with serious drama, and he is essentially an earnest 
and most conscientious actor. By natural dramatic selection he 
would be cast for a Dean, or a Bishop, in a tragedy, a comedy, or a 
drama, and he would then be the right man in the right place.^ But 
here, as a real Dean in a farce, Mr. Clayton’s wish to throw himself 
heart and soul into the humour of the situation, which he intensely 



** Tidd’s Cou.t Pxiictioe.’’ 


appreciates, is too evident. Imagine Mr. J, T7. Hill as the Dean 
with Mrs. John Wood as the sporting Georgina Tidman ! 

Mr, Nibhs, But as Mr, Hill is not here 

Mr,. Punch, duite so. I am only “ supposing.” As it is I do not 
understand why Mr. Arthue Cecil was not cast for the Dean— un- 
less it is that he is looking forward to a holiday — as any ordinary 
careful actor could play JBlore the butler, and Mr. Cecil might join 
Lord Randolph Chttechell in his Continental trip while the G-overn- 
ment of the Court and the Country would be carried on successfully 
in their absence. I 

Mr, Nibhs. The dialogue struck me as smart. ^ * 

Mr, Punch, It is capital dialogue, capitally delivered by almost 
everybody. What especially pleases me, is that Mr. Pinero boldly 
describes his piece as an “ original farce in three Acts.” How, as 
almost anything is permissible in farce, an audience is rendered 
supremely happy with the minimum of probability and the maximum 
of absurdity, as long as it does not become, either in action or 
dialogue, extravagant burlesgue. And here as an Old Dramatic 
Hand, I would warn Mr. Pinero against his tendency to imitate a 
method which is Mr. Gilbert’s patent, and of which he ought to 
enjoy the monopoly. Mr. Pinero is bubbling over with fun, and 
can well afford to do without some of Miss Sheba^s speeches— a 
part far too strongly accentuated by Miss Horreys, whose self-con- 
sciousness and very apparent anxiety to make every line tell, mar 
the charm of her otherwise clever performance,— and without some 
of the mechanical action given to Tier and her sister Salome— Yery 
nicely played by Miss Lewes— which suggests the idea of the 
author ’s having borrowed the Savoy mechanism for use at the Court. 
These two young ladies, with their sudden jerkings, fl.oppings, lying 
backwards on the table, and other eccentricities, all evidently done 
to order, run the risk of becoming mere marionettes. There is 
nothing spontaneous in their individual movements. This is the 
I fault with the part that Mrs. Tree plays in Mr. Pinero’s curious 
mixture called the Hobby Horse at the St. James’s. But having 
said this, I have little else but praise for Dandy Dick, 

Mr, Nibbs, Yet, first-rate as the farce is, would it have achieved 
such a success but for Mrs. Wood ? 

Mr, Punch, Recollect that when an author writes for a particular 
company the actors or actresses become part and parcel of such 
piece. Mr. Pinero, who, to my thinking, has suited neither Mr. 
Clayton nor Mr. Cecil in this piece, has fitted Mrs. John Wood 
with a part as perfectly as the best tailor would with a riding-habit. 
To see ner square her elbows, put her head on one side, thrust out 
her hand, and walk forward m a knowing sort of way, to welcome 


her old racing friend, Sir Tristram, is something never to be forgotten. 
It is a joy for ever ! But remember that Mr. Pinero must have 
calculated on this in writing the part, and doubtless Mrs. Wood has 
exceeded his most sanguine expectations. 

Mr, Nibbs, And is not Mr. Edkdnd Maurice good as Sir Tris-- 
tram ? 

Mr, Punch, He is so true to nature that he might have been in a 
comedy, and yet he fits exactly into his place in this farce. This is 
because the original model is highly coloured in actual life ; and so 
his boisterous manner and his countrified awkwardness are familiar 
notes 9 f the type. Whether by accident or design— for this actor’s 
name is new to me — ^Mr. Maurice’s Sir Tristram is simply perfect. 
I can say no more. 

Mr, Nibbs, The two officers, M. Kerr and Everspield, were 
good, especially the former, as the Major with a liver. He was not 
a hit overdone— for farce, I mean. But, dear me, remembering 
Caste 

3/r. Punch, Yes, I know'what yon are goiag to say, — “ how you 
would like to have seen Mr. Bancropt as Major Tarver J"* What a 
shout would have gone up at the line, “I shall sing him off his 
legs,” and at every effort of his to give, ^^Come into the Garden, 
MaudP Well, there is a suggestion of Mr. Bancropt as Captain 
Hawtree in Messrs. Pinero and Kerr’s Major Tarver. By the 
way, the scene at home, “An Evening in an English Family 
Household,” is very cleverly stage-managed. 

Mr, Nibbs. Mr. Denny’s Policeman is a good hit. 

Mr, Punch, Yery ; quite a study, and, in its degree of import- 
ance, so is Miss Laura Linden’s Hannah Topping, 

Mr, Nibbs. Did you notice the dramatic music that Mr. Carl 
Armbruster has composed, by way of illustrative accompaniment to 
the scene where the Dean and the Butler are mixing the bolus. 

Mr, Punch, Of course I did. It was like a bit of Wieber, and 
one expected to see Zamiel appear out of the fire-place. I should say 
that Mr. Armbruster must have revelled in it. But — ^it is an utter 
mistake. This is another example of what I was saying about 
bringing burlesque into farce. That this scene, played with an 
evident consciousness of its burlesque character by Mr. Clayton, 
and with mock horror by Mr. Cecil, amid thunder, lightning, 
wind, and rain, should be ridiculously intensified by melodramatic 
music in the orchestra, with blows on the muffled drum burlesquing 
and showing up the conventional mechanism of a serious melodramatic 
situation, is out of keeping with the character of farce, and is, I 
have no hesitation in saying, a distinct mistake. It disiraots an 
audience and puzzles them, and might discount the success by at 
least fifty nights out the three hundred to which the piece will 
probably go. The storm of wind and rain would have been quite 
sufficient without the thunder, the tremolo, the.muffied drum, and 
the parody of an incantation scene. 

Mr, Nibbs. I am inclined to agree with you. The music in this 
situation is superfiuous. It struck me, Sir, that the Second Act was 
not so strong as the two others. 

Mr. Punch, Partially^ on account of this particular scene we have 
been discussing. Still, ^ it is a great point when the Dramatist pro- 
duces a Third Act which is as fresh as his successful First. The 
Third Act of Dandy Dick, with its lock-up and stolid policeman, 
reminded me of the Third Act of that capital farce, Le Peveillon, in 
which Lassouche played the stupid, loutish gaoler. Mr. Denny’s 
rural constable .is its worthy companion portrait. It is an eccentric 
character part, and presents no difficulties to an actor in this line of 
business. . As to Mrs. "Wood as “ George Tid^^ — well, I must see 
her again, and I believe I shall enjoy her performance just as much 
as I did the first time. 

Mr, Nibbs, Why on earth did Mr. Pinero make her marry Sir 
Tristram f 

Mr, Punch, It’s a weakness with Dramatic Authors. They’re 
like match-makiug ’^mothers. Sir Tristram “ George Tid'^ 
were much better apart. You’re quite right— it is an error of judg- 
ment; immaterial, of course, as their union affects nobody in the 
plot. But the audience would he so much better satisfied if they 
knew that their eccentric “ George Tid^^ was not going to run again 
in double harness after the loss of her first stable companion. Ho 
matter, bless her heart I and may she be happy as Lady Mardon, 
though she can rarely, if ever, he so “happy” as she is as Georgina 
Tidman, alias “ George Tid,^^ One word more for the very small 
part of the ^oom—Hatcham, a sketch every line of which is full of 
character. It is capitally played by Mr. Lugg. I thank everybody 
at the Court for a very pleasant evening. Au revoir. 


ON THE GAVOTTE AT THE OPERA COMIQUE. 

Capers to spice old comedy revivals ! 

Where Kate Vaughan dances there need be no Rivals, 


The Prospectuses were Allsopped up pretty quickly. The enor- 
mous amount subscribed, said Mrs. Ram, sounds like one of “ AH- 
sopp’s Fables.” 
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THE NEW SCIENCE. 

Uncle Jack ** Ullo, mt dear, what *s the Matter ? Yoir and Edwin not been 
Quarrelling, I hope?’* 

AngeliTia , Uncle Jack; but we *ve been to Signor Gammonio, the Palmist, to 
HATE our Hands examined, and he says we are not suited to each other, and ought 

TO BREAK IT OFF AT ONCE ! ” 


TERRIFIC STRUGGLE WITH A GRAND PIAHO! 

A CASE wHoli recently came ’before Mr. Justice Groye and a Common Jury in the Queen’s 
Bench Division, has hardly^ in Mr, FuncKs opinion, attracted the attention it deserved from 
the sensational nature of its chief incident. It appears that it had become necessary, for 
certain, reasons, to seize a grand piano which was in the plaintiff’s house, and that two men 
entered it with that object. An attempt wonld seem to have been made to deter the gallant 
feUows from their desperate purpose, and they accordingly waited to be reinforced by some 
seven or ei^ht others of equally fearless disposition, whereupon, to quote from the Times 
report, “picking the lock of the dining-room door, where the piano lay impounded, they 
fini^y, after a struggle of some four hours, removed the piano in triumph in a van.” 

■Wliy, why have we no English Yictor Hugo to paint the fierce pioturesqueness, the lurid 
horror of this four hours’ contest with an impounded [piano ? It is a scene, Mr, Punch 
ventures to say, unparalleled by anything in recent fiction. Think of it, sensation novelists ; 
the piano, lurking grand and grim in its lah, the entry of the intrepid little hand of 
assailants— the awful combat that ensued ! Can you not picture the piano at bay, lashing 
out with its stout mahogany legs, snapping its lid, ^gnashing its ivory keys (which probably 
had been untuned for weeks) ? One holds one’s breath iu admiration, in wonder that any 
of the devoted nine or ten left that dining-room alive to tell the tale, and that the infuriated 
instrument did not roll its crimsoned castors over their collective corpses. 

But courage and intelligence prevailed at length, as they always do, against mere blind 
brute force ; the piano, worn out, reduced far below concert-pitch, was eventually overpowered, 
and removed ignominiously, like a captive menagerie lion, — ^in a van! 

Most justly was it observed by the plaintiff’s Counsel during the trial, that “ no one could 
tell the amioyance of such a scene in a house, except those who had gone through it, or 
witnessed it,’’ and Mr, Ptmch feels proud to commemorate here a deed which deserves to be 
inscribed high in the record-roll of British heroism. 


“Why do they go on for weeks in Parliament discussing how they shall address the 
Queen?” asked Mrs. Ram. “Surely some one among them must know that the Queen’s 
Address is simply ‘ Windsor,’ ” 


AN ANTICYCLONIO ODE. 

By an A^^essionist, 

As^on my steady threadbare way 
Through life I jog. 

There is one thing that makes me gay — 

A London fog. 

I love to wake an hour too late, 

In calm seraphic, 

Unrnfded by the noise I hate, 

Of constant traffic. 

And find the genial evening hour, 
Meridian scorning. 

Assert its humaniaiug pow’r 
At early morning. 

■Without there reigns ahnshing spell 
O’er London’s loud land, 

And even ’bus conductors dweU 
Awbile in cloudland. 

And common objects through the fog 
Come looming large. 

And lamp-posts up against you jog 
In jocund charge. 

And streets impervious before, 

For fiscal reasons. 

Become a safe resort once’more, 

In foggy seasons. 

At thaumaturgio mist’s command 
The sordid real 

Melts in the boundless wonderland 
Of the ideal. 

My well-brushed hat, my muffler white, 
My coat of blue, 

Disguise the fact that they ’re not qnite 
As good as new. 

Streets where young hards their, unsung 
verse 

In third-floor rooms bury— 

(The nascent Muse is not averse 
To sombre Bloomsbury) — 

Become to wandering fancy’s view, 
While vision slumbers. 

The weird old cities Dore drew 
In shiUing numbers. 

And Station roofs for once may change 
Their wonted frowns, 

And blend majestic in a range 
Of mystic downs. 

From clond-clad tow’rs the hours are spelt, 
Whose turrets fair, 

Less blest than Prosperous visions, melt 
Into thick air. 

But lo ! the swathing vapours fleet 
Like darkness suted. 

And from the rather shamefaced street 
The fog has lifted. 

Again, amid its leafless planes, 

I see the Abbey ; 

Unchanged, like it, the fact remains 
That I am shabby. 


Be-Marks. 


There have lately been reports of some 
lunatic threatening Lord Rothschild’s life, 
but Mr. B. S, Marks has been most snccess- 
ful in taking his Lordship from life, and 
eihibithig him in a picture, as he ap^ared 
when taking his solemn oath in the House 
of Lords. As his Lordship is not represented 
as bare-headed, — his title, we remarked at 
the time, ought to have been “ Lord 
TON,”— it maybe supposed that, as the eff^ 
of swearing was almost overpowering, the 
luAt 
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YiECOunt WoLMER said “he saw Hon. Members toss their heads.” (^Bee Times "Report, Fehrvary 1.) Our Special Artist here gives the effect, 
showing how some Hon. Members lost their heads, and how others became wrong-headed. 

House of Comymns, Monday Night, January 31. — A little tragedy Chambeblain might have been. When not blowing people up. 
TiniLoted by the thoughtless crowd befel under G-allery this evening, assumed a fine air of patronage. Reassured YY. H. Smith, patronieea 
Sheriffs of City of London came down, dressed all in their best, to Hicks-Beach, and on the whole let down gently a Conservative 
present petition. Business accomplished, took their seats under the Party that had presumed to differ with him. 

Gallery as usual, and began to think what they should have for A promising speech from young Crmzoir, and then the Sage of 
dinner. With legs crossed, hands folded, and scarlet gown draped dueen Anne’s Gate conapleted Habtihgton’s enjoyment of the 
around them, mused on modifications of the menu ; when a sudden evening by reproaching hi m with bad taste for insisting upon sitting 
disturbance arose from the House. Bells rang. Members crowded in, on Front Opposition Bench shoulder to shoulder with G-ladstohb. 
and attendant, with peremptory gesture, bundled Sheriffs of the City Business dowe.—Further debate on Address, 

of London into the outer Hall, upsetting as it were the soup, sliding Tuesday,— k. great and proud day for us, the Coming Party, the 

the fish off the dish, and making the entrees exeunt, Chaplinites, the Dissentient Unionists. Our Great Chief has seized 

All WiLEBiD Lawson’s joke. Aeebs-Dotjglas had moved Hew his opportunity, and made minoe-meat of the adversary. All very 
Writ for St, George’s, Hanover Square, in place of Lord Algeenon well lor Randolph to occupy two evenings of the Session, for 
Pebct. This, it was known, meant to make room for Goschen. Geobge Hamilton to orate, and for Conybeabe to discuss the 
Nothing more natural. ^ question, “ Why are the Tory Party so angry at me ? ” Our Chiefs 

“Where,” as Habcottet says, “could a prominent Unionist go appearance on the scene dwarfs them all. Its effect, before a word 
with more appropriateness than to St. George’s, Hanover Square?” was uttered, remarkable. Gladstone, unnecessarily apprehensive 
I But Lawson as a free and independent elector objected to undue as it turned out, had invented necessity for adjourning to the Fens, 
haste. First he had heard of it. Must have time to think over it, Randolph, with more occasion, had hurried out of the House, when 
so moved adjournment of debate. House cleared for division, and certain movements on the part of Our Chief indicated preparation 
thus the meditations of the Sheriffs of London rudely broken in for rising. Usually reckless, he could not stand this fire. It was 
upon. well for him to be out of range, for the firing was terrific. Mr. 

Randolph in fine form to-night. Delivered piquant speech con- Disbaeli, in his most pompous moments, never equalled lOur Chief 
structed on what General Woodall (late Surveyor-General of the in the profundity of his emotion, the impressiveness of his gestures, 
Ordnance) cjdls “swivel-gun system,’’—that is to say, it will fire upon or the range of his emphasis. ^ ^ j. t*v 

anyone in whatever position. Sometimes the muzzle hearing upon “ The noble Lord,” he said, m one of the finest passages, has not 
Hartington, who sat immediat^y opposite, violently looking as fl he the shadow of a leg to stand upon.’’ xi. -p v i. 

were the sole occupant of the chamber. Sometimes at Chaplin in I suppose that, as indicating absolute helplessness, the Lngliflxi 
the corner seat to the right ; occasionally full in the hack of W. H. language does not contain a more striking metaphor. 

Smith, who sat below ; and sometimes at the empty seat where After this hurst of natural eloquence, the vituperation or Oont- 
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BEAEE fell a little flat. A new Member, one Graham, gave it a fillip 
in a otnaint maiden speech, with something of a touch of Carlylese 
in it. House thankful for anything out 
of the ordinary rut, and encouraged new 
Member with mucn laughter and cheer- 
J ing. Debate drifted on till midnight, 
when adjournment moved. W. H. Smith, 
rising in ordinary Leader-of-the-House 
fashion, expressed ^ hope that a little 
further use of the night might be made, 
^^ont Opposition Bench practically 
deserted; Paerell absent; apparently 
no one to lead the Opposition in resisting 
this attack on its privileges. Seemed that all 
was lost, when a tamiliar voice heard below 
the Gangway. It was Joseph Gillis, with one 
thumb in the armhole of his waistcoat, the other 
hand disengaged what time he caressed his 
\ incipient moustache. In genial bantering man- 
ner, the hand of steel gleaming beneath the 
velvet glove, Joey B. withstood the Leader of 
the House. He was gracious, even benignant ; 
but no mistaking his purpose. John Manrees 
“ STotJthe shadow of a o?®? put to haul dotm the eovern- 

Lee to stand upon ” Aa-g, and debate forthwith adjourned. 

Business do7ie , — ^More debate on Address. 

Wednesday , — Still harping on me country,” said O’BDea, in voice 
of deep melancholy. 

Was standing at the Bar looking at the almost empty House of 
Commons, which CEUiY was vehemently addressing. O’Hea never 
been the same man since O’Shea left. “I’m a poor widow man,” 


“I’m not sure about that,” said the Baronet. “Barttelot, 
Paget, and I have been talking matters over. Think it ’s time we 
^ old stagers did something. Nothing is to be got, 

except by making yourself disagreeable. The ’ 


A. S. Cr-m-r. 


he says, with a tear in his voice. 


poor widow man,” 


Particularly downcast to-day, and not without reason. Here we 
are at the end of first week of Session, and absolutely no forrader. 
Supposed to be debating the Address. Cloud of Amendments on the 
paper. Haven’t yet, after six days, reached the first one. Amend- 
I ments touch all subjects, stretching from Egypt to Ireland, via 
i Scotland. Each will have its two or three sittings — that relating to 
j Ireland probably a week. Yet here we are to-day, as we have been 
j every day, talking about Ireland. All the speeches to be delivered 
i over again, with others, when Parhell’s Amendment comes on. Well 
may the tears trickle down the face of the widowed O’Hea. Happy I 
in being out of it is the errant O’Shea. Business done.— None. 

Profound sensation in House to night. Raitooxph b as 

f and Sir J. McGarel Hogg, by 

>vement, has secured his corner 
lOiPH has made for Algiers, 
le has gone there on account of 
iloBSOH Roose says so, and he 
)w. But Robsoh Roose, though 
unapproachable in his own 
line, a mere chicken in the 
hands of a political RooseteXj 
like Raioolph. Public doubt- 
less haven’t forgotten certain 
Secret Mem^^pu^shed last 

how an honourable MemW, 

of th^ Dwsentient^TJnionists, 

other potentates ; how he was 
Chief himself with Hartihg- 

had made ^considerable' ad- 

thing by resigning office and 
Rir T tvTpG.t 1 TT o-o- hiiaging about chaos. Rah- 

u... health may not he 


what his friends would wish ; hut it is at least a little curious that 
^ should just now have started for Algiers, Should he go on to 
Tmns, Monaco, and Venice, perhaps the most short-sighted amongst 
us wuL hegm to see a hole through the ladder. 

Meanwhile Hogg’s manoeuvring led .to much conjecture, and on 
5^easury Bench to some perturbation. What did it portend? 
ChaHman_ of Metropolitan Board of Works usually regarded as 
steady-going Conservative, amenable to diseipHne, and with rooted 
^erence for authority. What did he do in flie seat ofi the scorner ? 
Was this the hegmnmg of a new revolt ? 

. J. McG^el ” said y. H. Smith, uneasily, “I hope are not 
going the whole Hogg ! ” 


to ^a-ke up. Why should we always sit quiet 
benches ? ” 

Poor Smith ! and he just beginning to cheer up 
when he heard of Randolph’s fiight ! 

More interminable speech-making, with remote 
reference to the Address. 

Business done, — ^None. 

Friday, — At last reached Amendments to Ad- 
dress, Cremee moved one calling for withdrawal 
of troops from Egypt. Welerid Lawsoh gave 
what he called “a bird’s-eye view of how things 
had gone on in Egypt for the last eleven 
years.” Principal figure in the landscape was 
Goscheh, assisting tne Khedive to put Zabik 
Pasha in a chest, nailing him up alive, and 
pP dropping him to the bottom of the Nile. Sir 

BH Charles Poster, who has already lost his hat, 

shuddered at graphic picture. W. 
vWm Redmond gave account of his visit to Egypt 

and how he was ashamed to be there, feelmg 
the _ glances of hatred of the people were 
merited. Saunderson created painful sensa- 
A. S. Cr-m-r. tion by suggesting that Redmond had been 
mistaken for an Englishman. Redmond, how- 
ever, hastened to assure thejHouse that this was, not so, and 
equanimity restored. 

Business done, — Cremee’s Amendment rejected by 263 votes 
against 97. 

TELLINGS OF THE TELEPHONE. 

Tele account of the conversation recently held between the TTing 
of the Belgians and President Grevt, coupled with the announce- 
ment that the Q,ueen had at Bruxelles been listening to a rehearsal 
at the Paris Opera, has soon led the way to other Continental 
experiences of a like character. The following comes from a Berlm 
correspondent 

The new telephonic apparatus was yesterday submitted to tbe 
Chancellor, who, itaking much apparent interest in the invention, 
at once requested that he might be put into communication with the 
eastern frontier of Prance. This was immediately done, with the 
result Inat his Excellency distinctly heard the sawing of the planks 
now being utilised for the construction of the new French military 
huts in process of extensive erection in that quarter. This appeared 
to amuse the Prince, who kughingly suggested that the other end of 
the maohme should he laid on to General Boulanger’s private 
apartment; and, on being assured that the connection had been ' 
enected, he forthwith proceeded to dictate, in a loud and resounding 
’^ice, a further threatening article to the Reporter of the Berlin 
Post, who was in attendance for the purpose. This was attentively 
listened to, though with some astonishment, ‘by the French War 
Minister, and was followed, in the course of the afternoon, by another 
characteristic panic on the Bourse, 

The subjoined is from Vienna. The Emperor expressing much 
satisfaction, with the apparatus, said he should like to test it in a little 
private conversation with the Czar, where, on communication being 
established with the Winter Palace, his Majesty was startled by 
hearing distinctly the report of a gun. He, however, immediately 
made the humorous inquiry, “What are you about? Shooting a 
Secretary r ’ to which came the prompt reply, “ No. Trying a new 
Repeating Rifie in my bed-room.” After the interchange of a little 
badinage of the same character, the Czar suddenly 
asked !^w about the Landsturm ? I fancy you ’re having them 
drilled. Can hear the continuous tramp.” To this the Emperor, 

; after a few moments’ reflection, as if struck with a happy thought, 

I respcmded, Bless you ! It ’s only the goose step ; ” an explanation 
wJiiqn seemed to occasion the Czar considerable hilarity, as he could 
I be dktinctly heard laughing immoderately on receiving it. On the 
whole tJie relations between the two Courts may he regarded as 
excellent, ^d the prospect may be said to be visibly brightening. 

4 . 1 , recently been established between 

[^e Foreign Office and Her Majesty’s representative at Constan- 
tmople, and was pnb to the test yesterday by the despatch Tof the 
I laconic inquiry, “ Well, what are you up to now ? ” To which, after 
a brief mterval, was vouchsafed the reply, “ Nothing in particular.” 

I Salisbury hade his Secretary rejoin, “ All right ; stick 

I to it, and the conversation, which seemed to indicate a resolution on 
the part of Her Majesty’s Government to assume a somewhat neutral 
I attitude in any possibly impending conflict, abruptly closed. 
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Con naught. 

Sfe 


Gnaw folk. 


A PROTEST EEOM THE PEDESTAL. 

The adjourned meetingf of the Public Thoroughfare Protection Association 
was held, after midnight, yesterday at Charing Cross, Lord Nelson, who 
descended from Ms column for the purpose, being again voted nnaniniously in 
the Chair. The assemblage which was rather select than large, was, however, 
well attended by Statues occupying various prominent sites in other parts of the 
Metropolis, and who, therefore, took a lively interest in the matter under 
discussion. 

On the hour of One sounding on the clock of the Westminster Palace, the 
Chairman rose. He said, he need not detain the meeting by dwelling on what 
had brought them together. They were met to protest against an intolerable 
nuisance I hear need he say he alludea to the ntilisation, attempted 

and threatened, of the open space that surrounded them, for the purposes of 
public meeting. Though when a moh crowded the Square, he, perched up on 
the top of his lofty pedestal, might personally consider himself out of it, still 




Vest, Min’ster ? 


Game-bridge ! 


A SONNET OE YALENTINES. 

When February’s lingermg b'ght reveals 
The patient earth, still pallid with the weight 
Of Winter’s darkness, and the dazzling freight 
Of snow, wMch Summer’s wealth in trust upseals, 

And heavenward turns th’ unwary walker’s heels, 
And lends to dauntless Infancy a straight 
And aggravating missile for the pate 
Of musing stranger, who astonied feels 

The concrete cloud upon his collar hurst 

Now, when the birds make their engagements known, 

And early baas are on the thin winds blown, 

There are who send — I can’t tell why, I ’m sure — 

To strangers, who have ne’er with them convers’d, 
E-ude paiuted daubs of vilest portraiture. 


Here is an advertisement that might suit an ambitious 
conjuror out of place ; — 

C AN any Clergyman FECOMMEND a thoroughly respectable 
useful Man as INDOOR SERVANT and GARDENER? 
Some knowledge of house decorating desirable ; age about 35 ; 
Church of England ; principal duties gardening and drawing 
hath chair ; parlour-maid does indoor work while thus engaged ; 
dress as indoor servant after one ; no beer ; no clothes ; bond 
fide non-smoker. 

Note the wonders of this mysterious household ! There 
is an ubiquitous parlour-maid, who, while engaged in 
“ gardening and drawing a bath chair ” at the very same 
moment apparently “ does indoor work.” But no lesser 
marvel is expected of the applicant. He is to dress as an 
indoor servant after one, and yet he is to do it without 
any clothes. After this it seems immaterial that he 
should have some knowledge of house decorating and be 
a hand fide non-smoker. The advertiser had better apply 
direct to M. Yerbeck. 


he could see what was going on at his feet, and he had frequently seen the base 
of Ms column invaded by a noisy rabble, who even clambered on to the hacks 
of the four noble beasts who protected Mm. Shame It is true they 
had been dislodged ultimately by the Police, hut only after an unseemly scuffle, 
that he considered degrading to him as a public monument. (“ jSear ! hear J ” 1 
He had on one memorable occasion reminded Ms fellow-countrymen how England 
expected every man to do his duty, and he wotdd just throw the Mnt across to 
the Authorities at Scotland Yard opposite, by expressing a hope that, when the 
time should arrive, they would he found equal to the task of doing theirs. ( Cheers, ) 
General Sir Charles Napier said he entirely concurred in every word that 
had dropped from the illustrious naval hero who occupied the chair. Hear I ”) 

Speaking from Ms own experience, and in Ms forward position, he was able 
conveniently to note the passage of the veMcular traffic ; he could only say 
that on the last occasion, about a year ago, when the Square was invaded, it 
came to a dead stand-still. TMs was a disgrace. Besides, in the turmoil, the 
public did not even notice him, and he considered he had been placed on the 
‘^finest site in Europe” to he stared at. ^ {Laughter*,) ^ Instead of that, he only 
had a mob of angry ruffians turning their hacks on him. {JRenewed laughter,') 
Honourable Statues might laugh, hut he could tell them that to he placed ou 
a pedestal by a grateful countryjand then treated no better than a lamp-post, 
was not a pleasant experience. He protested against this. He certainly should 
vote that the Square be restricted to its proper uses, and not turned into a hear 
garden. ( Cheers,) And he felt he could say tMs not only for himself, but also 
on behalf of Ms gallant brother- in*arms, facing the omnibuses on the other side. 
G-eneral Havelock {mth warmth), I believe you I [Roars of laughter,) 
G-eorge the Foitrth said, that situated as he was, he might by some be 
regarded as the “corner man” in any assemblage that might take place in that j 
locality. Still, he believed, he was still known as the First Gentleman in i 
Europe — (“ Oh ! oh '”) — and, under these circumstances, he considered it very i 
derogatory to Ms dignity to have a crew of ragamuffins climbing about Ms^ horse’s i 
le§:s, and waving a red flag under his very nose. He would be hound his illus- 
trious predecessorjthe Eoyal Martyr, would agree with him. 

Charles the First, who, on rising, was enthusiastically greeted, said, that 
having lost his head in one popular movement, he was likely to know what he 
was saying when dealing with another. ( ‘ ‘ Hear I hear .' ” ) He could only say, 
to suffer the traffic of a great centre to be interrupted for hours by a set of 
brawlers under any pretext whatever, that it would be an interference with the 
right of puhho meeting to stop it, was to sanction a scandal to which the mere 
levying of sMp-money was a comparative triffe. ( Cheers,) He had been once 
brought to the block, hut if tMs was aDowed, he should have the Mock perpetually 
being brought to Mm. (Laughter,) If people wanted to talk, let them do it on 
Clapham Common or at Wormwood Scrubs. He trusted Sir Charles Warren 
would set Ids foot down ffrmly in the matter, and protect the peace and well- | 
being of the neighbourhood. ( ‘ ‘ Hear .' ” ) 

The discussion was then continued with much animation by several Statues 
from the Embankment, who spoke to the same effect, some merriment being 
caused by the arrival of George the Third from Cockspur Street, who rode 
round to give his general support to the meeting, the four Lions eventually 
rising and expressing their approval of the proceedings by a sympathetic roar. 
The approach of dawn having been announced by the whistle of an early train 
entering the neighbouring station, the assemblage gradually withdrew, and 
the local Statues re-seeking their respective places, the Square once more 
assumed its wonted aspect 


Mr, Santley has been recently made a Knight of St. 
Gregory by Leo the Thirteenth. Why not have 
beatified Min at once, on account of Ms being so Santley ? 
He was in excellent voice when he san§: in Spohr’s great 
Oratorio, wMch, by the way, is a subject that does not 
lend itself to any Spohr-tive remarks. 

“ FAm AND Forty.” — ^The Thieves in the Drury Lane 
Pantomime. But where ’s the “ Fat ” in tMs quotation ? 
Oh, the two low comedians have got all that to themselves, 

“ A Breech oe Promise.” — ^The new twelve-and-a- 1 
half pounder for the Horse Artillery. j 

To Follow.— After “ She, He, 1 


Had it proved 


true that, as the P,M,G, informed the public, Sir C h arles 
into a legacy would have had to change Ms name to Snooke, 


when encountering Mm in the street would have had the pleasure ©t Outtmg a 
Snooke ” without any rude action. 

There was scarcely room enough for the vast assemblage of Brethren who met 
to assist at the installation of Augustus Druriolanus. Whereupon the New 
WorsMpful Master might have exclaimed, with a sigh, “ 0 for a Lodge in some 
vast wilderness ! ” By the way, at the ceremony there was an Anglican Bishop 
present. Will tMs Episcopal Mason, in his apron, lay the foundations otthe 
Church House ? 

The American Fisheries’ Dispute. — What the Canadians say to the 
Americans, — “ jPq« sea Bait.” Directly the bait is not used to catch votes, an 
amicable settlement will he arrived at—and the sooner the baiter. _ ; 


VOL. xcn. 


I 




locr Crystal Falace. “ Beq Pakdos, kind Gen’l’m, oootdn't tod spaeb a Teiixe eob, mb, this Jdbilbe Teak ? I i b seen ^ 

PmiSB to lememW the Crystal Pala.ce! Only once in y/®? of Progresr^ ^ [eSns old Ogress f 

Ami alone to he out in the cold, gentle Sirs, as Her Majesty'^s Jubilee „ gi,. to rescue me yet from Oblivion’s maw, the 

nears? nx. v tt^ qVnlvthe^SDirit of Paxtok might plead for me, say that the thought 

Eyeryonenqwiaa-toutingforeverything,ChurchHouses,InstitateB, Trtoyttobnmtoir^TON^ , . , 


Has no one a good word for me ^d my gardens, my lun ana my QQj^gojt ? And how about Haotel ? /m. i v 4 .Vs 

^wOTks, myfou^sandflowCTs? likemTlIam- Oh! by too back hair of Mabtts, do be merciful! Oh! by the 

Am I to become M Eibnot as my Animals P Pass, like my Jttam u g^ory of Tnnasrs, take pity !. ^ f 

moth and Icbtoyqsaurus? ,r i . hTtp AU ^rntry cousins should plead in my fayour, toe guests of your 

Go. Itoe toe Rhoste to my Courts and my Temples, yanish like All ‘^^J^-^aged 5d City 

Rambsbs, hook it like Hoaxrs r ^ — — 
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SNOB-SNUBBING. 

SnooJason {wlw 7ias got Oentletimn on the Brain, and thinks himself one), “A — 
TAAS— Jon:ES is a vert good FelLOW—A — I don’t know that I QUITE CALL 
HIM A Gentleman^ you know.’* 

Miss Sharp {wl^o has a liking for Jones), '‘Don’t you keally? Oh—but 

PERHAPS YOU ARB NOT A VERY GOOD JUDGB ! ” 


Ought to support me, and Bobbies, and Foresters, Maters with, children, and 
Paters with pockets. 

Ah, take the tips of the Nursery, too, Sirs, concerning my pantomimes, plum- 
cakes, and rockets. 

Sure of their sufErages, as of their shillings I Did ever a “ bob ” in the whole 
world’s long history 

G-ive so much music, and mirth, and amusement, as in my glass halls. Oh, 
it’s really a mystery 

How they ’ve allowed me to get impecunious. Think of my Rose -Shows ! And 
what are you going 

To do with your Shahs and your Emperors in future ? For when I am gone 
there ’ll be nothing worth showing. 

Say, mustipass like old Zublai-Khan’s Pleasure-Dome—fade like the Looking- 
Glass World of sweet Alice ? 

Nay, I am sure, from the Court to the Cot, all will aid a “whip-round” for 
the poor Crystal Palace! 


News feom ant Old FEniND.—“ We are thinking of visiting Cannes,” writes 
Mrs. Ram, “ and, remembering her lamented Grandmother’s tour, as recorded 
by Thkodobe Hook, she adds : “ If we go so far, we shall go farther, and on to 
Rome. The Rome of the Roman Scissors does not^ interest me so much as the 
Rome of the Pops. I shall always regret not having been there in the time of 
the Economical Council, I should like to have seen the rejoicings when Pop Pio 
Nono (so o^ed because he always replied JVbn posthumous to everyone) pro- 
nounced himself Invaluable, I shall wait until the weather is quite settled, as 
I am very nervous, and I fear nothing so much as collusions in the Channel.” 


^ Bewabe I— a Mor^g Contemporary announces a novel variety of sweet things 
in tea-gowns. One is a dress of “cream brocade” opened from throat to feet 
oyer a ‘‘ cream lace petticoat,” secured above with “ gold and cream white satin 
ribbon loops,” and comprising “ striped cream and gold gauze sleeves.” Another 
elegant article of apparel is “ a creamy white plush jacket.” We ’ve seen some 
very sweet things in tea-and-cream gowns. But, take care! Marry one of 
these, and you ’ll be cream-mated alive I 


Battle- Cut oe the Uision.— “ St. George for Merry GoschekI ” 


ORDER 

A Soliloguy in the Seat of Justice, 

[Mr. School-Board Inspector has just been making application 
for an order for the committal of sundry poor women, for the 
crime of not assuring the regular attendance of their little ones 
at the Board School] 

Prison or fine ? Poor souls ! A Mother’s weakness 
Brings a new Nemesis in our Christian day. 

But Law is Law ; let Nature bow in meekness 
To an enlightened State’s paternal sway. 

And yet the still small voice of human kindness 
Hide-bound legality cannot hush or Quench ; 

Yet the heart tells cold Law that callous blindness 
Is blind and callous— even on the Bench. 

Here, where in fiesh and blood, want-pinched and pallid, 
Their smugly-settled problems take a guise, ^ 

That makes the reasonings pedants find so valid 
Hollow as dream-world’s spectral phantasies. 

Poor fiesh and blood ! How apt they are to shatter 
The neatest formula of prig or prude, 

The dogmatist’s phrase -fortresses to batter, 

And prove theoigot’s schemings barsh and crude. 

Educate ! Educate ! The cry rings round us 
There ’s reason in the late-raised plea for fight. 

But shouters shirk the problems that confound us, 
Hustling the uglier Questions out of sight. 

They ’U not be hustled, they will uot stay hidden ; 

Harsh facts, complacent to no soft appeal, 

Jut forth in naked horror unforbidden, 

And the raw f oUies of rash haste reveal. 

Educate ! Educate 1 A popular chorus, 

Swelled both bv voice of Sage aud shriek of fool. 

But still unsolved the problem stands before us,— 

How justly to put Poverty to school. 

Justly I Wills the wise world that Education 
ShaE to pinched women and ^ale children come 
The happy herald of emancipation, 

Light to the blind, and language to the dumb ? 

Or that to sordid slum and crowded hovel 
As tyrant and tormentor it shall go ; 

Taskmaster at whose threatenings they must grovel, 
Armed with a goad to aggravate their woe ? 

No quernlous questionings these of dull reaction — 

No peevish promptings of sectarian spite ! 

Harsh facts inspire them, not the heat of faction ; 

Shall justice not make answer in their light ? 

* * * * * 

One six-year-old pale shoeless poor defaulter 
Shrinks from a chilling six-mile daily trudge, 

Daring with rigid School-Board law to palter, 

From fear of frozen feet and soaking sludge ! 

Bad case of course ! Prompt prison for the mother 
Of so mature a truant seems so fit ! 

Impatient at the Inspector’s pompous pother ? 

Nay, halting Rhadamanthus, wait a bit. 

* * * * * 

Deserted by her husband, left to labour. 

For three small childreu, helpless and alone, 

Toil for sole friend, famine for nearest neighbour. 
Another erring mother makes her moan. 

Sally, age twelve, the eldest child, and skilful 
At baby-tending, kept from school to keep 
The tinier bairns from mischief. Wrong so wDf nl 
Will surely make the School-Board Draco weep. 

Mothers must toil, leave home intent on forage, 

Like parent-birds from an untended nest. 

But check compassiou’s promptings ; these encourage 
All sorts of ills, home-dove amongst the rest. 

Committal asked for I Mothers thus neglectful 
Of the Three R.’s for the mere sake of food. 

Must learn, from fine or ceU, to be respectful 
To Law which loves— and starves— their hungry brood. 

m * * * * 

Another? Ah, these Mothers ! They embarrass 
Cut-and-dried schemes confoundedly. And yet 
These poor maternal hearts to hunt and harass 
Is work at which the Public ’s prone to fret. 
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boy played truant whilst at tub or treadle 
She worked to feed, clothe, school him ; ’twas her task. 

Here’s a sweet moral maze wherewith to meddle. 

Mr. Inspector, what is it you ask ? 

Committal for the woman, or consignment 
Of truant Jack to an Industrial School ? 

Faugh ! Cruel kindness in its last refinement I 
At least, she feels it so, poor tender fool. 

Pleads that such places prove too ’oft a training 
For thieves and convicts, — ^whieh one can’t deny ; 

Dares to declare, her eyes with hot tears raining, 

She ’d rather sell up her poor home, and fly. 

* 

Committal ? Hay, my smug, well-fed official. 

To make the pedagogic staff a flail 

For Poverty’s pinched limbs may seem judicial 
To souls cold-set to legal line and scale. 

But widow-harrying and child-hunting sicken 
The hearts of men, on whatsoever plea ; 

The Law must find some gentler way to (juicken 
The brain-life of these thralls of penury. 

Make Education one more scourge to chasten, 

And one more petty tyrant to oppress ? 

One more sharp goad among the rest to hasten 
Poverty’s graveward creep through labour’s stress ? 

Nay, Sir. “No Order ! ” Law must shape and fashion 
Some way to teach, and not torment. Till then 

The rule of right, the promptings of compassion, 

Dispute her empire o’er the hearts of men. 


STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCH'S STUDIO. 

No. XYII.— The Peoeessos op^Eloctjtioi^. 

- It is more than arguable whether Demosthenes might not have 
made himself an even finer orator than he undoubtedly became, if, 
instead of wasting time in declaim- 
ing to the ocean with his mouth full 
of shingle, or running up-hiH repeat- 
'ing select passages of poetry, he had 
laid out a few minse in private 
tuition with some practical rhe- 
torician of the period. 

Indeed, Pltjtaech implies that he 
did actually adopt so obviously 
prudent a course, and he would 
scarcely have acquired his reputation 
by unassisted effort; but, without 
pronouncing any opinion upon a 
point of some obscurity, we should 
.feel siacerely thankful that we live 
in an age when every man 
may be endowed with as 
much eloquence as he re- 
;quires in a series of profes- 
sional lessons on moderate 
terms. // 


The philanthropist who 
accompushes this, and alters 
his client into an orator in a 
r^aculously brief space of 
time, does not style himself 
a necromancer, but, with a 
modesty which is almost 
excessive, is content to he 



known as an ‘Elocution Professor.” He is big and bland, with a 
booming voice, which he has imder admirable control. Long inter- 
course with Curates has imparted an ecclesiastical tone to his 
conversation, though he will undertake, with equal readiness, to 
pr^are candidates for the Church, the Bar, Parliament, or the Stage. 

Of course a pupil should he explicit concerning the particular 
career he intends to adopt, otherwise there might he a dano*er of his 
mporting iuto his pulpit the blandishments of the Common Law 
'Bar, addressing a British Jury as his “dear Brethren,” or 
.intomng the parts of JRosencrantz and Guildemtern. 

Let us suppose, reader, that you require preparation for some more 
temporary purpose than a profession. 

You have to go before the Eadical Three Hundred of the Mid- 
Heckimgnam Distact, and you want to learn to speak up : or you 
^e asked to a pubhc function, in which you have reason to believe 
that some appropriate remarks will he expected from you, while you 
are too conscious that, even if you could contrive to manufacture a 
lew coherent commonplaces, you cannot undertake to deliver them 
beyond a certam radius without breakage. 


So you naturally rush to that convenient vehicle for aU modem 
incompetents, the “coach.” The Professor’s mode of reception will 
remind you equally of consultations with your solicitor^and your 
physician: he listens gravely to your needs, and makes a rapid 
diagnosis of your case. 

Perhaps, after hearing you read a passage from the police-reports, 
he^orms you that your accent is affected by a provincial burr, 
which he has no^ doubt of being able to extract eyentnaUy ; or it may 
be that early privation has led you to adopt a rigid economy, which 
still causes you to deny yourself indulgence in an occasional aspirate, 
and he has an infallible system for curing any deficiencies of this 
kind. So he invites you to follow him to his Class-E oom, a room with 
blank walls, and furnished with a black-board on an easel, and a 
long table laid out with volumes of exercises for elocutionists. 

Here his first act is to test the compass of your voice, which he 
does by retiring to some station near the top of the house, and 
requesting you to remaiu where you are, and shout your sentiments 
on things in general. A leaflet which some benevolent person in 
the street has lately bestowed on you, will provide you with the 
requisite ideas. You declaim your tract till you are hoarse, and in 
ten miautes yonr instructor returns with the information that he did 
not catch your observations distmctly until he had actually turned 
the door-handle. A little practice, however, reveals that you are the 
possessor of a latent bellow which, with a moderate amount of effort, 
can he successfully produced. 

But to shine in oratory, more than this is needed. You must work 
hard at acquiring the nuances^ the inflections proper to all the vary- 
ing moods, so, under your instructor’s superintendence, you invoke 
ruin on a rntmess King with the fire of inspiration ; lament, with 
only the suspicion of a sneer, that you are “no orator as Bettttjs is,” 
and throw a note of infinite tenderness into your recollections of the 
last occasion on which you saw the Queen of Feaitce. 

You may not feel immediately at home with these new acquire- 
ments, especially in the ordinary affairs of life. The Mark Antony 
sneer may cost you a couple of dear friends, and the note of infinite 
tenderness will assert itself unhidden when you are asking your fish- 
monger the price of a pair of soles, or reqnestiag to be furnished with 
a second-class return-ticket to Gower Street. 

Still, you are really advancing, and you go on until you only need 
the finishing touches of a speaker— the readiness and fluency, which 
can he gained by practice alone. 

This practice your Professor supplies. He outlines speeches on the 
black-board, and you fill them up from your own internal re- 
sources ; he attacks your policy in hitter invective, and you make as 
withering a reply as you can command at short notice ; he proposes 
your health in flattering terms, and you rise to acknowledge the 
compliment ; he presents yon with one of the pewter inkstands on the 
table, and you express the emotion and gratitude that fill your 
breast ; then you present the inkstand to him^ with an eloquent 
panegyric, and he “ finds it impossible to convey to you any adequate 
idea of the degree to which he is affected by a testimonial so splendid, 
so unexpected, and by eulogies so out of proportion to his meagre 
merits.” After a few; exercises of this kind, you feel impatient for 
ail opporti^ty of exhibiting your new accomplislrinent, and rehearse, 
mth enthusiasm, the little impromptu speech which you foresee will 
shortly be required of you, but which no longer fills your breast with 
terror. 

Your Elocution Professor teaches yon a useful exordium, which 
probably begins : “ My Lord SoiLNSO, Gentlemen, — ^No one here could 
have entered the Hall this evening with less expectation of being 
called upon for a speech than the humble individual who now ad- 
dresses you. But, at the risk of seeming tedious, I venture, however 
imworthily, to crave your kiud ^indulgence for the few crude and 
ill-digested reflections which have been suggested to me by the very 
able and eloquent address of the practised speaker who has just 
resumed his seat, and whom I regret, for some reasons, that I shall 
have to follow.” 

With this opening committed to memory, and glycerine jujubes in 
O' jacket where you can get at them^ you go to your meeting or your 
public dinner with a calm conviction that you are not mdikely to 
distinguish yoimself . 

You will deliver your exordium with a few inevitable excisions 
and alterations due to circumstances and quite natural agitation, but 
upon tbe whole the passages wbich are variations of the origiaal text 
are positive improvements upon it, as will appear from the foEowing 
shprthandnote:— 

^ Lord SoANSO,— No one could have entered 
this Hall with less expectations than I did. I must, however, crave 
yo^ crude and ill-digested mdulgenee for the very able and eloquent 
adless which I have practised for this evening, though I have to 
loJlow the humble in<hvidual who, at the risk of seeming tedious, 
and however unwoidhily, has, 1 regret for some reasons, just resumed 

remarks.” And when you sit down at the close of your oration, 
flushed with triumph and deafened by applause, do not forget that 
you are iadebted for some little portion of your success to the 
untiring devotion of your Professor of Elocution. 
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VAN DYCK^S VISITORS. 

Scene— Grosvenor Gallery. Any Time. 

Elderly Methodical Person {who, on entering hy the glass- doors, \ 
naturally concludes that the first room in which he finds himself 
must he No. 1, — to his companion a lady of contented disposition). i 
^ow our best way is to begin at the beginning, and go right throngh 
to the end, 

\^LooJzs round smilingly on some other people, as if triumphantly 
challenging them to suggest a better plan than this, and, if 
they canH, tacitly permitting them to adopt it themselves. 
Contented Lady. Yes, that will be quite the best way. {Looks at 
a picture, which, from its position, she imagines is No. 1 in the Cata- 
logue. ) Now, what ' s this ? 

Methodical Person. ‘ ‘ No. 1. Portrait of Sir Anthoitt Yan Dice. ’ 

Contented Lady. Eeally ! But there are so many figures in it 

Methodical Person {annoyed). My dear, why don’t you tell me the 
number ? this is 125. Scriptural subject. {Justly irritated.) Now 
where on eaiijh ’s Number One ? 

\_Sees that his whole plan of campaign is upset by the Grosvenor 
Gallery arrangement. 

Contented Lady. Y7e had better go round tiU we find it. 

Methodical Person {thoroughly roused). "W^hat! And then begin 
after we ’ye seen eyerything Kidiculous waste of time. 

\_Exeu7it into fourth room discussing the best way of finding No. 1 . 
Papier de(p Old Gentleman {who has given his wife the Catalogue, 
and is standing before No. 12-4) . I should like to know who this is ? 

Old Lady with Catalogue {reads the one line exactly opposite the 
7iumber, and theyi says). It’s a portrait of Sir Petee. 

Pather deaf Old Gentlpnan {slightly astonished). St. Peter! {Then 
testily, as the improbability breaks upon hwi.) But he’s wearing 
the order of the Golden Pleece, — {feeling still mo 7 'e convinced that 
it canH he St. Peter), — and he ’s in a sort of Charles the First iress. 

Pather deaf Old Lady {without referring again to Catalogue, but 
examining portrait). Well, it says so ! 

Pather deaf Old Gentleman {thmhing how silly she is becoming — 

I with decision). Giye me the Catalogue ! {Snatches it from her, 

I reads — then, in a tone of withering contempt, — as much as to say, 

“ You stupid old idiot / Why, you read only half of it, and that you 
[ can't read cor7'ectly'^) It’s not St, Peter, it’s Sir Pet er Paxjl 
Hxtbens ^ j 

{^Points emphatically to name in Catalogue as he returns it to her. 
Old Lady {rather deaf than ever). Yes. I said so. {Calmly 
examines pictu7'e.) Tery fine. 

[^Exit Ola Gentle7nan huffily to buy a Catalogue for hmiself. 
Irnpassioned Young Gentleman\{seated dose to Young Lady, who is 
looking down while he is addressing hei' most earnestly in a low 
to7ie). I assure you that if, &c., &c., &c. Do try to, &o., &c., &c. 
Say before they come hack. 

Demure Young Lady {looking up). Don’t you think we ’d better, 
&c., &c. 

Impassio7ied Young ^ Gentle7nan {Jbriskly). I’ll see where they are. 
{Jumps up a7id himfiesto door, returns radiantly). It ’s all right. 
Yonr Aunt ’s explaining something to them, and they ’re not a i 
quarter round the room yet, 

\_Tahes up his former position, only a little closer, and resumes in 

low tone of course all about the pictures. 

Enthusiastic Lady with Eye-glass. Oh f who ’s that dear little 
child ? Do see, No. 74. 

Lazy Gentleman {evidently bored by enthusiasm, — refers 7 iegligently 
to Caplogue).^ That — | — (see5 at a glance, and says iii a to 7 ie which 
%7nplies fa7niliarity with the subject ) — oh, that ’s a young Carnaryon 
(aa if he were some species of a7ii7naT). 

Enthusiastic Lady. l&it\ [Suddenly grasping the idea.) What! 
—an ancestor of the present Lord CAKNAnyoN ? 

Lazy ^ Gentleman {tired of the subject). S ’pose so. 

\_Sits down, stretches his legs, yawns, and wishes he hadrCt let 
himself in for this sort of thing hy an injudicious offer. 
Fashionable Lady {leaning back in chair opposite Nos., 6, 7, 8, 9, 
languidly). Who ’s the man ? I ’ye seen him before somewhere. 

Aristocratic ElderlyGentleman {pnost correctly dressed and with 
a critical air) , Eh ? Yes — there ’s no name to it — ^lent hy Mundeila. 

Faslhionable Lady {evincing a languid interest). Ah — ^I’m sure I ’ye 
seen him before. I ’ye got such an excellent memory for faces. | 
Learned^ and Artistic Amateur {standing with his head rather on i 
one side, like a raven, and his hands clasped in front of him). i 

character I What tone 1 What finish I See how the colours haye 
lasted! We hayen’t got such pigments now as the old fellows had 
• two hundred years ago. 

Lady Amateur. Two hundred I hut that dress is of the time of 
Euzaeeth. In fact it Q,neen Euzabeth, isn’t it ? 

Learned and Artistic One {glancing at Catalogue). No— I don’t 

• hniTilr so 

Lady Amateur. It’s quite different to the dress above— a later 
penod. 


Leaimed and Artistic One, Ah— yes — ^very probably. It’s the 
same lady; only— (AiVs on happy thought)~-’Vi:g above she’s iu her 
dinner-dress, and below, No. 6, she’s in walking dress. 

Another Superior Person {examining it closely). Yes; the one 
above is in ,Yan Dtce’s later style. 

Amateur Lady. Ah, very likely. But {still uncoyivinced) the 
dress is Elizabethan, 

First of Two Young Ladies {coming up with Two Young Geoitlemeyi). 
Oh, yes; that’s exactly what we were arguing about. Did Yan 
Dyck live in Elizabeth’s time ? 

Seco7id. We haven’t ^ot a Catalogue. 

Amateur Lady {turning to Superior Person, who has preteyided to 
be deeply eyigaged in scrutinising a picture). Here ’s the gentleman to 
tell us. He ’s an authority on eyerything literary and historical. 

Young Ladies. Oh, yes; do! we’ve got a bet on it. {Young 
Gentleynen smile and nod fatuously.) Didn’t Yah Dyck live in 
Elizabeth’s time ? 

Superior Pei'son. Well {Smiles kyiowingly, but wishes he had 

employed the last few seconds in y'cading about Van Dyck in the 
Catalogue ) — W ell 

First Young Lady {iynpulsively). What was his date P 
j Superior Person [skilfully evading the questioyi). Well — ^he couldn’t 
exactly haye lived in Elizabeth’s reign— on safe ground now) 
—because he was always painting Charles the First. 

I All. Oh, of course ! ^Bets arranged, and parity moves on. 

\ Fii'st Young Lady. Oh, jes. And— (sMcZifen/y)— here’s the Charles 
Family. 

Second Youyig Lady. Who’s the baby? 

\_All turn for correct information towards Superior Person. 
Superior Person {blandly and cautiously). What is the question ? 
First Young Lady {pointing at seated figure of King Charles). 

Well, there ’s Charles the First 

First Young Man {coming out of his shell, and pointing to Boy in 
the picture). And there’s Charles the Second. 

First Young Lady {rebuking hiyn). Not at that age. He wasn’t 
Charles the Second then. \_Young Man abashed. 

Second Young Lady. And that’s the Oueen, or the Nurse ? Who 
was the Oueen? 

First Youyig Lady [joyfully). I know— M aria Theresa. 

ITurns for corroboration to Superior Person. 
Superior Person {ynagisterxally). Let me see— what is the number ? 
{Pretends to be short-sighted while referring to Catalogue. Pause. 
Wonders whether it was Maria Theresa or not. Is about to decide 
in favour of the supposition, when he hits upon the right name in the 
Catalogue!) Did you ask me what was the Q,ueen’s name ? {They 
yiod.) Of course Charles tke First’s Queen was Henrietta 
Maru. 

All {in chorus). Oh, of course ! how stupid ! 

Second Young Lady. But who ’s the baby ? — There ’s Charles the 
First, Charles the Second 

The other Young Man {who hasrCt yet spoken — with sudden in- 
spiratmt). Charles the Third ! 

All {unanimously). Why, there was no Charles the Third I 
First Young Man {sagely). P’raps the baby ’s a girl. 

Second Young Lady. Oh, but had Charles the Second any 
sisters ? 

\_Turns to y'cfer to Superior Person who, however, has guietly 
retired. 

Artistic Pey’son {with long hair and very bad hat, throwing 
hunself back as he ad7nires No, 11, labelled, “ Marquis Cattaneo of 
Ge7%oa ”). Thoroughly Italian about the jaw. Quite an Italian type ! 

[ Wishes every picture tvere labelled. 
Conte7ited Lady {delighted, to Methodical Person, who, after going j 
into all the other rooms and looking at most of the pictures as they I 
caught his attentio7i, is still grumbling at not having been able to carry 
out his plan). Oh ! Here ’s Number One ! I 
Methodical Person {still labouring U7ider a sense of cruel personal 
injury). Ah! {grumbling.) At last ! {Exa7nmes the 7iumber to see 
if he isrCt being deceived.) Yes. Number One, Now, we’ve been 
here veiy nearly an hour! {Appeals to Contented Lady, as if she 
were not entirely free from all blame in the 7natter, hut addressing I 
visitors and authorities generally.) Why ou earth do they put 
Number One in the last room, instead of at the entrance ? 

Jocose Acquaintance {overhearing as he co7nes ^). Because they 
like taking care of Number One. {Pleasantly.) How are you? 
Methodical Person {unbending). Ah, how d’ye do ? 

[Recommences all his grievance to Jocose Acquaintance, who 
begins to wish he had kept his witticism to himself. 

Demure Young Lady {suddenly, as the Young Gentleman is bendt- 
ing down and whispering earnestly). Oh — {sees her party returning, 

: and rises quickly, then, with remarkable sangfroid) — Oh, Auntie 
dear! aren’t tiie pictures lovely ! Mr. Spooner has been pointing 
out all the beauties to me. 

Aunt {frigidly acknowledging Mr. Spooner^ s presence). Very Mad 
of him, 1 ’m sure. Henrietta, we must go now—it ’s getting rather 
late. [Exit with Henrietta; and, for Spooner, the Scene closes. 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 

Major Le MctsTianU “How CHAHMiNa I— i.— so delightfu-IiLt playep! — ^a— stjch a lovely Composition !— a— I only heaed the 

LAST FEW BaBS— A— HUT IT WAS QUITE ENOUGH!'* 


TURNING THE TABLES. 

Lord Chancdlor loquitur : — 

Oh, come, my dear Pjeel, tMs is getting too dreadful I 
Hot yet through, that farce which you dub “ the Address ” ? 
On twaddle and trash all these nights you have fed fuU, 

And' still you are stuek in the midst of the mess. 

An awful example your practice affords 

To those you are apt to pooh-pooh— us poor Lords ! 

Dear ! dear ! Half the bores in your Chamber have blathered, 
And still you ^re “ no forrader.” Tell me, my friend, 

One sparklet of wisdom or wit have you gathered, 

Or cast any light on one politic end ? 

That yawn is an answer. 1 ^m sure you have not, 

I should say— if big-wigs might talk slang— it U all rot. 

True, Ranpolph has tipped you his two explanations, 

And G-BA.HAM cut many a music-hall joke ; 

But, eugh ! what Saharas are Howoeth^s orations ! 

Tour Contbeaees, too, are the feeblest of folk. 

In fact the whole thing is a hideous waste, 

As empty of sense as deffcient in taste. 

You caU us obstructive ! Inok here ! here ’s a bundle 
Of Bills we have passed in our few odd half-hours. 

’Twould cheer you to see how serenely we trundle 
Through clause after clause. There no Irishman lours, 

Ho popinjay proses, no dunderhead “blocks.” 

And so your delay our celerity mocks ! 

Too bad, my dear Peel ! If your House doesn^t quicken, 
aj^Mh its obstructives and muzzle its bores, 

The Public of ypw, I assure youj will sicken. 

Ha I ha ! ’Tm the Peer at this moment who scores. 

When the Public find out that your game ’s all my eye, 

“ Abolish the Commons ! ” won’t be a bad cry. 


Hobo I If it goes on hke this, who ’ll defend them ? 

We’ve found a tu-quoque for Mobley, my boy 
“ The Commons are shams ; we must mend them or end them.” 

Hehe ! That ’s a phrase he is bound to enjoy. 

One Chamber sufficient ? Perhaps that is true ; 

But, if you don’t watch it, that one won’t be you . 

CoNSiDEEATiON FOB A OrUANTiTY.— It appears that in the Italian 
version of Skakspeabe’s Othello, the heroine’s name, which in Eng- 
land we pronounce Besdemona ^ — associating it, phonetically with 
“moaner,” on account of her “ Willow, WiUow” song, so very like 
a wail— is pronounced “ How that Besdemdria*^ wsls 

innocent we are sure ; but “ Besdeniond” might he found guilty of 
everything, for the very deuce is in the name. 


THE M.P.’S 
“ The idle Singer 

Oh, let no sudden “ Cry” 
Deprive me of my seat, 
Before the Speakeb’s eye 
Has brought me to my feet! 
Then let come what come may, 
What matter if he go mad, 

I shall have had my say. 


ASPIRATIOH. 
of an M,P, dayf 

Let the long Session endure 
TUI pair on pair he sorted, 

So I can make quite sure 
Of being once reported. 

Then let come what come may, 
Home-Ruler, Tory, Rad. 

I shall have had my say. 


Oh hearing of Lord Gieeobd’s bequest of £80,000 for endowing the 
study of Hatural Theology, the P. M, G, invoked “the Shade of 
Paley I ” What a pale ghost this would he I the mere ghost of a ghost. 

Thebe axe so many big memorials of small people in Westminster i 
Abbey, that it should be called the Home of the Mitey Dead. I 

Whbbe Yeedi’s Hew Opbea ouaHi lo be Pebeobmed in Lon- 
don.— T he Grand ’Otello. 
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DUNRAVEN. 

“I resigned on financial and general grounds.” — Lord Bmraven^s Letter to 
Sir Kenry EoUand. 

Perplexed Premier loquitur : — 

Once upon a mid- 
day dreary, 
■while I pon- 
dered -weak and 
■weary 

Over many a 
Blue Book dull, 
and tome of 
diplom atic 
lore,— 

“WTiile I nodded 
nearlynapping, 
suddenly there 
came a tapping 
As of some one 
sharply rap- 
ping, rapping 
at my omce- 
door. 

“ ’Tis some dip- 
lomat,” I mut- 
tered, “tapping 
at my office- 
door.” 

Only that, and 
nothing more, 



Open then I flung the doorway, ■when, -with blast like one from 
Norway, 

In there bustled brisk Luneaven, ■whom I ^d often seen before. 

Not the least obeisance made he ; for no greeting stopped or stayed he, 
But "with solemn mien and shady, perched above my office-door. 

On a bust of E^vnuolph CHuncBiix, just above my office-door— 
Perched and sat, and nothing more. 

Then this pompous bird beguiling my tired fancy into smiling, 
B^he proud pragmatic aspect of the countenance it wore, 

“ W hat ’ s your little game, Dunhi-ven ? Surely you have not turned 
craven. 

“ Back of late to a home-haven fresh from many a foreign shore — 

“ Say if travelling your small game is, are you off to some far shore?” 
Quoth Dtjneaten, “ Nevermore ! ” 

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 

‘‘ Doubtless,” said I, “ what it utters is its parrot stock and store 
Caught from Woodcock, its pet master, who so sold me. Sure 
disaster 

“ Follows fast and follows faster. Well, it is a beastly bore. 

“ But I ’ll tune my harp to Hope, stout Hastington, at least, is sure ; 
He will leave me — Nevermore,” 

But Dunbaven still sat smiling in a manner rather riling ; 

So I wheeled my office-chair in front of bird, and bust and door, 

And upon its cushion smkmg straight I tacMed him like winking, 
And 1 cried, “ What are you thinking, croaking, croaking, as of 
yore ? 

What the dickens do you, ghastly gloomy and funereal bore. 

Mean by croaking * Nevermore ! ^ ” 

“Prophet,” said I, “of things evil !— this will play the very devil 
With the Union of the IJnionists— a thing we both adore. 

Tell me are you too afraid, in view of an Exchequer laden ? 

Can’t you see Eetrenehment’s Aidenn, won’t be reached till scares 
are o’er? 

Then we ’ll seek that distant Aidenn, then together seek its shore,” — 
Quoth Dunsaven, “ Nevermore I ” 

“Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I cried, 


“Hook it with the wanton Woodcock to Algiers, to Afric’s shore. 
Make no speeches as a token that our party ties are broken. 

T^wice already Woodcock’s spoken, — don’t you burst into a roar, — 
Take your hoolL if you must go, but spare us on the House’s floor.” 
Quoth Duneaven, “ Nevermore ! ” 

And Dun^ven, spite his flitting, still seems sitting, stiU seems 
sittmg 

On that plaster bust of Chuechill, just above my office-door ; 

A j ^ dreaming, economic juggles scheming, 

;|md the light within me gleaming in the good md days of yore, 

Ere young EaotoIiPh came or SxAiTTwent— brayebeacon-light of yore. 
Shall be lifted— Nevermore I 


A STOEET OE A HOUSE. 

Me. Joseph Hatton’s new Novel The Old PCouse at Sandwich— 
but stay— we will present a sample of the introduction, to our 
customers, which, if not a fac-simile, is the best we can produce 
from memory. 

PAET I. Chaptee L— “ Within^ 

I AM giving my tradesmen in London a little holiday, and for this 
reason I am lounging about a remarkably quiet corner of pastoral 
Kent,^ “the old-fashioned port of Sandwich. The climate is most 
appetising and drinkitising, the name being so suggestive of ham, 
beef, bread, and fine old crusted. Having deposited my bag 
at the ancient Inn, I am wandering about the old town, I must 
not wander too much or I shall never get to my story. I am con- 
sidering where I am likely to find some one in thisont-of-the-way spot 
who will stand me a dinner. As a rule a Sandwich man is always 
well provided, as no matter where he lodges he carries his board 
abont with him. But there are no Sandwich men about to-day. I 
see a notice up, “ This House to Let.” Eyidently no dinner there. 

In a shaded corner of a garden I see a middle-aged man trimming a 
grass-plot. Strange that this grass-plot should suggest another plot as 
I lean over the railings and affably bid him “ good d^,” and then going 
through the gate, I add, like Paul Pry, “ I hope I don’t intrude.” 

“Hoe, no I” he says, laying aside this garden implement. He 
tells me he is not a gardener, whereupon I reply that I am sure he is 
a man of great cultivation. This is safe, atter what I’ve seen of 
him among his flowers and vegetables, with his hoe, rake and 
spade. He has been cutting capers to warm himself, and gathering 
salad, evidently for dinner. I show considerable interest in Sand- 
wich; I ask questions about places to let. He tells me that he is 
the Yiear, and having nothing to do, he is in the garden taking his 
'‘'‘otium cum It is many years since I heard this joke, and I 

welcome it with mnch laughter. The Yiear likes appreciation, and 
tells me that there is no one now left in Sandwich who will either 
listen to his sermons or langh at his jokes. 

“I shall not preach to yon,” he says, “ as it is not Sunday ; ” but < 
like the genial philosopher he is, he asks me to hear some more jokes 
at dinner. It is an excellent dinner. He goes on telling jokes, but 
as he pushes the decanter of old Madeira towards me, and contents 
himself with tapping his snuff-box instead of the winej I am delighted 
to listen, drink, and smile. Before leaving, I get Mm well into an 
old joke about the House to Let, which he can’t quite remember, but 
on my saying that he may possibly do so by dinner-time to-morrow, 
he repeats his hospitable invitation, and so the next day I dine with 
him again. On the strength of being on dining terms with the old 
Yiear, my landlord is prepared to give me credit to any extent. 

“ I like old-fashioned ways,” says the Yiear, producing hot wMskey 
and water, and long chnrcawarden pipes, 

“ Yonr tastes are mine,” I reply, and then he tells me Poeson’s 
old Greek joke about oude toddy oude tallo, and I enjoy it in this old- 
world out-of-the-way spot, heartily. 

Onmyroadbackto the Inn, the wind coming across the garden 
seems to do me a deal of good. As I hold on to the railings I hum 
a luUably, while at the same time I feel full of a collectiou of tender 
sentiments, and am recalling faint memories of happy days. A bat 
whizzes by nw head. "Who threw it ? The Yiear ? Genial old 
philosopher I I linger in the doorway of the Inn, and there seems to he 
neither bell nor knocker. A solitary night-bird going home salutes 
me with a shrill cry. The night-bird is drunk and disorderly. Where 
are the police of Sandwich ? I shall sleep on the door-step. 

Chaptee II. 

The next day I call on the old Yiear. He is not up to anything, 
except snuff, to-day. I too have a headache, hut I will wait till he 
is down, to linow whether he asked me to ainner to-night or not. 
He did, the genial old philosopher, and here I am. We dine again. 
He remarks that my not remembering the dinner invitation, shows I 
must be a Scotchman, as my motto e-vidently is “ dinna forget.” 
Dear old-world, ancient, and well-kno-wn joke ! Once more I laugh 
consumedly, and drink to its long life and prosperity in a bumper of 
the fine old Madeira— “not Port of Sandwich,” says my host, 
(whereat I have convulsions of risibility and more Madeira) and then 
we adjourn to wMskey and churchwardens. It will not do to impose 
on his hospitality too long. I intimate that I want to know all about 
the “ House to Let,” and that I wish to change a small cheque with 
my''own signature to it for ten pounds. He produces au old-world 
leather purse. He is fond of collecting curiosities and rarities of all 

sorts. Well the rarest gem in all Ms collection will be— my cheque. 

# » # * * * 

It is many years since my holiday visit to that corner of Kent. 

[Here the story reaEy begins, and we wiUnot anticipate the reader’s 
pleasure by giving any clue as to Mr. Joseph BEatton’s well-'fcold 
story of The Old House at Sandwich, Order it at Muhie’s, or get it 
at Sampson Low & Go’s., and read it with delight.] 
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WHOLESALE.^^ 

Scot (to Fellow^TravelUr on Northern Bciilway). ah ausk what Line ye’eb en r*j 

Our Artist (wAo had undergone a wide cross-examination with complaisarw^, ** Well — I 'm — I a Painter,” 

ScoU “Man, that’s LxroKz! Ah deal i’ Pents — ^an’ ah can sall ye White Leed faur cheaper than ye can buy 't at 
oinr o’ THE Shoaps.” 

Artist “Oh, but I use vert little. A Pound or so serves me over a Year.” 

Scot “E ^H, Man ! Ye maun be in a vera sma' way o’ Beezbness ! ! ” 


KO DAGGER. 

The recent War-scare Raving caused some anxiety, it is satisfac- 
tory to learn that the Franco-German “ preparations ” have peaceful 
explanations, as the following table am^y proves : — 

Warlike Preparation, Peaceful Explanation, 

No Horse allowed to leave frontier Great scarcity of cat^s-meat. 
of France. 

Ditto— Germany. Horses re(iuired for bathing- 

machines at German watering- 
1 , - places. 

Purchase of 10,000,000 rounds of Reg.uired for firing birthday 
ammunition in France. salutes. 

Ditto— Germany. For preservation in Art Museums. 

AU Omcers ref nsedleave in France. Wanted at balls as dancing men. 
Ditto— Germany. To prevent cash-squandering in 

foreign parts. 

Acquisition of 20 Iron-dads by Intended for use as penny river 
France. steamboats. 

Ditto— Germany. To be floated at Berlin, and used 


Mobilisation of the entire French 
Army. 

Ditto— German Army. 

Issue of a Loan for 100 Millions 
in France. 

Ditto— Germany. 

Ultimatum from France to Ger- 
many. 

Ditto— Germany to France. 


Required for firing birthday 
salutes. 

For preservation in Art Museums. 

Wanted at halls as dancing men. 

To prevent cash-squandering in 
foreign parts. 

Intended for use as penny river 
steamboats. 

To be floated at Berlin, and used 
as barracks by the Shoeblack 
Brigade. 

For the sake of the men’s health. 

To see that none are missing. 

To he spent in renewing roads in 
the Bois de Boulogne. 

To pay for new trees for Unter 
den Linden. 

To prevent war. 

To insure an honourable and last- 
ing peace* 


RIDDLE’S DICTIONARY. 

Dear Mr. Punch, Buzzer's, Strikeholm, Bdnchley, 

I MADE up these two riddles last April, and I have deter- 
mined to have them published. The fellows think them awfully 
good. You may wish to know why I made them up. I was making 
some mountains with a candle on the big map, when young Jones 
came bothering, so I didn’t notice that I was burning a hole in the 
middle of Russia. Old Buzzer not only made me pay for a new map, 
but I had to clean the Steppes of Tartary as well, which certainly 
were in a beastly mess from the smoke of the candle, so I had to give 
young J ONES a licking, and anyhow I owed him one from last term. 

I remain Yours never-having-done-anything-since-erely, 

Joseph Mercator Miller. {Mi,) 

P.S. — I have forgotten to send the riddles. Perhaps I had better 
put in the answers, as the fellows say they are very hard. 

(o) What is the difference between a Baronet making butter, and 
a map on fire ?— One is a churning Bart., and the other is a burning 
chart. 

(B) What is the difference between a White Witch and a fire in a 
map-room?— One charms warts, and the other warms charts. 

I will send you some more when I have made them up.— J. M. M. 

Replies to FflCr. Partington. 

“ Art Schools in Manchester I ” says Rusxnr. “ Pooh I 
J ust buy my books, and read ’em. That ’ll do ! ” 

“ Why this complaining ? ” says Sir Everett, Bart. 

“ Study Funch pictures,— they will teach you Art.” 

Comedy Theatre. — ^First night of Jan was Fourteenth of “ Feb.” 
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HOUSE OF COMMONS DUEIHG THE DEBATE OH THE ADDEESS. 

Sketch hy Our Sleepy Artist, 

ESSENCE OE PAELIAMENT. » of the House., Allt 


ME. NOBODY WASTING TIME. 


BXTBACTED FROM 

THE DIAET OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday, February 7.—“ As for cooing ^ou 
gently,” Colonel Saundehson, said just now, as he gazed with 
softened glance upon Paeneil, “ a sucking dove is a perfect screech- 
owl to him.” 

Strange indeed, the tone and attitude of the Irish Leader, especially 
for those who remember his earliest appearances. He and Joseph 
Biqoar worked together then, now some ten years ago. Sat below 
the Gangway in close companionship. Joseph used to pair out on 
Blue Books ; Parnell depended on his own store of invective wMch 
was illimitable. A sight to make the Speaker shudder to see Par- 
nell with hands clenched, teeth set, hissing forth his hatred of the 
Saxon, whilst Joseph Gillis, sitting near him, watched the effect 
with broadening grin. Joey B. is now a staid Parliamentary man, 
with a high manner, based upon close observation of Gladstone, 
Bright, and David Plunzet. And this is Parnell— -occasionally 
almost inaudible by reason of excessive gentleness, conspicuous for 
his deference to the Chair, and remarkable for his courtesy to oppo- 
nents. In these days of grace, refrains even from startling nervous 
Members by personal transformation scenes. Once, when obstruction 
was at its height, and all-night sittings had become monotonous, Par- 
nell used to shake the Government of the day by suddenly appear- 
ing with the crown of his head shaved ; sometimes his hair hung low 
over his coat-collar, the next night it was cropped close. He had, 
moreover, a suit of muddy yellow hue with which, when the Chief 
Secretary did not prove amenable, he was wont to sear the eyeballs 


of the House. All these things put away now, and here we have the 
smoothest spoken man that ever bearded the Speaker, or bullied a 
Minister. 

Only once to-night did Parnell return to older manner. This was 
when he observed, I should like to ask the Gk)vernment why Mr. 
John Devine’s skull was cracked ? ” 

A solemn pause followed the propounding of this conundrum. 
Hicks Beach, who had just arrived horn Ireland, silently pro- 
tested against things being put in this way. W. H. Smith moved 
uneasily in place of Leader; Henry Matthews, pretended to be 
asleep ; and Baron de Worms putting on his hat walked out behind 
the Speaker’s Chair, winking at Bight Hon. Gentleman, as who 
should say, “ The Board of Trade has nothing to do with 

Pity Parnell momentarily lost his temper nere. House so terrified 
and cowed that no answer was forthcoming, and darkness and night 
still broods over the question, “ Why was Mr. John Devine’s sknll 
cracked ? ” Business done , — ^Debate on Address. 

Tuesday , — Always believed that, before tbe world was mnch 
older, Grand Cross wonld electrify the House of Lords. Since he 
took his seat there he has, with characteristic modesty, kept in back- 
ground. 

“No hurry, Toby,” he said, when I ventured to remonstrate with 
hiTn upon this loss to the nation. “ My time will come. Meanwhile 
I sit here, bite my nails, adjust my spectacles, and look on. That 
has moral effect not recorded in Parliamentary reports. Granvulb 
knows my eye is upon him, and is careful accortogly. Often seen 
Sherbrooke move, with evident intention of rising, and attacking 
the Government. 1 fix him with my eye, and he keeps his seat. An 
for speakmg, I ’ll do that by-and-by.” 
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By-and-by befel to-nigbt. Effect volcanic. Came about tbis way * In Com- 
mons a Member may, and often does, explain a Bill on movmff for leave to intro- 
duce it, a stage which, precedes printing. The Lords invariably wait for speech 
till second reading stage, when the Bill is printed and circulated. That has been 
their habit for centuries. But Grrand Cross is above centuries. Having pre- 
pared a Bill dealing with Glebe Lands, he made a long speech to the amazed 
Lords. In Commons, in view of similar breach of established rule, the^ Speaker 
would have interfered, or the House would have shouted down the bold innovator. 
The Lords simply sat and stared frigidly at Grand Cross, who accepted this 
attitude as natural and ordinary testimony to the interest of his speech. When 
he had finished, Graitvillb, in his sweetest and most seductive manner, reproved 
the young Yiseount's temerity. The Markiss came to the support of protege, 
and there was quite a little storm in the teacup. ^ ^ 

“ Of course I stood up for him,’’ said the Markiss, talking the matter over 
afterwards. “ I was obliged to, when GRANvn-LB attacked him. But he must 
be looked after. He is too versatile, too emotional, too spiriiuel to be left with- 
out a guidiag hand.” Business done.—ljo. Commons, further debate on Address. 

Wednesday . — Still doddering along in speech-making on Address. Ho one 
pays any particular attention. Speaker takes the Chair at usual hour. Members 
follow each other, and, being Wednesday afternoon, when the clock points to 
quarter to six, the proceedings shut up like a telescope. More interest in election 
going on in St. George’s, Hanover Square (Goschen calls BLaysman, “ the School- 
master abroad”), and in the news from Ireland. Tiir Heart is coming back 
again, and W. O’Ereek, “ will never come back no more.” He has had enough 
of the House of Commons. Hot sure that the feeling of repletion isn’t mutual. 
However it be. O’ BRiEisr turns Ms back on House of Commons, and we must get on 
as best we can. Business done. — ^Hone. 

J Thursday. — “Such larks!” said Joey B., 
coming upon me suddenly round Lord Arthur 
Hilr like a miscMevons urchin darting upon an 
elderly gentleman round the Monument. “Such 
larks, Tory ! You stand by, keep your eye on me, 
and you ’ll see something.” 

It was a quarter-past four. Discussion on 
Brixton Market Bill drawing to a close. Presently 
group gathered at the Bar; prominent in the 
midst was Goscheit, supported on one side by 
Craig-Seliar, and the other by the Member for 

“ Yainly trying to add a Cuhitt to Ms political 
stature,” said a familiar voice close by. It was 
Tim Heaet, come back to us after brief 


spoken 'it, and created a profound impression. House 
would not have it from Harcourt. Broke in with shout of 
ribald laughter, and the carefully written-out impromptu 
on the notes not recited farther than the word “bones.” 

Business done . — Parkell’s Amendment to Address 
rejected by 352 votes against 246. 


painful* separation. 

you’ve come hack again?” I 
W y// asked, perhaps unconsciously. 

mik \ “Yes — bringing my sheaves with 

Tim, pointing to two other 
newly-elected Irish Members, round 
'v^hom Joey^B. was hovering like a 

A merry group this, in strong contrast 
^ Goscheut, fresh from Ms triumph in 
'ja y? George’s, Hanover Square. “Hej 

looks quite ghashly — eh, don’t he?” 
said Gent Davis, in an awed whisper. 

(( Larks ^ ” * * Why, when I was returned for Ken- 

nington, I came in quite cook-a- whoop.” 

Goschen didn’t improve during moments of waiting. Wrung Ms hands 
piteously, fumbled with his eyeglass, and looked unutterably miserable. 

“ CiESAR,” said Plunket, “looks as i£ we had come to.bury Mm, instead of 
to applaud.” 

At signal from Speaker new Member advanced, amid storm of cheers from 
Conservatives and hurricane of howls from Irish Members. Joseph Gillts, his 
face illumined with a strange weird light, yelled, “Yah! yah!” Then the 
scene changed. Goschen took seat on Treasury Bench, and Tim Healt, per- 
I sonally conducted by J oseph Gillis, advanced to the table amid thunderous 
cheers from the Irish Camp, and mocking laughter from the Conservatives. The 
“ Sheaves ” came after, amid renewed counter-demonstration, after which the 
House quietly set itself to putting and answering questions, as if nothing par- I 
ticular had happened. Business done . — ^More talk on the Address. ! 

Friday . — The long course of speechmakiug on the Address flashed up to-night 
in momentary flame. At outset Wind-Bag Sexton nearly put it out altogether. 
Began soon after five and talked the House em^y into the dinner hour. TMs 
a little hard on Home Secretary, who followed. Tnongh House otherwise empty, 
Irish Members remained, and kept ^ a running commentary through his speech. 

Getting on to midnight when Harcourt rose. Scene changed. Members, 
having leisurely dined, back again ready to be amused or interested. Harcourt 
in gooh form. Usual effect of irritating gentlemen opposite, who treated him 
something after fasMon Parnellites comport themselves during speech of Irish 
Secretary, Howled and jeered, and more than once maliciously broke in upon 
carefully^ constructed sentence. Harcourt had with great care prepared im- 
pressive impromptu for peroration. Speaking of Conservative Policy in Ireland 
he was to have said — “You are going the old way. It is a road strewn with 
the carcases of many defeated administrations, and my belief is that your hones, 
too, .will whiten it.” TMs an echo of Bright’s style. Bright might have 


“ Suck Larks I ” 


THE WOMAN AND THE LAW ! 

{A True Story told "before Mr. Justice Haidkins at the recent 
Liverpool Assizes — vide Daily Telegraph, Feb, 8.) 

In the criminal dock stood a woman alone, 

To be judged for her crime, her one fault to repair, 

And the man who gave evidence sat like a stone, 

With a look of contempt for the woman’s despair ! 

For the man was a husband, who ’d ruined a life, 

And broken a heart he had found without flaw ; 

He demanded the punishment due from the wife 
Who was only a Woman 1 wMlst Ms was the Law ! 

A terrible silence then reigned in the Court, 

And the eyes of humanity turned to the dock, 

Her head was bent down, and her sobbing came short, 
And the gaoler stood ready, with hand on the lock 
Of the gate of despair, that would open no more 
When this wreckage of beauty was burned away ! 
l“Let me speak,” moan’d the woman, “my Lord, I 
implore!” , [say!” 

“ Yes, speak,” said the Judge. “ I will hear what you 

“ I was only a girl when he stole me away 
From the home and the mother who loved me too well ; 
But the shame, and the pain, I have borne since that day, 
Hot a pitying soul who now listens can tell ! 

There was never a promise he made but he broke ; 

The bruises he gave I have covered with shame ; 

Hot a tear, not a pray’r, but he scorn’d as a joke I 
He cursed at my children, and sneered at my fame I 

“ The money I ’d slav’d for and hoarded, he ’d rob ; 

I have borne his reproaches when maddened with drink : 
For a man there is pleasure, for woman a sob ; 

It is he who may slander, but she who must tMnk ! 

But at last came the day when the Law gave release, 
Just a moment of respite from merciless fate, 

For they took bim to pnson, and purchased me peace, 
Till I welcomed Mm home like a wife— at the gate I 
“ Was it wrong in repentance of Man to believe 
It is hard to forget, it is right to forgive ! 

But he struck me again, and he left me to grieve 
For the love I had lost, for the life I must live ! 

So I silently stole from the depths of despair 
And slunk from dark destiny’s chastening rod. 

And I crept to the light, and the life, and the air, 

From the town of the man, to the country of God ! 

“ ’Twas in solitude then that there came, to my soul, 

The halo of comfort that sympathy casts — 

He was strong, he was brave, and, though centuries roU, 
I shall love that one man whilst eternity lasts ! 

OM my Lord, I was weak, I was wrong, I was poor I 
I had suffered so much, through my journey of life. 
Hear 1 the worst of the crime that is laid at my door — \ 

I said I was widow, when really a wife ! 

“ Here I stand to be judg’d, in the sight of the man 
Who from purity took a frail woman away. 

Let him look in my face, if he dare, if he can ! 

Let Mm stand up on oath, to deny what I say ! 

’Tis a story that many a wife can repeat, 

From the day that the old curse of Eden began ; 

In the dread name of Justice, look down from yonr seat, 
Come ! sentence the Woman, and shelter the Man! ” 

A’silenoe more terrible reigned than before. 

For the lip of the coward was cruelly curled ; 

But the ]^nd of the gaoler slipped down from the door 
Made to shut tMs sad wanderer out from the world ! 
Said the Judge, “ My poor woman, now listen to me ! 

Hot one hour yon shall stray from humanity’s heart ! 
When thirty swift minutes have sped, you are free I 
In the name of the Law — wMch is Mercy — depart ! ” 

Since Lord Randolph’s retirement many of his ex- 
friends have been “raismg the cry of “ Wolee.” Up 
till now the High Commissioner to the Sultan has stood 
it like a “ like a Lamb.” Will he return P 
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TURNING 


PHRASE.” 


Act 1L— An appomted Spot Enter an Enterprising Detective and 
a Skilled Subordinate. 

Enterprising Eetectvoe {surveying a communication he has received 
with jubilant satisfaction). This is a nice bit of information, this 
is. Going to give himself up. Well, it shows how well we Ve 
worked the job. (Anxiously hoiking at his watch.) itather after his 
time, though. (Brightens up.) No. Here’s somebody with a 
Constable. I wonder if 

Enter the "Wanted One in charge of a Cautious Constable. 

Cautious Constable. I found him walking round the comer. He 
said he was a coming here, and so I ’ve brought him. 

The Wanted One. Yes, so you have, and many thanks. (To 
Detective.) ^ I/m the Wanted One. 

Enterprising Detective (suspiciously). Are you quite sure ? 

The Wanted One. I ’ll bet you ten to one I am. 

Enterprising Detective (convinced). Then I take you. \_Taikeshim. 

Cautious Constable (aside). Pity there wasn’t a reward hofEered. 

in the capture^ and the three walk off arm-in-arm to 
the Station Mouse. 

Act III. — The Station Mouse. Inspector on duty. Enter Detective, 
Constable, and Prisoner. 

Inspector. Who is this ? 

Detective. Well, he says 

Constable. He told me fust, when I met him- 

Prisoner. Further disguise is useless,— I am the Wanted One ! 

All (with conviction). He is the Wanted One ! 

Detective (to the Audience). And if our friends in front are onlv ^ 
satisfied, we shall have no cause to regret “The Detective’s Triumph.” 

[ Curtain, 


KEATS IMPEOTED. 

“ In his opinion, a railway was in itself a beautiful object.” — 

Mr. Labouchere in the Debate on the Ambleside Bailway Bill. 

A Locomotive is a joy for ever : 

It ’s loveliness enchants us ; it shall never 
Be blamed for noisiness, but stUl will keep 
The eountry quiet for us, and our sleep 
FuU. of sweet dreams, and health, and easy breathing. 
Therefore in every Eailway Bill we ’re wreathing, 

An iron band to bind us to the earth, 

Spite of the sentimental, who to mirth, 

Dramatic Author. “What the deuce do you mean by pitching More manly natures, spite of foggy days. 

INTO MY Piece in this brutal manner ? It ’s shameful 1 ” Of all the unhealthy and smoke-darkened ways. 

Dramatic Critic. “Pitching into it 1 No, no, no, dear old Made for our travelling: yes, in spite of all, 

Man— you ’ll see how pleased I was, if rou 'll only rejj) borne shape of beauty makes the whistle s squall, 

SETWEEN THE LiNEs J ” S^^et to OUT spiTits. Such the hcllmp’^s tune, 

Roofs, old and rotten, leaking, a shady boon 

For passengers ; and such Excursion bills, 

THE DETECTIYE^S TEIXJMPH. With the waste walls thejr cling to ; and loud shrills, 

. .r •• J' J With wMch thc drivcrs ulghtly sMudy makc, 

Act Local Police Offke. Enterprising Detective di^overed Sharp shunting shocks, the grinding of the brake, 

concluding an Address of Instructions to Members of the Force, ^ soot-sprinkling that befouls our homes ; 

Enterprising Detective. Now mind what I ’ ve said. "We haven’t And such too is the grandeur of the domes, 

got to watch the Boulong boats, nor Liverpool, nor such-like places. Art hath imagined for the Engine shed, 

nor bother with the Provinces in this here case. The man we want All lovely tales that ever we have read, 

ain’t got no money to^ get off with, and, from a cue we ’ve received, Of Attic temples on the river’s brink, 

we know him to be a hiding himself in the district at this very hour ; Before that roof at Cannon Street must shrink ! 

so he ’s in your very midst. Now, you’ve all had a good look at his 

photograph, and, seeing that all the coffee-shops and restaurongs are 

PTitTiptoHm, he onght to be starved out, ought to have T TTR HAESH-DEA.CON' OF WESTMINSTER, 

him m your hands -within a couple of mouths. Now, go on your V , , 

beats, and keep your eyes open. \_They open their eyes^ and exeunt At a meeting in support of the Church House, Archdeacon 

Some changes to a Spot in the immediate NeigKbourhood. Enter arohest^diaeonal maimer, that “he ooul^’t 

two InteUigent Coustahles, and the Wsited One. understand the ammosity which tto scheme had provoked.” Yet 

„ ^ ^ • XT. J j. 1 . i 1 1 . , J, he is not generally wanting lu intelligence. But, perhaps, if the 

The Wanted One. This is the ninth day that 1 have gpeaWly Archdeacon were one of the poor Clergy with a big parish, a 
Bhown niyself to them, and yet they will not arrest me, Hal these family, and a small salary, some slight gHmmering of tlie 

two Intelligent Constables . Perhaps they will recognise me. I will Church-House scheme has provoked such animosity 


THE HARSH-DEACON OF WESTMINSTER. 


7 7r ° ^ « r A Tt AcaoujJL vfu.y uixio \ju.\jLiKjx±'^xjLyju.ojs ouiAcixic jaoio oulctu. a4j.AJULi.voAijjr 

try them. \Approacnes. possibly enlighten his present benighted state of existence. 

Enter a Casual Informer. seems to ttoik that an English Vatican is to he a Pan- 

Casual Informer (addressing Intelligent Constables). I say, mates, Anglican panacea, and that when the poor parsons ask for bread to 
I know who you’re after, and that’s ’im. [^Pomts to Wanted One. give them a stone is Farrar-naceous food. Would he earn the title 
Intelligent Constables. ’Im ? (Leisurely surveying the of Harsh -Deacon Farbar ? Let the arch Archdeacon consider under 

One.) Tell that to your grandmother, what conditions the work of the builders is hut lost labour, and he ’ll 


One.) Tell that to your grandmother, 

[Exit Casual Informer to tell it to his Grandmother. Exeunt 
Constables severally. 

The Wanted One (looking after them reproachfulM. DselessI'They 
decline to seize me. Oh, this is indeed irksome. Ha I I have it, I 
will walk down to Scotland Yard and give myself up to the Inspector. 
[Does so, but on arriving at his destination^ is informed by a bevy of 
Policemen^ on duty^ that the Inspector is out. Me sadly surveys 
a photograph of himself displayed at the door of the Office^ writes 
a communication on a fly-leaf and posts it as act-drop falls. 


ropose jnstice to the poor Clergy first, and generosity to the Church 
.ouse afterwards. 

Rhyme by a Railway Porter. 

Stout Speaker Peel with solemn face, 

On Dillon put a damper, 

Because he strove with his packing-case 
The Government to hamper. 
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How doth the dancing Crocodile, 

"With saltatory tail, 

Frisk hy the waters of the Nile, 

TJntif his muscles fail ! 

How woeftdly he seems to grin, 

How sadly spreads his claws. 

And sighs, I wonder who will wii^? ” 
“With gnmly gaping jaws. 

In works of labour and of skill, 

John Bnix seems busy too, 

But France stOl strives with evil will, 
To put things all ackew. 


John tootles gently on the fife. 

But France with angry scorn, ^ 

A shindy makes with peace at strife, 
By blasts on the French horn. 

“ Which tune ami to caper to ? ” 

The Crocodile inquires. 

Two steps at once I cannot do ; 

It ’s puzzling, and it tires.” 

Says Mr. Buxn, “My pipe would play 
The Music of the Spheres, 

But when I ^m well upon my way, 
That twangler interferes. 


“ It ’s getting more than I can stand ; 

I sMl strfiie work, that’s flat. 

If he ’d be leader of the band. 

Let him pass round the hat. 

** No doubt ’twould seem a blessed boon 
To yon vindictive viper. 

Were he allowed to * call the tune,’ 
While I’d to ‘ pay the piper.’ ” 

This farce has long enough gone on. 
Hard by the banks of Nile, 

And with the worst eflects upon 
Our puzzled Crocodile I 
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as the Ulmtrated or the Graphic, I mi^t here describe a ntimber of 
HEE ! HEE! incidents to give the artist a chance. For instance, I -wonld go in 

(By WaXker Weird, Author of" Solomon’s Mmrs.” for a sgraaU, and tell how a vast wave came mth a wild rush of 

' ^ boiling loam and made me clmg for my life to the snroud, ay, and 

CHiLPTEE le—The Pot of Pomatum, swept me straight out from it like a fla^ in a gale. Then I coidd dabble 

T . .r. - iT,- m somo hunting sketches, End descrlbe how two llons tried to Cat 

It was in this , month something us, and how one was eaten himself for his pains. Would not this be an 

BiawiG- Loe^ll Teeb, was sitting one mght ww” extraordinary scene ? I might teU how one of the lions managed to 

bridge, grmding away at some mathem^ical work, I get well on the bank with a crocodile in pursuit of him, half standing 

Short, thick-set, and and half swimming, and nipping his hind leg. I might add that 

^ ^dPMi roared till the air quivered with the sound, and then, with a 

w savage shrieking snarl, turned round and clawed told of the croco- 

l^M lf ^mv^e liZ Z^of dile’fhead. The croc<^e with one of his eyes tom out, shi^d Ms 

^S^Wack hiur —such walt^ roaring with agony, laid his great hind daws in 

aearT- the crocodile’s comparatively soft throat and npped it open as one 

f ?eS^ a^rind sff ^th ^p up a glove That ousht to iUustrate pretty well, ought 

some modifications, is it to this not Then, with the same ena in have a great deal 

dav. Ihave hut one fault. I am to say ahout the savages belonging to the early Egyptian sorceress- 


for a squall, and tell how a vast wave came with a wild rush of 
boiling foam and made me cling for my life to the shroud, ay, and 
swept me straight out from it like a fla^ in a gale. Then I coifid dabble 




Mhmm day. Ihave but one fanlt, I am T say aooui xne savages oeiongmg lo me eariy n,gyp^ Burceress- 
MCwW : too fond of practical bkes. how the girls kissed the men, how the men tortured sfeangers by 

Once I loved a Sri very dearly, P’^ttmg ared-hot soup tureen on their heads, andn^y other matters 
and w wBTfl ano-ncrtfl She equally picturesq,ue. I admit the soup-tureen mcident would have 

marriave Bv wav of answer T described the victims as going to pot.” 

J took hi- to toe glLs and stood i®*°7 j*® illustrated save by the sketch to 

wK? 6aTT';^ V*, side by side witoher, and looked ^ alluded, I ueed not go mto ^ this, but may as 

into it. "Now," I said, “if I ®®’^® to my first .mterview with HEE-to-im^Dora^^ 
Vk<*W^ am toe Beauty, who are W ? ” For short she was always called Heb. 

Thflf was Whpn T was onW Another name she had was Ateshajsh, pronouuced Ass-ISH. Shelived 
WeltyTSid I am much ftS of M’dmc Tor-Sor amongst toe IJmbuggums (the people 

Facsimile of the Bot of Fomtum. now. feiere was a knock at my who deceive). Iwasmtrodncedhy anoldman caU^BittB Sii^ss 
Oue-Half Size door. I had hut one friend ii (Poueo’s nurse, BoB,-a geutleman scarcely worto a couple of six- 

une-Jiait bize. world— I am good at guess- pences— always amusingly spoke of him as Billy) to her presence. 

Greatest length of the origiaal . 5| in. conundrums — nerhans it Hee was seated, robed in a sort of pe^^?^o^V. She was attended 
Greatest breadth , . . . 2 in. ® rnv ^ mutes. 

Weight 2| oz. « There ” said See, as Billy left ns, “he has gone, the white- 

very foundations. I knew the hTwlmd listened to open t4 headed old fool 1 how littie does a man acquire in life. He 
door. A taU man of ahout thirty, with remains of great personal gathereth it up ^e_ water, hut like water it ru^eth toough Lis 
beauty, came staggering in with an immense box. He threw it down, ; ^nd yet, if his hands he but wet as though with behold 


Facsimile of the Pot of Pomatum. 
One-Half Size. 


beauty, came staggering in with an immense box. ! 

and then stretching himself on the hearth-rug and uxauijug juLxo jucau. ^ xi.- t x xt.'xx-l'i j ax j jh.i. 

in the coal-scuttle, fell into a heavy slumber. I revived him by ^ ^ constant reader of the 

pouring a bottle of whiskey down his throat wot\s of Maetln Eaequsae Tuppee ; and, on further investigation, 

“Itsh all right,” he explained indistinctly, and then he told me a tocovered she had for several years kept a commonpkee-book. 
long incoherent story ahout his family. So far as I could understand, ^^®se circumstances, I will not repeat my conversatmns with 

he was descended from an early Egyptian priest of Isis. “Hot on yarmus occasions, as they mght become tedious. However, 

Cambridge man, but Oxford-hic— Isis,’^ he explained. He was the W that, having heard herrepeat, mth a somewhat 

sixty-sixth or six hundred and sixty-sixth (he did not seem sure as accent, “ ams in terns mgroque similhma cygno,^\ and 

towhiGhllinealdescendaiitofthiaffeT»t:lfiTnflTi.wbnif.fl*nT^pnT«rlliflYlcATviA Tvtttw, Tuirrety, Tvirrei,^^ I became convinced that she was also a 


e toew it down S.ngers ; and yet, if his hands be but wet as though with dew, behold 
lacing his head ^ ^ueration of fools call out, ‘ See, is he not a wise man ! ’ ” 
revived him hv ^'rom this I saw at once that the lady was a constant reader of the 

^ ^ TTrrt».lra r\-P TW A 'nmTXT T? A "D ATvnr A "O T'rmT>15i'T> * rtwi ■fvvi.fV»i3i» v-nTr/i(3+irt»a+irtr» 


sixty-sixth or six hundred and sixty-sixth (he did not seem sure as 
to which) lineal descendant of this gentleman, who it appeared had some 


quarrel with a lady of theatrical tastes. The name of the Priest was Pjoficient-in the dead languages, and quite qualified to he the Head 
(so I understood) FjiniKEAirEn!. The toeatrical lady seemed to have of Gn-ton or Lady Margarets. ^Lyidently to impress me, she showed 
made hiTn disappear in some peculiar manner, and his son thereupon some reflections on a table m a darkened corner of the room. I 
! took the name of WnsDEX, which, as my friend reminded me, was saw, as distinctly as ever I saw any thing in my hfe, Pongo lying on a 
“Latin for Venger.” He then became almost uninteUigihle ahout his heach m another apartment. A young lady was watching over him 
family in the time of “ Champagne ” (“ ole German sportsman,” he ^ i^ite tenderness, and with her chesnut locks falling 

suggested), and Chaeles the Second, andended by saying his father -i^ » » -rr • ^ -xi. v n 

made a fortune in beer. TheyhadcaUed themselves Winkle from This is oall^ the Earn- Orrers-Kurrer! Hee cried, withaheU- 

time immemorial, because, as he explained, they were descended from ®f ?i®» 0Yw!7 Teee ? ” 

“ Chap at Isis— hie !— priest, you know, at Gunter’s ! ” He declared -^y®* ®°® ^ Ass-ish ! ” I said, boldly. I would gaze 

that he had the whole blessed thing in the box, which I was to open -n m-. »» 

when his son was five-and-twenty. Then he burst into tears, told ctT , my Plane Teee. , t i 

me he had made a will leaving me that boy and his entire fortune, ®^® ^®r y^^® rounded arms— never had I seen such 

and staggered out. arms before— and slowly, very slowly, withdrew some fastener 

The next morning my gyp informed me that he had f oundWiNKLE beneath her hair. Then all of a sudden the long bath-like wrapping 
dead and incapable on the stairs. I attended the funeral, and twenty ^® the ground. I gazed at her and I do not exaggerate— shrank 
years afterwards opened that box. It contained a letter addressed “ To back blinded and amazed. I had heard of the beauty of circus, acro- 
my son Pongo, should he live to open this casket,” a scroll of paper, batic beings, and now 1 saw it. She was a mass of splendid spangles, 
and what appeared to he the piece of a pot of pomatum. The letter a deep broad coat of gold which fitted tightly to the figure 
told his sou to go in quest of the theatrical lady, who some thousand ^^®“l ^be neck to the knees. Though the face before me was that of 
jrears before had made his ancestor disappear, and who was said to ^ young woman of certainly not more than thirty years, in perfect 


live for ever. The scroll of writing was all in Greek and black-letter, health and with the improving flush of rouge upon her cheeks, yet 
and is too long for transcription, but I may say A seemed to he the bad stamped upon it a look of intense experience. I felt instinct- 
same incoherent story that poor “Winkle had tried to tell me with ^bat, given a trapeze, she would jump for several miles, 
his head resting in the coal-scuttle so many years before. I think “ How,” saidHsE, after she had resumed her covering, “wonldstthou 

he must have written it himself. The piece of the pot of pomatum s®® s®^® ®f ^be wonders of this place, 0, Sheeey and Poet Teee P ” 
was self-e^lanatory. I give a sketch of it. I bowed, and in a moment followed her to some side passages 

“Well, i suppose we must go,” said Bob— he had been a stable- '^bere were some figures covered with sheets, 
help, and iu that character I had engaged him as Bongo’s nurse— “ I “ "^pbf t the cloths, 0 my Cheistmas Teee,” said Ass-ish, hut when 

supi^se we must go,” I put out my hand to do so I drew it hack again. It seemed like 

“Bob, you are not worth a shilling,” I replied. sacrilege, and to speak the truth I was awed by the solemnity of the 

That day three months we were on the water of the sea of Batter, P^®® "tbe presences before me. Then, with a Kttle laugh at my 
bound for Aqnariumhar. fears, she drew them herself, discovering the life-like presentment 

rTTi-D-fTim TT rr 77 Tur7j7.^ m “the most eminent personages. There were monarehs and heroes 

Chamer Tl.-The Hans of Wdrm Too Sor. of all ajfes, and in toe quaintost costiunes. They stood like g-hoste 

E<^dinerent are the scenes that I now have to tell, from that in their calm, if somewhat eccentric attitudes, Hearly all the 

which has just been told I Gone are the quiet College Rooms with figures— so masterly was the art with which they had been treated 

them picturesque et-eeteras, and in their place rise several useful —were as perfect as the day on which they had been erected, in some 
visions. Were I writing this for a weekly pictorial newspaper, such cases, no doubt, years and years before. 
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A GLIMPSE OF THE IDEAL. 

(A Sketch at Brightm,) 

Bill (with enthusiam), ** My Seyss! She must ’a been a Clipper I ! ’ 


^^EATIONAL DEESS/^ . 

[A long correspondence has been going on in the 
Standard^ regarding “ Eational Dress’* — Lady 
Harberton’s proposed Divided Skirt, and kin- 
dred subjects.] 

Rational Dress, to our surprise, 

Seems to Le trousers in disguise ; 

■Wliat tliey call a “ divided skirt,'' 

Ladies say would attract the dirt ; 
’Women in general give their votes 
Strongly in favour of petticoats. 

Rational Dress, the Ladies say, 

Means to dress in a manly way ; 

Thus they view with a grave alarm, 
Possible loss of feminine charm. 

Strange that a woman it was began 
Making a Lady like a Man. 

Rational Dress has been, it seems, 

Oft in Lady Haeberton's dreams ; 

Sharp her argument, swift her pen, 
Urging women to dress like men ; 

While the Ladies have made reply, 
Rational Dress is unwomanly. 

Rational Dress— it makes men smile. 
Why should the Ladies change their style ? 
PasMon at reformation mocks, 

Millmers make them dainty frocks ,* 
Rational Dress, onr sex declares. 

Is— whatever a Lady wears 1 


Adaoe eoe Royal Arsenals. — Put your 
I trust in the chapter of accidents, and keep 
your powder moist. 


THE PLAYGROUND OP ENGLAND. 

( What it may come to , ) 

The Colliery on Soawfell is now in full 
working order. Mr. RusBXNhas decided to 
leave Coniston, and settle in Timhnctoo, 

This new Railway to the top of Helvellyn 
would be much improved if a few PuUmau 
Sleeping Cars were added to the rolling-stock. 

Of course the conversion of the RiverRotha 
into a Canal from the flourishing Guano 
Works at Grasmere to the Railway at Amble- 
side is an advantage to the neighbourhood ; 
but could not the enterprising Manager be 
prevailed upon not to disturb ’Wordsworth's 

g rave by running his towing-path through 
rasmere Churchyard? 

Why, the water of this cataract at Dongeon 
Ghyll is actually bright scarlet I Oh ! I forgot. 
Of course, it is due to the Chemical Works 
which have beeu established on one of the 
Langdale Pykes, 

The coach-drive from Keswick to Winder- 
mere is much more enjoyable since Thirlmere 
was turned into a Manchester reservoir, and 
Dunmail Raise into a granite gnarry. 

The Patterdale Pauper Colony, from the 
Bast End, is in a very flourishing condition. 

It is satisfactory that the water-power at 
Indore is now properly utilised by the conver- 
sion of the Lodore Hotel into a Calico Factory, 
No ; that “hideous tower,” as you call it, 
on the top of SMddaw, is not a memorial to 
: the Poet SouTBnsY. It contains the machi- 
) nery for pumping Derwentwater dry when- 
ever the bed of that lake becomes particu- 


larly foul from the refuse of the adjoining 
mines, brick-fields, and cotton-mills being 
poured into it. 

It was really guite a happy thought to out 
up Borrowdale into agricultural allotments 
for the benefit of the most turbulent of the 
Social Democrats. 

Did you say that the Company which has 
bought Rydal Mount intend to convert the 
place into Artisans' Dwellings, or into a bacon- 
curing establishment ? 

Now that the Rag-and-Bone Indust^ is 
successfully planted on the shores of UlLs- 
water, the lake is likely to become guite a 
fashionable resort for the aristocracy. 

NELSCN'S SCNG. 

(Sung hy Ms Statue,) 

• Ch, let Trafalgar Sejuare 
Remain a thoroughfare 
Unblocked by rowdy men. 

Make Socialists and roughs 
Go in for fisticuffs 
Elsewhere, Sir Charles Warbry/ 
Their grievances they could discuss 
Outside the four-mile radius. 

I wish them at “ Auld Clootie.'', 

I wish them at “ Auld Clootie.” 

"What says each peaceful citiaew f 
“London expects Sir Charles Warren 
Will sternly do his duty, — 

Will sternly do his duty I ” 

“ Lines in Pleasant Places.”— T he Rail- 
way in the Lake District. 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCHES STUDIO. 

1^0, XYIIT.— An- Amitette Lady Composee. 

The Lady Composer is usually bom m afEuent eircumstauces. 
Displaying early a taste for music, she quickly outshines the young 

ladies of her acquaintance in 
the dexterous manipulation 
of the pianoforte. Rondos, 
brilliant morceaux, almost 
anything in the shape of a 
moto perpetuo, are easily 
caught up by her when yet 
quite a child, ^ and executed 
to the undisguised admiration 
of her friends. Her addic- 
tion to the keyboard is a 
matter of surprise to her 

S ts. Whereas most girls 
their music lessons, and 
scamper through their hours 
of practice, the embryo Lady 
Composer will, on the con- 
trary, take a delight in 
reading difficult sotiatas, and 
is never so happy as when 
rooted to the music-stool. 
Musicians will, however, re- 
mark that she rarely masters 
a single piece thoroughly, 
while attempting half a 
dozen, and when asked their 
opinion of her playing, 
refrain only out of politeness 
from embodjiiug in so many 
words the irresibtible convicdon that aliberal use of the loud pedal 
covers a multitude of short-comings. 

As she grows up her ear begins to be tickled by what seem to her 
to be unusual harmonies in the music of modern composers. Having 
been accustomed to play the works of the Great Masters mechani- 
cally, it does not occur to her that what happens to ^ captivate her 
fancy in a German “ Album,” or a new-fangled Engjlish ballad, has 
been presented over and over again — and generally in a better lorm 
—by classical writers. She will fix upon some passage that has 
enchanted her in the accompaniment— for instance— of a song, and 
dwell lovingly upon it. Probably she need not scruple to reiterate it 
to her heart’s content, as the parents of the Lady Composer, even if 
hstening, will often be incapable of discriminating between one 
musical sound and another. By degrees her little circle begins to 
regard her as a connoisseur in musical matters, for she can tell you 
by ear what key you are playing in, and passes judgment on the 
“ originality” or the reverse of contemporary music. So transcen- 
dant is the scientific aspect of her genius (in the opinion of her 
friends) that not uncommonly she will be asked to play harmonies, 
as contradistinguished from melodies, 

“Give us some of lovely chords her admirers cry: andj 
then the gifted one will either imply that she does not feel equal to i 
so much exertion, or (if in a good humour) will simper and say that 
what she proposes to play is merely a little scrap from Schumahtst, 
Beahms, or Waghee, that had struck her as rathr uaint ! 

Gradually she learns to introduce and round ofi these precious 
harmonies— plucked ruthlessly from their context— with little im- 
provisations of her own, and, as the last are always of the simplest, 
they are invariably the most applauded. So that it is not surprising 
that she conceives at last the idea of “ composing ” something on her 
own account. To the evolution of a waltz she first directs her 
attention. She does indeed produce something on the lines of that 
approved form of dance-music, insomuch as it consists of several 
numbers in 3-4 time and a coda. 

Her friends are delighted. But, to do her justice, she is not satis- 
fied. She cannot help feeling that her principal motif is perilously 
like one of ‘Waldtetepel’s best known melodies. She therefore tries 
again: and this time her heart tells her she is successful. In her 
second effort, she has merely poached upon one of WAxmEUFEL’s 
least-known melodies. When her father and mother drive down in 
their carriage and pair to the publishers’, the Lady Composer and 
her MS. occupy the back seat. On emerging from the shop, for, 
after all, it is a shop and not a Temple of Art, where an arrangement 
for the publication of her waltz has been made with the courteous 
music-seller, who may have pleasantly condescended to accept an 
invitation to dinner to meet a titled amateur musician, she feels that 
neither she, nor her “ works,” ought ever to take a back seat again. 
* # » # * 

Even Lady Composers marry; do they not indeed bring extra 
attraction to fortify the spell of mere beauty, worth, and position ? 
.^he weds in due course a “substantial” man, not brilliant it 



may be; but one “clever person” is generally supposed to be a 
respectable allowance in any family. A wedding eventually takes 
place, and it is somehow impressed on the bridegroom that he 
is a very fortunate fellow. By this time Ms wife’s music comm^ds 
a large sale ; for side by side with the indulgence of her artistic 
propensities, she has learnt to develope useful business capabilities. 
Althougb ignorant of thorough-bass, she has nevertheless an acute 
ear which seldom allows her to he betrayed into very glaring faults. 
The programme of a ball, given in the fasMonable world, is not com- 
plete without contributions from her pen, and humbler writers are 
invited by the publishers to adapt the refrains of her ballads for 
dancing purposes. The “ ‘Xm me To-night!^ Folka’^ being, as 
the title-page announces, “ transcribed by Hahs WtTEST ” from her 
snecessfni song, is, strange to say, even more popular than tbe 
original. If the modest Herr Wttest does not make a fortune by it 
be does not complain ; and indeed this humble mnsiciau is content 
to take a trilling honorarium for his share in the work, the glory of 
which he leaves to original genius. 

In order to be beyond tbe reach of malicious tongues, and imper- 
vious to sneers wMch envy embittered by failure might level at her, 
she even dares to challenge criticism in the higher walks of her 
beloved Art. “If I can produce, and cause to be performed an 
orcbestral piece, who is there but vnll recognise that, while generally 
content to tread the more fiowery paths of light composition, I am 
nevertheless as capable of serious and concentrated effort as my more 
pretentions rivals ? ” Such may be tbe substance of her refiections 
as she reads one morning a somewhat slighting notice of her latest 
effusion. 

Fired by ambition, and galled by an unpleasant criticism that is 
in itself nevertheless more fiattering than the cursorily polite reviews 
that she has hitherto been favoured with— e.y., “This is a very 
pretty song,” “ A dainty melody,” and the like, under the heading 

Hew Music ” — the Lady Composer now begins in earnest to compile 
an orchestral work. It is produced at a large concert, and the 
talented authoress is “At home ” afterwards. It is discussed in 
quite a friendly way by tbe experts, and who among the professional 
critics present at this festivity can have the heart to say anything of 
a mere amateur but what is encouraging and complimentary ? She 
is a lady too, whom they all like so much, and about whom tbe good- 
natured fellows agree there is really no necessity to express any 
Mnfavourable opinion. Hext morning the piece is described as em- 
bodying “ considerable inventive ability.” Tbe leading theme is 
“gracious,” though the mode of its treatment “betrays technical 
inexperience.” On tbe whole the notices are decidedly laudatory, 
and yet, oddly enough, the publishers allege “ depression in trade,” 
“had season,” “no sale for tMs kind of work,” as sufficient reasons 
for their being compelled, greatly to their regret, to decline under- 
taking the publication of a work wbieb tbe Lady-Composer feels sure 
would make tbe fortune of any Musical Firm. However, she is not 
without tact, and in a short time the great work is forgotten by all 
except herself and her musical friends, who are frequently expressing 
their sorrow at her not having brought it out, words and score com- 
plete, in one volume. 

Her husband is a remarkably sensible man. He 'does not shine 
dazzlingly, but he gives a very clear and steady light, which ulti- 
mately guides the genius to whom he has linked himself for life 
along the right road. It is owing to him, at least so some of us 
fancy, that, as time goes on, her rare compositions become still rarer, 
their publication less frequent, and the musical parties more and more 
select and limited in number. In the course of a few months the 
Musical Secretary finds there is no occupation for him,^ and resigns 
his office. He occasionally calls at the house, but there is nothing for 
Mm to do, and the Lady Composer is either “not at home” or so 
deeply engaged that she cannot he disturbed. It is whispered that 
she is at work on sometMng really ^reat. But when it will be com- 
pleted nobody knows. Whether it will he “great” when it is 
finished, the result alone can determine. Sometimes in answer to 
inquiries, she replies, mysteriously nodding her head, “Ton will 
see.” Perhaps, the world will yet be startled by the Amateur Lady 
Composer. 


Peck V. Davis. 

Sir Jambs Ingham said he was not of opinion that a Jury would acquit 
the Defendant,” ie., the proprietor of the Bat newspaper, “and he should 
therefore commit Mm to take Ms trial .”— of Frocecdings at Boiv 
Street, Standard, Ftb, 18. 

Thebe were birds, small and big, wishing honestly that 
A Beak, with one Peek, could have settled the Bat, 


The Duke of Westmihstee (said last week’s Truih) bought 
Millais’s portrait of Mr, Giapstohe, for dBl,200, and sold it to Sir 
Chaeles Tehhaht for 3,000 guineas. Hot the first Tennant by 
many out. of whom the Ducal Landed Proprietor has made a good 
profit. 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Febbuart 26 , 1887 . 



PREDESTINED ! 

NorOhem Matron [lefore tM School-Soard). “I’m not against Eddication, IiAoias and Gbn’l’men. I al’ays make him take 
HIS Book o’ Nights Bur beellt I caxls it a elyin’ in the kace o’ Providence to be kebpin’ a Boy out o’ the Stables 
WITH SUCH A PAIR 0* LeGS AS HIS’N I ! ’* 


HONOURS EASY. 

Dear Me. Punch, 

I NOTICE that Mr. Dixon, a Senior Wrangler, has written 
abetter to the Jurist giving hints on “the Art of being Examined.” 
Now I Ve never wrangled myself, bnt I flatter myself I have been 
through double as many examinations in the course of my career as 
Mr. Dhon has, and I can add a lot of particulars which will he 
fouud tremendously useful hy candidates for scholarships or honours 
at the Universities^ for the Army, Civil Service, and so on. 

The very first thing to do, when you are going to be examined, is 
to eat a particularly hearty hreakiaat. This gives you ooufidenee. 
On arriving at the examiuationhall, try and secure a place between 
two clever-looking (and if possible short-sigbted) candidates, from 
whom you will be able to copy freely. Also remember, if you see 
the Examiuer himself anywhere about, to smile at him in a genial 
way, and, if yon get near enough, mak^ourself agreeable by asking 
him what he thinks of the question of Home Rule, or the condition 
ofiEnrope, or somethmg brilliant of that sort. He is sure to be 
gratifiedT, and as Examiners are “ always human,” sometimes even 
pamfully so, it is not a bad thing to gratify them. Recollect that 
every Examiner has a “ personalJ;equation,” which it is vour husiness 
to find out. There are some who warmly relish being slapped on the 
back unexpectedly, and asked “how they were the day after to- 


your answers among, all the others. It no doubt requires some 
adroitness and sang froid^^ to execute this manoeuvre properly. 
Shortly after trying it myself in an important examination at Oxford 
I was politely requested to quit the University, and migrated to 
Durham, but I consider that this was entirely due to the Oxford 
authorities envying my superior abilities. They are, you know, very 
Conservative there, and dislike genius and originality of all kinds. 

“ Vivd Voce ” is an ordeal which is always very embarrassing. 
There is, I am afraid, absolutely no way of getting through it satis- 
factorily except the clumsy old plan of really acquiring the know- 
ledge which enables one to answer the questions asked. I have 
sometimes thought it would he a good idea, when one sits down at 
the table opposite the Examiner, to take a ten- pound note ont of 
one’s pocket (in mistake for a handkerchief), and wave it gently to 
and fioj as a hint to the Examiner of the reward which he may 
expect if he tempers the questions to the shorn candidate. I have 
never tried it myself, chieffy because I have never had a ten-pound 
note to wave. But I can cordially recommend it to anybody who 
likes experimenting, and is in searon of novel sensations. 

At the examination “i» Sanctis Theologiis^^ at Cambridge (at 
wMoh University I entered under an assumed name, after a some- 


V, and asked “how th^ were the day after to-j 


an unprovoked assault. This, however, is a mere detail. The plan 
is an admirable one, if you get hold of the sort of man who likes it, 
Erom various incidents m my own experience I should not be in- 
clined to recommend the plan of scribbling lists of the Jewish Kings 
or the “Furies and Fates,” on one’s shirt-cuffs, or taking in a 
Liddeli and Scott’s Greek Lexicon, wrapped up in a brown-paper 
parcel, on the pretext that it contains your lunch. It is a much 
better plan to plead illness at the beginning of the examination, then 
take the paper out with you, and gp home and write out the correct 
answers from yonr hooks, and sKp in at the last moment and deposit 


thought it would be quite sate to pm a paper oontanung tne cniei 
events in Ecclesiastical History on my hat, and place it in front of me on 
the table. My answers were admirable. Tbe innocent-looking 
Examiner, at the end seemed quite pleased, and said, “You have 

answered so well, Mr. , that you almost seem to have learned 

the subject by heart.” I gave a modest, yet winning smile in reply. 
“ Are you quite sure you have not learned it hy art instead?” he 
went on, and made a sudden grab across the table at my hat, with 
results which it is needless to go into. Suffice it to say that I 
shortly afterwards entered as a student at Gottingen, where I now 
am, and that I am sure these few hints, if received in a proper 
spirit, be of much servioe to those about to submit themselves to 
tne ordeal of examination— the curse of the present century. 

Touts, knowingly, A. Dodgkins. 
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THE SPEAKER SLAYING THE JABBER-TALK, THURSDAY, EEBRUARY 17. 


Some of Commons, Monday Sight, February 14,— Came u;^oii 
the Markiss just now in a retired corner of the robing-room mopping 
his eyes with cambric handkerchief, whilst his stalwart form was 
shaken with sobs. A piteous thing to see a grown man in tears. 

“ What ^s the matter, Markiss ? I asked softly. “ Has Ashmead- 
Baetlett resigned, or is Kandolph coming back ? ” 

“Neither,” he answered, gulping down his emotion. “You are 
on the wrong tack altogether. These are tears of proud satisfaction. 
You weren’t in the House just now, or you would have heard Bba- 
bottene’s noble words. ‘I confess,’ he said, ‘my confidence in 
Her Majesty’s Government is not yet exhausted.’ There’s a high- 
sonled feeling,” snified the Markiss, having recourse to his handker- 
chief, and glancing askance at Derby, who passed by determinedly 
not seeing his noble friend. “As long as Bbabohene stands by us 
we are safe and strong. Kanbolph may go, Dunraven may follow 
him ; but secure in the unexhausted confidence of Brabotir3S[B, we 
will withstand Gladstone and all his works.” 

The Markiss, straightening his bowed shoulders, thrust the hand- 
kerchief in his pocket, shook his coal-black crest, and strode back to 
the House of Lords another man. 

In the Commons a miscellaneous sort of a ni^t, with Scotch Home 
Rule on by way of change. At question time Harcourt interposing 
with lofty sarcasm in veiled criticism of Speaker’s management of 
business. Right Hon. Gentleman suddenly turned, and snapped at 
him to the uncontrollable delight of Conservatives. Later, Haldane, a j 
new Member, introduced thin edge of the wedge of new system of i 
closure, Esslemont, d propos of hoots and the Address, proposed | 


to raise discussion on question of Scotch leases. One or two Scotch 
Members having joined in the entertainment, Haldante rose, pro- 
tested against waste of time, declared he would be no party to it, 
and walked out of the House. This demonstration did not ajffect 
course of affairs. Members having prepared their speeches, deter- 
mined to deliver them, though the House nearly empty. Barcrat, 
finding his opportunity, also found himself^ provided with an 
audience nunabering eleven, all told. That evidently inadequate to 
importance of speech. Accordingly prefaced his address by calling 
attention of Speaker to numbers present. A Count called. Members 
dropped in, and, finding that it was “ only Barclay,” swarmed out 
agam. And is how we do business in the House of Commons ! 

Busiriess done* — ^None. 

Tuesday , — ^Towards eight o’clock the monotony of a sitting ex- 
ceptionally dull eveu iu these times, broken by hue and cry. The 
Lord Advocate was wanted. Where was the Lord Advocate ? Till 
he appeared on the scene the business of the nation must stand still, 
“like Joshua’s Sun at Jerusalem,” as Gent-Davis quoted. Through 
the sitting things had gone badly for business. Eifty questions on 
the paper, and before they were reached, two discussions and one 
division on private bills. Then Cameron resumed debate on Address, 
endeavouring to give matters a turn aside from Ireland by intro- 
ducing case of Scotch Crofters. Effort, though well sustained proved 
a lamentable failure. One or two Scotch Members having^ deliver^ 
prodigious speeches, the Irish rushed iu and took possession of the 
field. Mahoney led the assault with Joseph Ghlis immediately 
behind. Nearly eight o’clock and House almost empty. Mahoney 
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OIL rising had been met by an attempt to Count Out. Members came pores. Suppose by sitting here I could tal:e in some of Chapiin s 
into make House, and straightway went off to finish their dinner, gifts by the pores ? Hennmgton would be prouder than ewer of me.^ 
Amono-st absentees was the Lord Adyocate, and Mahokey, fixing Where has Our Chief been ? Has physical su^ness <^ooped his 
fiery eye on vacant seat demanded his head on a charger. “The manly form? or has mental weariness touched his mighty brain? 
article ” as Joey B. would call it, not being forthcoming, he moved Neither ; fact is, Chaplin has been sitting at home with wet towel 
the adiournment of the debate, J. Gr. B. seconding the motion. What round his head preparing impromptus and practising r^iniscences 
the Irish Members had to do with the Scotch business not quite of Dizzy for a great speech on Agricultural Depression. Was to have 
clear • but here they were, and where was the Lord Advocate ? been delivered on Report stage of Address. ^ When everyone else had 

Ministerial emissaries flying all over the' House found him at last talked himself out, Our Chief would stride in and smite the listenmg 
sitting in the dining-room, eating soup, whilst the House of Com- senate with admiring wonder. 

mons was ablaze with excitement. Pale as death and trembling in Finished the oration yesterday. Was to have dehvered it to-night ; 
every limb the Lord Advocate was haled along the passages into the when lo, an important Radical playing tit for tat with the Speajcee’s 
H ouse. Leaning for support upon the table, he explained how it was prohibition of Dillwyn’s motion of Thursday, places on paper notice 
“ all the fault of the waiter.” He had, in the interests of Scotland, of motion dealing with subject. According to Speaeee’s ruling, 
ordered a modest refection. The waiter had gone away and forgotten Our Chief’s opportunity is snatched from him, and his speech worth- 
him. He, meanwhile unconscious of the storm-clouds gathering in less. He comes down to-night to learn the worst from the Speaeee’s 
the House’, had sat drumming his fingers on the dinner-table, wish- lips, and having heard it, now sits with arms folded, head bent, a 
ing that night or the waiter would come. Upon him burst the panting monument of Agricultural Depression, 
emissaries, and just when the' waiter had remembered him, and was Business c?ow«.— Report of Address agreed to. 

bringing in the soup, he was summoned to the bar of angry House of - - - - - 

Commons. , _ 

A pitiful sight! a dinnerless and apologetic Lord Advocate snatch- THE QTJEEN^S JUBLEE. 

ing at the sW of a forgetf d waite in order to save a growing ^ ^ ^ 

dinnerkss and inOT^smgly apologetic, stated his case. ^ em, and is therefore ^ers a denonno- 

Business done* JNone. ^ to show their loyalty to 

Thursday. — ^When I saw Caveistdish Bentince speaking from onr grate and good Q,tjeen wen she cums of Royal Age next June, 
corner seat helow G-angway at hour of private husiness, was certam I ^ood then wenture to suggest, werry humbly, the establishing of 
that something wonld happen. Bentinck usually reserves himself a G-rand Skool of English Cookery, and when I says English Cookery, 
till after dinner. Towards midnight, when he^ has had tbe oppor- I don’t of course mean none of yonr cheap rubbish, such as I have 
tunity of rumpling Ids hair and crumj>ling his shirt-front, then’s had to look at with butter contemp at the warions South Hensinton 
his time for addressing the House. This afternoon, as early as half- Exhibishuns, hut English Cookery of the werry ighest order of 
past four, introduced himself to House as “an old Cumberland hartistic perfection. Why shood Erenohmen and Etalliens he con- 
Member,” and talked about Amhleside Railway Bill. ^ This looked sidered to he the ony Cooks fit for an high-class establishment, and 
ominous. But when, half-an hour later, whilst daylight^ still fell ^hy shood our Maynews be shrowded iu all the mistery of a forren 
softly on Palace Yard, Aeeison, d.C., with a seraphic smile on his tung? It’s sumtimes werry harden ns pore Waiters. Wen sum j 
face and a flower in nis hntton-hole, leisurely walked up the floor new novelty of the Cook’s genius has bin introdooced with which we 


out in the least what it was all about. Was going out to dinner at feels as I mustnatraJly fall in his hestimation, and, to a man of my 
eiffht o’clock ; thought it would save time and candles if he dressed akute feelings, that is a fall indeed ! Besides too, it wood put a 

r orr X <.’.1 . jS <rm t u i J! 1. ' 


in the cool of the afternoon. Why should House think it funny ? check upon that werry free use of the French Langwidge at Dinner, 
Can’t say. Perbaps it was the wondrous width and whiteness of to which all us head Waiters has such grate objeksnun. Why shood 
the shirt-front ; possibly it was a sense ‘of incongruity between the tis true horn Brittons he supposed to know French ? Ony becoz it ’s 
blameless flower and the learned O.C. ; prohablylit was the smile of the langw^e of the Maynew. Put that iu^ what is so absurdly 
deep content which Olumiued his countenance. However it he, called the Wmger Tung, and we shood take to it natrally. 
cheers and laughter filled the House till Addison, Q,.C., blushing like Of course a Hed Waiter of my long experiens and posishun must 
a peony, with hastened steps made for a hack Bench. ^ have picked up a werry eonsiderahel nollidge of the French lang- 

After this, Dillwyn rose to move the Adjournment, meaning to widge, so when the other day at the Manshun House, a gentleman, 
raise debate on Jury Packing in Dublin. John Dillon, mysteriously ’^p-auted another glass of champagne, asked me if it was ad lih.^ 
escaped from the Dock, appeared with speech. Speaeee spoil^ I replied quite indignantly, “ Suttenly not, Sir, you can have as much 

t fun by ruling Dillwyn out of order. W. H. as you like.” What he meant by laxting and saying as I was a rum 
Smith, who had been sitting on edge of Bench, >nn, I have of coarse not the least idea, but I ’ve no doubt he meant 
ready for emergencies, jumped up, and moved to it as a complement. 

take all time of the House for Procedure Rules. Supposing as my hrillyant idear was carried out, as it is, I think, 
Henry Rickard pleaded for exception of Tues- ewerybody’s duty to do all as he can to make his own grand idears 
day, so that Dillwyn might disestablish Church great suoksesses, and as I begins to feel as my harduons perfession is 
in Wales, Smith tenderly refused.^ Long de- a beginnin for to tell rather sewerely on my poor feet, I don’t n^d 
hate. House divided. Ministerial Motion carried, hoffering myself for the position of Hed Taster in the new estahlish- 
Parnerx next moved to except Wednesday, ment, for which office my werry lengthened egsperience should render 
Another division. Original Resolution agreed to. me amost inwaluable. I shoodn’t want no extrayagent sallery. A 
Then excitement broke out in fresh place, nice little sweet of rooms for myself and family, and jest one 
John Dillon proposed to make his speech pre- sanhtorium, or sacred chamber, for carrying out my misterious and 
pared for Dillwyn’ s motion on resuming debate honerous doolies, and a moderate nineome of about 6 pound a week, 
on the Address. Speaker ruled him out of order, ^ood satisfy me, and I shood willingly deddecate the rest of my 
More squabbling. Another division, after which checkered egsistence to one of the noblest haims of life, wiz., the 
Cox blandly proposed to discuss the general dis- ministering to the refined wants of them favomed mortels ^ as is 
tress among working-men. Three speeches, then "blessed not only with plenty of good taste, in this, its werry ighest 
Speaker put on extinguisher. The Closure at dewelopment, hut also with plenty of reddy money to dewote to its 
^st ! the Parnellites fought it^ooth and nail ; nobel gratificashun, Robert. 

Divisions taken at every turn. But Closure car- ■■■: j 


ried and Address agreed to. 

Business done * — Deliverance by Closoxe. 

Friday . — ^Been noticed through the week with 
painful apprehensiou that familiar figure absent 
from corner seat below the G-angway on Minis- 


LORD WOLSELEY’S ADVICE TO YODNa OEEICERS. 

If you have brains, cram ’em full 1 Right about I 
March off to a battle, and get ’em blown out. 


terial side. It was tbence that “ old Cumberland American-Oanadian DiFFiODLTT.—Mr. Phelps proposes a^ Jomt 
Member” Cavendish Bentinck spoke yesterday. Commission. It should he called the Fish-and- Jomt Commission, 
a -nAn From day to day an eager succession of Members Let us hope that the fish difficulty will disappear, and that they 11 

Sb™ > strigeled Jor the place. make both ends meet. 

^ * “Who knows,” said G-ent-Davis, coming down , . w 

early to get the seat, “that there mayn’t he some virtue in it. Read The recent Adulterators of Beer were rem specimens oi PubJicans 
in Shakspearb or somewhere, of a fellow taking in his wine by|the and Sinners ” without a single piutlin their favour. 


“ Dam sum non 
(Edipus.” 


TO COBEESPONDENIS. — ^In no case can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless accompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope ox Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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ME. PUNCHES MANUAL POE YOUNG EECITEES. 

Nothing, as is well known, renders a yonng man (or for the matter of that, 
a young woman) so deservedly beloved as the practice of repeating in public, a 
poem of respectable proportions. Unfortunately 
f the dearth of really effective pieces for recitation 

' ^*.:j obliges many Reciters to repeat themselves as 

V poems, and it is with a desire to 

remedy this inconvenience, that Mr, Punch has 
commissioned one of his stud of poets (who has 
been eating his head off for months) to knock 
^ sweet little things, widch would 
be Hkely to “ tell” in a drawing-room. 

IT/Tp^il r productions is given here, with 

/ iM simple directions by the author, for which 

y pji there wlLL be no additional charge. 

If It is a fine example in the Infantine Pathos 

W/ vein, and is calculated to moisten the temperature 

X W-fi almost any room, provided that the instructions 

are religiously followed. It is particularly recom- 
^ mended to unmarried ladies under forty with 

tears in their voices, and to small children with any genius for sentiment. 

The Reciter is supposed, then, to be on the hearth-rug, facing the audience. 
You wait for the buzz to subside with your eyes modestly cast down, and then, 
as if it had just occurred to you, you raise them suddenly and say, distinctly 
but somewhat apologetically, “ Filial little Frank ! ” That is the title, of course, 
and now, after a short pause, you’re ofic, rememberiag to counterfeit the 
accents of a very young cmld in the first hne : — 

“ Mummy, where ’s Pupsy gone to ? I want him so ! ” said the child, 


With Ms angel-face, and his clustering curls, and his eyes so blue and so mild. 
{This is the description of the child — not of “ Pupsy and should he spohen in 
your natural tone,') 

** For many a day, has he been away, and the very last time he was seen. 

Was by Mart Anh, when he left in the van, that was sent for him by the 
Q,nEEN ! ” 

{Paise your voice at Queen^"^ with a touch of innocent delight at the condescen- 
sion, For the next Stanza you should adopt a passionate tremolo,) 

\ Can the Mother inform her darling, that the parent he thus deplores. 

Has been charged with pocketing pickles at the Army and Navy Stores ? 

He was somewhat inclined to absence of mind— which mig:ht have accoxmted for 
that, ( Change again here to a grieved solemnity,) 

But not for the jar of preserved caviare, and the collared brawn mhis hat ! 

{Now you are to personate the Mother and her suppressed emotion-^you carTdo 
this either hy rolling your eyes, or twisting your handherchief,) 

“ Oh, hush, my own little Frankie ! Pupsy’ s Her Majesty’s Ouest, 

And, while she desires his attendance, he ’s hound to obey her behest.” 

{Now the child again ; xoith a sloto smile of dawning intelligence— you may find 
this di-ffieult— practise it, 

“ Then, if J do as he^ will the Queen invite we, to go to Papa and her Palace 
see ? ” {Beyid your head here in choked resignation,) 

And the Mother sighs “ for she dare not confess the assumption is based 

on a fallacy ! 

{Slight pause ; continue in brisker vein as narrator,) 

But mystified Frankie pondered— What had his father done 
To deserve such an invitation ? he questioned many a one ; 

And from all he heard, the child inferred— if he stoned a suburban train, 

Or did anything naughty, then, if he was caught, he would soon see his Pupsy 
again ! ( Brisker still for next Stanza,) 

So he wandered down to the railw^, and there, on the platform, he came 
To curious kind of contrivance— I can’t remember its name. 

{This with a fine carelessness— fine carelessness is attained hy jerking the left hand,) 
Sut there is a sht in the middle of it, and when you ’ve inserted your coin. 

Some toffee you get, or a mild cigarette— wMche’er you ea^erience joy in. 

( Work up the next Stanza to climax of excitement,) 

Here was the means before Mm of rejoining Ms parent at last ! 

And the thought made Ms eyes shine brighter, and Ms breath come tMok and 
fast: 

’Twas a desperate feat such an engine to cheat, — but the prize ! he had centred 
Ms soul in it. 

He ’d a lon^ piece of string, and— most fortunate thing— a penny possessing a 
hole m it ! {Here you go hack to your quieter style,) 

Well ; he fastened the string to Ms penny, and again and again it dropped, 

Till the toffee was aU exhausted— and then the machinery stopped. 

And the fraud was perceived— but the child was relieved, having never intended 
to cadge Ms treat. 

But B. 32, said, “I’d recommend you to reserve your remarks for the Magistrit I ” 
{Now comes your great chance ; raise your right fore-finger and lower jyour 
voice. Speak rather in sorrow than in anger,) 

Alas, for Ms childish fancies ! the Bench was cruel and cold, 

It did not believe little Franktb and the artless tale that he told! 

His Mghminded deed was put down to the greed of a little unprincipled urchin, 
And a certain official, directed to swish aU, was ordered to bring a new birch in I 
( You finish with a rapt expression— as of one who sees a vision in the chandelier,) 
So Frankie failed, for they sent Mm home— but will it be always thus ? 

Ah, no ! he, too, ■vHE be fetched one day in the royal omnibus : 


And a cry of joy from the radiant boy. will echo in 
Houowayyard, 

( Child’s voice again^ with a tender exaltation,) 

“ Oh, Pupsy see ,, , it is really me ! I am in for a 
fortnight’s * hard ! ’ ” 

If a young lady of even moderate talent does not sit 
down in a sea of congratulation after tMs, Mr, Punch’s 
poet is not the great pathetic writer he fondly imagines 
himself— wMch is absurd. 

What with the Mdeous pubhe-house left standing at 
an adjacent corner, the steps at St. Martin’s Church un- 
i removed, and the unsightly blank displayed at the rear 
of the National Gallery, the Authorities seem inclined to 
make a pretty piece of patchwork of Hemming’s Row ; 
but it is to be hoped Mr. Whitmore will not let go the I 
thread of the discussion he introdnced on Thursday last. I 
Dealing with such a central and suggestive locality as 
Hemming’s Row, the First Commissioner should be re- 
minded of the proverbial “stitch in time,” and take it 
without further delay. 

BACCHUS IN IOWA. 

A true lay of to-day ^ full of comfort for Sir Wilfrid and, 
his merry men, 

“ Hillo 1 ” says SiLENtrs to Bacohns one day, 

“ I vote we skedaddle out Iowa way, 

A teetotal place ? Ah, my boy, what of that ? 

They’ll dodge atiy law who ’re in love with your vat. 

The artists all paint us tv70 gods of the bottle 
Each squeezing a cluster of grapes down his throttle. 

Of course we were ne’er such a couple of noddies. 

The juice of the grape never entered our bodies, 

Until by fermenting, for tippling made good, 

And a life of long years in the goatskin or wood ; 

But these Iowa topers have Mt on a plan 
WMch I tMnk you will own is a topper, old man. 

To dodge the harsh law that proMhits strong drink, 

They make grapes— indiarubber— and what do you think? 
Why they fill them, oh, not with crude juice of the vine, 
But with genuine full-bodied, odorous Wine J 
They sell these in bunches and boxes, you see, 

And a bibulous soul, on the strictest Q. T., 

Can take them about like his weed or his grub, 

And so be independent of wine-shop or pub.* 

That’s something like grape-sucking. So I propose ” 

But already the god of the rubicund nose 
Was off to the West, followed close by Silenus, 

They ’ve not dropped a line, but I fancy, between us, 
That iu Iowa, where thougn the Law makes a crime of it, 
Men tope, they are having a capital time of it. 

* Vide St. James's Gazette, February 25. 
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There were some Commissioners of Northern 
Lighthouses (5w), 

"Who took a boat and went to sea, 

Who took a boat to see what they conld see.' 

There was Gorging Jack and Guzzling Jimmy 

Trr* 

With others, who ran up a little bill-ee 
A.t the Waterloo, Grieve's Hostelree. 


They went to inspect Lighthouses and Light- “ Oh, ain’t we going to drink and eat too 
ships (bis), ^ (Ms), 

All round the Scottish coast, N.B. When Lighthouses we come to see ? 

A very pleasant trip it was, N.B. Oh, this air gives such an appe-ti-^ea,” 

Says, gorging Jack to ^ Guzzling Jimmy Says Guzzling Jim to Gorging"^ Jacey 

(^w), 

“What shall we do if we ’re hunge-ree ? “0 Gorging Jack, what a fool you be. 

Which will happen very probab/ea.” Let ’s store the boats provisional?ce.” 
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Witli dinners and dessert and Amontil- 
lado (6w), 

And Chambertin they loaded she, 

With Siity-fonr Laiitte they loaded she. 

Likewise with Seventy-fonr Pommery and 
Greno, 

To which not one of ns here would say no— I 
With Geislee^s Superior, and Ma-de-ree, 
With Port three bottles, and Lignenr 
Brandee. 

They’d Steinberg Cabinet of Sixty-Eight 
too, 

And other wines which were all first-rate too, 

Savs Guzzling Jim unto Jackee, 

** Oh, what a lot of Lighthouses I see ! 

“ But they all appear mos’ dre’fully shaky. 
The Li^hmonses appear mos’ horr’bly shaky ! 
It’s very fortch-nate that we came to see, 
Thesh Lighthonsesh are not steadee. 

“I think the Lighthouses have been drink- 
ing [bis), [hee I {bis). 

They have been taking too much whis- 

“ Look at the lightsh how they’re revolv- 

I don’t’thin^ they ’re working properZee, 
The Board of Trade must hear of this fiom 
We.” 

Before they finished their Waterloo Ban- 
quet (6is), 

They drank the health of her Majestee, 


I viU B n iHyZi iTniTI n iUS W ETI ijl 


It’s being examined by a Con^init-<el {bis}. 

When next they want Lighthouse Commis- 
sioners (Swj, 

To examine the Scottish Coast, N.B. 

Of candidates what crowds there ’H be ! ! 


Tobacco Cultivation in England,— 
Farmers have to sign a statutory declara- 
tion before they can commence this new 
industry, “Fancy an English agriculturist 
compelled to obtain the permission of Govern- 
ment in order to let weeds grow in his garden ! 

PUNCH TO john;_bright. 

** I will speak daggers, but will use none.” 
Friend John, so hot against the soldier’s 
steel, 

E’en when ’tis wielded fairly, can’ st not feel 
That words are sometimes daggers, thati 
their thrust, ! 

Foully delivered, in a cause unjust. 

Is mere assassin’s work, not the brave stroke 
Of men m open contest ? When you spoke 
Words lightly measured, yet of lethal power, i 
Against the men you’re all too prone to 
dower 

With devil attributes, did you not know 
Hundreds of gallant hearts would feel the 
blow [thrust ? 

Worse than the tameless Arab’s treacherous 
Shame, John! Word-blows, like sword- 
strokes, should beyws^. 

Else they befit the platform bravo, not 
The old man eloquent. Falsely to blot 
War’spanoply, bespatter the poor rag, [flag, 
Steel-shorn, shot-riddled, that was once a 
In whose defence dead heroes gladly died, 

Is not a task to move a man to pride. 

Nor can it help the noble cause of Peace. 
The white flag, John, may bid all battle 
cease, 

Not the white feather ! In defence of right. 
Despite your dogmas, men perforce must 
fight, [care, 

With swords as well as words : be it their 

‘XT 1 3 1 JS-l-X 



With either, to heed honour, and fight fair. 
You would “ speak daggers ’’ only; be it so ; 
But a word-stab may be a felon blow. 


A LONG SHOT AT THE FUTUEE. 

The Duke of CwIMBRIDGE at the meeting of the National Eifle Association, called attention to the | 
danger to tenants of pTOTerty adjoining the Wimbledon Butts, in consequence of the long range of modem 
rifle-huUets.” — JDai^ raper. 

Scene— Interior of a Villa Residence in a secluded part of the' Isle of Wight, Domestic 
circle discovered assembled at lunch. 

Paterfamilias, I have brought down the Times to read [the paper is suddenly torn 

from his hand and carried through the window with a crash,) Hallo ! What’s this ! 

Superstitious Spinster, Brother, I have always told yon that this place is haunted I The 
incident has unnerved me. Nephew, I think I toill take another glass of sherry. 

Youngster, All right. Auntie I ^ t 7 x • 

{Daises decanter to pour out wine, when both bottle and glass are Knocked to pieces, 

Materfamilias, How careless of you, Charley I Have I not told yon a hundred times j 
that [The chandelier comes down with a run, ; 

Schoolgirl, Oh, Mamma, what can be the matter ? The poor canary is lying on its side, | 
with a hole through the wire of its cage ! . / , , t . t j- ^ 

Paterfamilias, Dear me ! Well, this is y&rj strange ! ^ {Suddenly looking at heading of 
paper,) Why, to be sure I How thoughtless I am I 1 did not nouce the date. Y^y, of 
j course this is the first day of the Yolunteers at Wimbledon. We had better take our 
plates as usual downstairs, my dears, and eat our luncheon in the cellars ! 

[The family act upon the suggestion, 

“Chicken and Champagne,” — ^We have received a card from a certain firm of Ees- 
taurateurs, whose name we shall not mention, in this form : — 

“Opus Ophtcem Peobat.” 

** Messrs. •*— — present their compliments to the Editor of Punchy and request his company at the 

Restaurant, on day next, the inst., at two p.m,, when they propose to take Hs opinion on the 

alterations, decorations, and improvements which they have introduced into their establishment. 

We will give th^in our opinion of one improvement and alteration they can make in their 
j^nt^e arrangements, and that is, — not to send ont these press- ing invitations. 

An Artistic Family in Struggling Circumstances.— The Laooobn Group. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM 

THE DIAEY OF TOBY, M.P. 

‘ House of Commons^ Monday^ February^ 21.— Q-iadstonb back 
again to-day after strategic absence during inconvenient debate on 
Address. Full of life and bealtb and 
spirits. Met Heneage cruising about 
j the Lobby, looking more indefinite than 

I ever as to bis age. Found Hartingtor' 

jflRU and CBAMBERLAnsr on tbe Front Bencb. 
^ briskly a moment’ s appreben- 

k mV meant to cbevy them off. 

/NjIW On tbe contrary, ebook bands with them 
cordially. In fact beaming with benevo- 
lence all round. So affected G-oschek 
making bis fiLrst speech from Tory 
Treasury Bencb, be was full of tender 
allusions to my Eight Hon. friend tbe 
Member for Midlothian.” Not since poor 
Noethcote was here has tbe House 
beard this style of address bandied across 
the table. Gladstone himself didn’t use 
‘it with reference to Goschen ; but Gos- 
CHEN made up tbe average of 

seraphic humour which 
WL enveloped bis spirit, Gladstone 

IML /| would not say a bard thing of 

tbe Ministry. At tbe same time 
/ (certainly en parentJiese) be 
/ W brought out curious position of 

/ ^ affairs. Last time Closure before 

/ tbeHouse, Conservatives opposed 

i tooth and nail. It was tbe 
freedom of speech. It was 
\ the gagging of Parliament ; and 

Eandolph and the rest of them, 
« Any Age you like.” 1?^ once in unison jtitb Smith, 

^ ^ ^ Grand Cross, and Northcotb, 

wonld die on tbe fioor of tbe House rather than agree to it. Now 
,tbe Conservatives as a Government were bringing it forward. 

“ After to-day’s meeting at tbe Foreign Office,” Harcourt said, 

5 “ I believe they have convinced themselves they were tbe authors of 
,tbe proposal,” 

j Sbonld Gladstone, as Leader of tbe Opposition, dwell upon this 
; embarrassing fact ? Should be adopt tbe tactics of tbe Conservative 
1 Opposition in 1882’? Perish tbe thought! “He would do every- 
itmng be could to help tbe Government to make the New Eules of 
I Procedure effective.” 

j "VF. H, Smith deeply j^eoted. A sob passed along tbe Treasury 
t Bencb, and died away in a remote corner below Gangway, where 
ICavendish-Ben- 
] tinge sat. A beau- 
'tiful and a tonobiug 
I scene I a littlemarred 
tiater when Har- 
1 COURT bustled to tbe 
front, belaboured tbe 
guileless Goschen, 
and brought up tbe 
retaliatory Raiees. 

Finishing touch 
given to proceediugs 
when Baiees com- 
t mended for general 
^ adoption by the 
I House tbe calm and 
i fair spiritmanifested 
i by Parnell. Can’t 
jsay that business 
much advanced ; but 
debgbtful and sooth- 
ing to be present on 
such ani^t. 

I business done . — 

Closure Resolution 
moved. 

Ytfesday. —D erby 
j entered precincts of 
} House of Lords to- 
I night, witbbat firmly 

; pressed on brow, bps t j-n i. 

! pursed, and general LordD-rby. 

airof determination todo some gravething. FoUowedbim, tolsee what 


was up. House nearly empty. Peers still nothing to do. Some 
half-dozen look in casually, sit five or ten minutes, and so home. 
To those assembled, Derby opened his Budget. Appears that India, 
thrice blessed with stars, and gun-firing, and banquets, on account 
of Jubilee, is to have 25,000 criminals let loose upon it, iu further 
recognition of tbe joyful event. Derby thinks honest people won’t 
like this. Grand Cross assures Mm nothing would please them 
i better. So says Lytton. Ditto says Ripon, and Derby goes home, 
musing on these things. Fancy matter will not rest here. 

“Why should England wait?” Derby asks. “We have our 
Jubilee ; why not have our Criminals ? ” 

Derby tells me be was led to take up matter by tbe receipt of 
petition signed “ Missis Sikes.” Son Bill in trouble again, with 
many other family connections and acquaiutanoes. Missis Sizes 
wants to know why Oriental custom shouldn’t be extended in their 
favour ? Petition to that end now being extensively signed. In- 
fluential Committee meets daily at Skeleton Rey, Seven Dials, where 
Ion bes for mark. Derby tells me this as 
rob together across to House of Commons. 
Ybat is Jubilee for tbe Goose, should be 
.ee for tbe Gander,” be sayi^ in Ms sen- 
ons way. “We don’t have Jubilee every 
No reason why its attendant privileges 
d be confined to India.” Interesting 
But in Commons. Clark has just asked 
;iou with respect to dinner provided for 
fern Lights Commissioners and Bib sent 
I Treasury, Such a bill! Forty-seven 
:s; meats at the rate of SOs. a-bead. 
itable Steinberg Cabinet at 30s. per bottle, 
merable Pommery £1 per bottle, 1834 
1864 Chateau Lafitte, and so on. Ninety- 
six bottles choicest, most excellent wine 
amongst forty-seven of us 1 Hardly bear 
tbe question put for smacking of lips on 
Benches to right and left of Speaker. 
Secretary to Board of Trade, to whom 
question addressed, beard to exclaim in 
l^guisbmg tones, “ That ’s tbe Diet for 

After this everytMng fiat. Members 
free from tbe Wb^s went off to dine on 
such poor fare as London affords. Min- 
isters and others condemned to dine in 
tbe House dabied with their cut from 
tbe joint, sipped their one-and-sixpenny 
« rni. i. , T^• X .. and thought dreamily of tbe 

That s tbe Diet for Worms.” Northern Lights, tbe twelve bottles 
Steinberg Cabinet 1868,, tbe twenty-four bottles Pommeroy and 
Greno 1874, and tbe three bottles of port 1834, round wMob they 
geniaUy twinkled, Fustness done, — ^More debate on Closure. 

Thursday, — House to-night duU, and respectable. Attendance 
smab, and no fireworks. Got into discussion on a batch of Amend- 
ments to Closure Rule, ^ Talk goes forward as quietly and monoto- 
I nously as if we were discussing hypothec. Parnell takes leading 
I part in criticising measure proposeu, and stamps discussion with Ms 
most placid manner, Joseph Gillis always makes a point of doing 
I honour to Ms CMef by being 
I present wMlst be speaks. But 
I cannot withstand somnolent ttm 

I infiuence of tbe hour. Softly Mn y J|||i||^ 

! sleeps, waking up occasionaby 
to cry “ Hear, bear! ” or “No, 
no I ” according as be recog- \l 
nises, by tbe voice of the \ 
speaker, whether be is in SHil II 

favour of Parnell’s Amendment, or I ^ 

“ TMs is all very web, Toby,” tbe /BUI m 
benevolent old gentleman says, with a WMSk II I1 HL 

yawn, “ I don’t mind a turn of sleep- VUMBk | I ^ U\|H|. 

mg about this hour, being accustomed 1 1 

to get to bed early when Imperial 
politics isn’t to tbe fore. But do you jMy yJ| 8J 
mind tbe times we bad in tbe Autumn ^ 

Session when me noble friend Ran- 
DOLPH sat below me, where ye ’re sitting I If 

now, so as to be oonvaiment j I 

for talking things over with / fM 

me and Tm Healy ? D ’ye 
nmd tbe long speeches, the J^W 
divitions on levery bne, the 
motions for adjournment, the a -d 

bl^raardiag of Gladstone, ^ 

and the sureness of us ab tbe Constitution would be ripped up when 
Closure passed? And now tiiexe’s me noble friend run away to 


Closure passed? 
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Algyiers to get out of tlie way, and here ’s Smith and Hicks-Beach 
and the rest of ^em tnmed round forcing the Closure down onr 
throats, so to speak. It ’s a haythen world, Tobt, and if we couldn’t 
get a turn of sleep occasionally where should we he ? ” 

Business dofie, — ^Debate on Closure. 

Friday. — ITo one thinking of Sclatee-Booth when he rose just 
now from a hack Bench hehind Ministers. * ‘ Here, high and dry, he has 
been cast, like a piece of seaweed after a storm.” (That’s Osboene 
Moegai^’s way of putting it. Osboeite Mobgait is, I believe, a Bard 
in his own country, and sometimes drops into poetry in ours.) 
Sclatee-Booth not at aH like a piece of seaweed. High in manner 
of the magisterial order, he has truly been, and always dry. True, 
also, that he is stranded as far as the tide setting in for office is 
concerned. Not the sort of man of which even Conservatives make 
Ministers to-day, though highly popular at one time. Rai^doiph 
has changed all that. With IIani>oleh’s rising sun, the Sclatee- 
Booth orb has gradually sunk, and is finally set. (The Bard again.) 
Has accepted his fate without public complaint; only to-night, 
seeing his opportunity, snapped at it. Not prepared, he said, for 
such betrayal of voracions appetite for the Closnre on part of 
Ministers. Five of them sat with him on Committee last year, and 
they then displayed no such voracity. Talking of appetite reminded 
Sclatee-Booth that it was dinner-time. So, having fired this shot, 
he marched out of House, leaving his former colleagues voracious, 
hut not ashamed. Business <fowe.—Debate on Closure. 


THE BALLAD OF THE BROKEN BARONET. 

FiTZ-JoGVirs at his breakfast sat, late-risen from his bed, 
Fitz-Jogxits of the ample purse, large heart, and empty head; 

iid by him was 
the Baronet, 
whose friend- 
ship was the 
crown 

Of all the simple 
triumphs of M 
short career in 
town. 

Bnt wan and 
wrinkled was 
his cheek, un- 
kempt his hair 
to-day, 

Where watchful 
time had cleft 
the dye with a 
great gash of 
grey* 

And 0 p e n- 
mouthed Firz- 
JoGTNS sat, 
like one who 
doth not know, 

While thus the Baronet spake on, with husky voice and low 

** Last night yon saw me point de vice, in fashion’s nicest mould ; 

A shrivelled husk of self-respect this morning you behold. 

Who ’d gladly take his leave of life, and, i£ you have it handy, 

A dash of seltzer- water in a claret-glass of brandy. 

** J “told yon that the wine we drank — and fast your praises ran— 
Was a sort of Indian sherry from the Isles of ; 

I don’t believe the vine would grow precisely in that zone. 

The wine was made in Bermondsey — a vintage ^nite my own. 



j^d oh, he sure you ’re doTOward hound when you begin to prize 
The moral virtues of the friends whose manners you despise. 

is charm that lingers still about this social wreck, 

Fair flow’rs of speech and courtly blooms the corpse of honour deck, 
so permissive are my ways, that, on the lowest ramp, 
i half persuade myself that I am really not a scamp. 

2 . high-horse Cavalier, the writter’s soaring hope ; 

W ith Indian craft I ’ve shot the moon on the pacific slope ; 

By force or fraud to one and all the destin’d moment came 
To curse my charming manners and revile my ancient name. 

A spinsters closer cling to waning hopes of marriage. 

As baby-laden ladies steer straight for a smoking-carriage. 

As authors ha^t the friend in need who reads their first romance, 

So round the titled carcase fiock the vultures of finance. 

A * ^ a name ? ’ the poet asks. Well, I have found in mine 

A standing tasting-order for all sorts of curious wine, 

A round of brief Directorships on Companies, where need 
Makes Baronets acQJuainted with strange hoardf ellows indeed ; 

passport to the vaguest Clubs of brotherhood complete, 

T^ere booted Lords on common ground with Belted artists meet, 
Where Lion cnhs of comic strain accost the shady City, 

And nothing much is known against a few of the Committee. 

^ exploiting wines I ’ve shown my practis’d skill, 
Mithridates of the docks, impervious to ill, — 

Xet deem not that the gentle tout can duly earn his bread 
Unless above the face of brass he wear the flinty head. 

“ And mine, methought, were proof indeed. I ’ve quaffed the live- 
long day, ^ 

Huge flasks of Cipanesti in the small trattorie, 

I’ve drunk Sauer Staut without a wink beside the Castled Hhine, 
And whelmed the storied scene in floods of Banelnotterwein, 

I “ I ’ve sampled every deadly brand the chemic art can blend, 

I ’ve sampled them myself before I ’ ve tried them on a friend, 

^d Troird Antipodean draughts, where all the headaches flee, 

From bucketsful of happier groTrth, have wrought no iU to me. 

^ I ’ye lived on Antowitz, which drives the mde Carinthian boor 
To play tattoos with Alpenstocks upon his tutor’s door ; 

One glass makes strong men swear eternal friendship to a stranger, 
At two their dearest friend incurs considerable danger. 

“ And after these I did not dream that any draught could do 
Such mischief as the Indian hrut I tried to palm on you ; 

But that is past, and I have made what slight amende I can, 

And told in brief the story of a shifty gentleman. 

“That brandy ’s excellent of yonrs. It soon will set me right ; 

The potent spirit quite o’ercrows the poison of last night ; 

^d looking on the world again with a much clearer head, 

I’d ask yon to forget, dear boy, whatever I have said. 

“But this remember, if you wish a shady thing to do, 

Choose faults of which your world is prone to take a gentle view ; 
^d don’t revoke your Honour card, or yon will come, like me, 

To drift like a Social Phantom-ship on a Bank Outsider Sea ! ” 


Important. 

Mr.' Oeabstoke is going to reside for the season at Dollis-hiU, 
new Willesden. In hononr of the advent of so great a lion, they are 
going to alter the name to Willy’s den. 


Music and Manners.’^ 


“Now for awhile the moral scales have fallen from my eyes, 
The hot remorse of ‘ coppers ’ melts the adamant of lies ; 
Md hear, Fitz-Jog™, whffe I sketch, succinctly as I can, 
The/aci7i« descensus of a shifty gentleman. 


{In Uoo Vols. by W. Beatty Kingstm.') 

Ch apman akd Hall’s Kthostoit ! Tu terque quaterque Beattt ! 
Hui hook Bcripsisti in two vols. and both ot ’em chatty. 


* "Well-horn, well-bred, I launched in life with dreams of a career 
That need not owe to favour what it ne’er should lose by fear ; 

But weighted with the poet-pow’r that sways imagined scenes, 
And high desires that could not brook the limit of my means. 

Above Suspicion’ I had made the motto of my life ; 

With mutual credit I’d have run away with C-aESAH’s wife"; 
j^d shady things, as done by me, a Cato might disarm, 

Their very shadmess acquired a cool and mystic charm. 

^^d with the best I ruffled it in Town and Camp and Court, 
llU. nere a horse and there a card those halcyon days cut short ; 
But, calm m all contingencies, ’twere false to say 1 fell, 

I rather changed with frequency my Social Parallel. 

“ Barr’d by npoluntary schisms from mixing with my peers, 

1 found kind hearts and simple faith in friends of hummer spheres 


A CoEEESPOKDi^T sends us the following question, which we thinlc 
must have been intended for the Guardian. “ How ought the 
Church Militant to be represented in a picture ?” We answer that 
simplest form of expression would be a portrait of the Yicar- 
Greneral in full regimentals. 


Mjotees.— In the dining-room of respectable society it is not 
considered correct to put your ^gers into the plate before you. But 
at church, into the plate that is set before you, all are expected to 
put their alms. 


From the report of the “High Bip Gang” case, it appears that at 

Liverpool when you want a Policeman you must ^whistle for him. 

Is the rule very different in London ? 
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EAELY CLOSING. 

' Fsom thb Idbaii Point of Yibw. 

Over^worhed Shopmen and SJwpvoqrnenm Oli! wlieii will tliia 
misery end ? We have heen toiling since seven this morning, and 
now, after thirteen weary hours of never-ceasing labour, we are i 
called upon for more ! Ah! who will rescue us? 

Bloated Aristocrat {entering). You cry for help in vain ! ITow, j 
slaves, let me see a sample of any article that I don’t want. | 

The Over-worked Ones, Q-entle Sir, have pity onus! See, Sir, we 
faint, I 

Bloated Aristocrat, Know, that no one can dispute my right to 
ke^ you working behind the counter until the chimes of midnight. 

Over-worked Ones, Oh, mercy, mercy ! Who will save us ! 

Sir John Luhhock {flourishing Shop Hours Bill), I will I Close 
the Establishment at once ! 

Over-worked Ones, Saved! Saved! [^Scene closes, 

Fsom the Real Point of Yiew. 

First Coster, Kow then, buy, buy, buy! ’Ere you are. Now’s 
your time for making a bargain. Come, who will buy? 

First Artisan, Well, I will. Couldn’t get ’ere before, ’cos my 
work wasn’t done. The Missus said as how I was to buy— 

[^Enters into particulars, 

ArtisarCs Wife, Well, I must say this is the time for shopping. 
After I ’ve put the children to bed, I find my mind easy for doing 
my bargainB. 

Shopman, Now then, look out! Here they all are, very fine and 


Shop Hours Bill,) I order you, in the Queen’s name, to close this 
establishment. 

All {indignantly). Shut up yourself! You be Mowed ! 

IScene closes in upon the discomfiture of welUmeaning hut 
too fussy philanthropist. 


THE MODERN SINTRAM AND HIS COMPANION. 

A Fragment freely adapted from Be la Matte Fouque, 

But ever in the rear, now seeming somewhat shrunken, but anon 
swelling to terrible size, lurked, marked or unmarked, persistent as 
a sleutE-hound on the trad, that boding figure of the diverse names, in 
whom was concentred the Ruler’s latest fear. 

“ Give thyself up to me ! ” screamed his fearsome follower. “ What 
can Blood and Iron in one stout heart, on one stalwart frame, finally 
effect against Legion ? ” 

But 9ie voice, though strange and threatening, as the voice of 
many and troublous waters, shook not the purpose of the stem and 
strong-willed Knight. It seemed to Mm as if Peace, secure in mailed 


cease from thy people-seducing words, and to call thyself by that 
name by wMch fliou art recorded in the red pages of History,— the 
name of the arch-fiend Anarchy ! ” 

A cry, more fearful than a thunderclap, burst half-despairingly, 
half-threateningly from the lips of the Tempter, and he fell yet 
further to the rear. 


see it s sum a convenience to come at the end of the day, after one’s 
done one’s bit of work. Well, they do say that the shops and costers 
will be closed soon at eight o’clock. 


nu oe oiosea soon at eigm o'clock. 

All, Eight o’clock ! Why, who ’d do that? 
Sir John Luhhock, I woma ! See here my 


here my warranty I {Froduces 


The Knight braced himself firmly in his saddle, shouldered Ms 
lance confidently, and lifted an undaunted brow, as one now secure of 
triumph. He urged on Ms noble steed, wMch now obeyed Ms master 
willingly and gladly, and the faithful dog also ran beside Mm fear- 
lessly. The valley was passed, and in front of Sintbah there floated 
the bright morning cloud, herald of Light and of Yictory. 
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MR. PUNCH'S MORAL FAIRY TALES. 


In’ the following narratives, which differ 
considerably from the nsnaUy accepted ver- 
sions, it is hoped that the extraordinary force 
of the Moral will make np for any lack of 
incident and adventure. By constantly acting 
on the example offered by the characters of 
“ Mr. Punch’s Moral Fairy Tales,” the young 
may hope to attain a peaceful and prosperous 
old age, after an uneventful, if undistin- 
guished career. For tins reason, Mr. Punch . 
has every confidence in recommending his 
stories to be mused in all nurseries and school- vAM/ 
rooms, and in the lower forms in our public 
schools. ^ ^ ^ 

There once lived a gentleman of great 
wealth, but remarkable dike for the strange- 
ness 01 his appearance and the unmerited 
misfortune of his domestic circumstances. 

He had fine houses both in town and country, 
and a^ deal of silver and gold plate, and 
embroidered furniture, and coaches gilded all 
over with gold. But he had also a Blue 
Beard, and he had buried, in the most lavish 
style, no less than thirty-seven wives. 

Such a man, you may think, did not easily 
find a wife, as his beard proved unattractive, 
and it was considered that his town and 
country houses must he inadequately pro- 
vided with sanitary appliances. 

In spite of these drawbacks. Blite-Beasi) 

(as the gentleman was called) was led, for 
the thirty-eighth time, to the altar, by a 
youn^ lady of great beauty and prudence, 
but of scanty dower. 

About a month after the marriage, Blite- 
Beaed said to his wife, ** My dear, business 



Blub-Beaud in tee Nuusbev. 


affairs call me abroad. Make good cheer in 
my absence. Here are the keys of all my 
great wardrobes, my plate-chests, and my 
safe-rooms ! But, for this little key here, it 
is the key of the closet at the end of the great 
gallery on the ground floor. Open all except 
that little closet, in which I forbid you to 
look.” He then embraced her, and went on 
ids journey. 

His wife now very carefully looked up the 
little key of the secret closet in her jewel- 
case, and passed the time of her husband’s 
absence in longing for his return and reading 
good books. When Blxtb-Beajeld came hack, 
before he was expected, he asked for his 
keys. 

“ What! ” said he, is not the key of my 
closet among the rest ? ” 

“Indeed,” she said, “I thought it much 
safer in my jewel-box.” And, immediately 
bringing it, he closely examined it, and 
found it had not been used. 

“Best of wives!” said Bltje-Beaei), 
“with you I may hope to live long and 
happily, secure in the affections of a woman 
who despises curiosity. My System is at last 
successful 1 ” 

Nor were Bltje-Beaed’s hopes disappointed. 
They lived, envied and admired, till the 
extreme limit of human existence, and it 
was not till the house was being repaired, 
after their death in each other’s arms, that 
the mortal remains of thirty-seven previous 
wives were discovered in the closet at the 
end of the gallery on the ground floor. 

Moral,— J)o as you are hid, and don’t ask 
questions. 


HOW TO PEESEEYE THE PALACE. 

To the JSditoT of the 

Sir,— ‘There can he hut one cause of the failure of the Crystal 
Palace to attract visitors. Have you ever noticed the quality of 
buns supplied at some of the refreshment-bars ? ^ Stale buns, and a 
shocking paucity of currants, are the real raisins for paucity of 
visitors. Tours, Bunthoene. 

Sir,-— The charges brought against the Crystal Palace buns are 
most unmanly. How, I ask, can “Btjnthobne” expect ns to keep 
a daily supply of fresh buns when there are no visitors to eat them ? 
As to paucity of currants, this is due to the little hoys picking them 
off when the custodian’s back is turned, a thing which it is impos- 
sible whoUy to guard against. In thw way a bun will lose most of 
its currants in the course of a few weeks ; hut it is most unfair to 
blame Yours indignantly, 

The Fourth-Class Refreshment-Stall Reefer. 

Sir,— T am delighted to see this correspondence about the Sjflen- I 
ham Palace. It Tml never do to let the glorious grounds be swal- 
lowed up by the hrick-and-mortar demon. What is wanted is to 
have no end of military tournaments and displays of that kind. 
Why not act Ivanhoe and the lists of Ashby-de-la-Zouche in front of 
the lountains ? That joust the way to please visitors. In order to 
assist, I would propose that one or two regiments should he quartered 
in Penge ; and you may depenge upon it that the inhabitants would 
not object to having their quarter’s rent paid in this way. At the 
same time let the Directors keep up the Concerts and .Oratorios! 
ELandel at one end of the building — cutting off the Turk’s head at 
the other ; there ’ s my ideal 1 By introducing tent-pegging, and peg- 
gingaway at the music, the public is safe to be attracted. 

! lours enthusiastically, HipponEOMio. 

Sir,— There is no doubt that the Palace is a National Institution, 
and as such should he supported by the nation. The plan that I 
would venture to suggest for adoption is thatwo public entertainment 
of any hind should for the future take place either within the build- 
ing or in the grounds, hut that a series of State-aided he at 
once organised, to which only the original financial patrons of the 
plac^ and their families and friends, should he admitted. Then, if 
the Gfovernment were to guarantee a dividend at the rate of fifteen 
per cent., I think ihat the arrangement would satisfy the claims of 
justice. It would also satisfy Tours truly, 

Debenture-Holder. 


Sir,— What ’s all this humbug about keeping the Palace Grounds 
as an “ open space ” ? Aren’t the streets open enough, I should like 
to Imow ? Let those who like green fields go into the country— there 
are plenty of fields beyond Croydon, ten miles away. To hear the 
constant attacks on “ bricks and mortar ” is really most mortifying 
I to Yours trowelly, Jere mi ah B’Illda. 


BOATING ATTER CHURCH-TIME. 

Mr. Punch praises “George” Ranger, the First Commissioner, and 
the Secretary, who rejoices in being the namesake of the Vicar of 
Wahejield^ for their act and deed, hut not for the language in which 



their kind permission for boating in the Parks on Sunday was 
conveyed to the Public. What Pharisaical trash to he so mighty 
particidar as to whether Ihe boaters have been to “ a place of 
worship ” before coming on to the Serpentine and other ornamental 
water or not. And what on earth, or water, can it matter to ‘ ‘ George” 
Ranger, Mr. David Pluneet, and' the primmest of Prihrosbs. 
whefiier ’Aery boats, or ^oes to a place of wash-up (which would 
improve some of them a hit) in the ^ternoonl However, we rejoice 
in the permission, and consider it as wet-nursing the Public in the 
proper spirit. 




EDUCATION MADE EAST. No, 1. 

Folice Court, City, 2 p.m,— M r. Alderman Bxwcombe, presiding, 
JPresent, the British Public generally, PoUcel Coi^stables, and 
Peporters, 

The Alderman {to the Chief Clerk). Anything more to-day? 

Clerk. Only the Education Stmmionaes, Sir. 

Alderman. How many? 

Clerk. Only fifty, Sir. 

Alderman. The nnmher does not seem to fall off. 

Clerk. Oh no, Sir, gnite the reverse. Ton see, Sir, they have got 
a nnmher of new standards, and new rules. 

Alderman. Enles of Procedure — ^the School Board don’t spend so 
much time over there, as they do in another place. 

Clerk. Indeed, they do not, Sir. {To the Officer.) Call JoHW 
Thoha^s. \A poor Woman comes forward leading a little Girl. 

Severe School-Board Officer {to Alderman). May it please your 
■Worship, this is a bad case. The defendant’s daughter, Jajse, has not 
been to school for two months, and only passed the Fifth Standard, 

Alderman. How old is the girl ? 

Severe Officer. Twelve, Sir, last birthday. 

Alderman. Well, Mrs. Thokas, wlmt do yon say ? Why doesn’t 
your girl go to school? 

Mrs. Thomas. Ax the School Board Man, yonr Honor. He knows 
M well as I do, that the cMd hasn’t a pair of boots to her feet, and 
if that ain’t a good reason in this ’ere foggy weather, with a East wind 
blowing, I’m blessed if I know what is. XLooks round the Court for 
sympathy, and gets it.) 

Alderman. No boots. ’IJm! {Hopes that this will give him a 
chance of not enforcing the penalties. To Chief Clerk.) Is that an 
excuse under the Act r 

Clerk. Hothing about boots, Sir, in the Act. 

Alder^n (sighing sotto voce, then trying to appear as magisterial 
as possible). jAj good woman, yon hear what the law is. Yon must 
either send the girl to school or be fined. 

^rs. Thonms. I won’t send her to school, and I won’t pay no fine. 
(Murmurs ojr apphme, in which the worthy Alderman inwardly 
jm^,bu!t which are immediately suppressed. ) Look yon ’ere, yonr 
Worship, my old man has heen out of work since afore Ghrismas. 


And there ’s Gwendaxeistb Jemimae just cum out of fever ’ospital, 
and Uttle Majbel ’as the mumps so had— her cheeks, saving yonr 
Honor’s Worship,^ amost as swollen as yonrn 

Alderman {trying to make things as agreeable as possible). Take 
care, Mrs. Thomas, if yon say I am fall of cheek, it might he 
contempt of Court. {Much laughter, in which the Police-constables, 
the Reporters, and the British Public generally, with the exception of 
Mrs. Thomas and the Severe Officer, join.) 

Severe S.-B, 0. {more severely than ever). The last time this girl at- 
tended school, she did not bring the fee, and of course was not admitted. 

Alderman {hopelessly to Chief Clerk). Sf- suppose the school fee 
must he brought. Isn’t that one of the new “ Exues of Procedure ? ” 

Clerk. That is so, I believe. 

Alderman {nettled). But there is nothing in the new rules about 
boots. The child may come without boots, but not without the fee. 

Severe School-Board Officer {implacably). That is so, your Worship. 

Alderman {'politely, to Prisoner). Well, Mrs. Thomas, you hear 
what the law is ; the fee must be paid, hoots or no hoots, 

Mrs. Thomas {savagely). And so we did pay the fee quite reglar 
so long as my old man was in work. But if you teU us^ how to pay 
twopence a week out of nothing at all a week, I ’d just like to know. 
They learn many things at School Board, hut will they learn ns that? 
{Looks round defiantly. Murmurs of applause, in which the Alder - 
man again joins inwardly, hut which are immediately suppressed.) 

Severe School-Board Officer {in his hardest practical manner, to 
Prisoner). You might apply to have the school-fee remitted. 

Mrs. Thomas {indignantly). And didn’t I just go to School Board a 
purpose ? And didn’t I stand outside, i’ the snow, waiting my turn 
till School-Board man comes out and says no more would he heard 
that day ? {Severe School-Board Officer, still implacable. Alderman 
eyes him askance. Mrs. Thomas concludes, loudly and bitterly.) And 
so I loses my day’s wage, and goes home dripping wet, an’, you may 
lay youx life, blessii^ School Board at eve^ step. (Applause as before. 

Alderman {warmly). I don’t doubt it. (Remernhers that he is 
compelled to administer the law as he finds it, Maqisterially.) But I 
am obliged to teU you that the child must go to school, or your bus- I 
hand must go to prison. ^ However {delighted to think that there is 
still an alterrwitive left him), 1 will allow you a fortnight to make up 
your mind what you will do. {Mrs. Thomrs, about to speak, %s 


anded otrt.) Call on next case. 
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'^WITHIKT THE 

“ WiTHisr tlie Atbey Walls ! ” This certainly, as the Poet puts it, 
to English ears at least, is 

“ The pregnant phrase 

That teUs of Fame who holds her golden bay?, 

And here, at length life’s battle bravely won. 

Enshrines the name of each heroic son! ” 

The Fame, however, who has in past times given her cachet of 
admission to the Abbey has to judge, from the crowd of celebrated 
nobodies, whose memorial tablets crowd its ancient walls, not proved 
herself a very discriminating goddess in her day. On the contrary, 
she seems to have let in “the butcher, the baker, and candlestielr 
makerj” in tbe shape of a heap of ephemeral notorieties, who strutted 
for a little space across lifers scene in their oyra immediate times, a 
performance for which their injudicious relatives and friends have 
apparently deemed them fitting objects for tbe admiration of their 
remotest posterity. Perhaps not latterly have things been as bad, 
but certainly the last century has a great deal to answer for, and the 
rush made in it by second and third-rate notabilities for immortality 
seems to have been quite unique. It has been boldly proposed to 
make a clean sweep of these last,^ and turn them bodily ont, and both 
on artistic and historic grounds, it would seem desirable, for not only 
was the taste of the period in monumental architecture execrable, 
but the monuments themselves have been, in nine cases ont of ten, 
raised to the memory of individuals whose names in any connection 
with their counta^’s annals whatever, have never even been heard of 
by educated Englishmen of the present day. It is difficult, however, 
to say what can he done with them. They can hardly be relegated 
to the Embankment. Boom might he found for them in the neigh- 
bouring Aquarium. 

. ^ already occupied cannot be easily cleared, what 

IS stili left can at least he jealously preserved, and the of all 
future candidates for the national honour of mingling their dust 
I with that of the mighty dead, who rest “within the Abbey walls,” 


ABBEY WALLS.” 

be rigorously scrutinised. Otherwise we shall soon*' have our really 
great men, as soon as they are departed, left out in the cold, and 
literally “ going around” begging to find a fitting place of sepulture. 
Let tbe Dean then keep his weather eye open, 


ONE OF ALLSOPFS FABLES. 
{Illustrated.) 


Op 


^‘Our Own Celestial.” 

News from China in the Timez 
of Friday last, told us that “Lo, 
the head of a wealthy Chrisliau 
family at Sze-Ohuen, has been 
executed in spite of fie remon- 
strance of the French Minister,” 
—andapparently without a word 
from Bob Lo, out distinguished 
Mandarin SnEB-Bnooss;. 


W Thb Ambleseqe Q,uestiob- IK 

A Nutshell. — Everybody ad- 
mits that the Ambleside district 
is at present an Arcadia. Mr. 
Lowthee thinks that a railway 
and its custoniary concomitanto 
will improve it. The question 
the public has to decide, then, 

« Letters of Eegret” the 


The best introduction to the study “The Turning Point” m > 
of the Metric System is to read Revolutionary Street Biot is- 
NswuAif s Grammar of A Cent, The Bayonet’s. 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCH'S STUDIO. 

ITo. XIX,— Joseph Podihe, Esii., C.C., H.M.L. 

Tm office oi Common Councilman of the City of London, is one^of 
considerahle importance, and ought to obtain for its possessor a far 

larger ^amoun^ of 

\ ^ man of great energy an^ 

decision, and. neyer. troubled, .T7ith]]|[any feelings of wbat he called 
ridiculons sentiment. ^ ^ 

The Town Clerk himself Jihad him in^hia mind when deciding upon 
some knotty point of order. The Solicitor, wise man, never solicited 
him. The fiemembranoer never thought of reminding him of any- 
thing. The Comptroller no more thought of controlling him than a 
mouse would think of controlling a oat, and even the Recorder, 
recorded his decisions with fear and trembling when Mr. Podi.ee 
had his eye upon him. 

Most punctual of Common Councilmen, Ms attendance upon Courts 
and Committees, and Dinners, was an example to all. Always the 
first to come, and the last to go, he was looked, up to with respect as 
a model of what a represeutative should he. Even at the monthly 
meetiugs of the Court of Lieutenancy, of which he was a Member, he 
was a regular attendant, and had even been known on more than one 
occasion to actually ask the meaning of some mysterious matter 
connected with the great City mystery known as the Trophy Tax. 

The possession of the much-coveted honour of a Lieutenant of the 
City of Londou~a distinction wMch he owed to the favour of a 
remarkably timid Lord Mayor— conferred npon him. the title of 
‘ ‘ Es(3.uire,’ ^ he having been addressed by Her Most Gracious Majesty, 
when she issued her Royal Commission, as “ Onr trusty and well- 
beloved Joseph Podlee, Esq.” It also entitled him to the remark- 
able privilege of adding to Ms name the letters “H.M.L.,” wMch 
privilege was the more appreciated as probably not one in a thousand 
of Her Majesty’s loyal subjects knew what they meant. But, far 
above all, it obtained for him a place in that book which, although 
termed hy some envious and disappointed persons the “ Snobs’ Bible,” 
is the volume, above all others, m wMch members of what may very 
properly be termed the middlinsr classes long to appear. Heed we 
say we aUude to the JECandhook to the Upper Ten Thousand ! \ 

Upon Ms appointment a copy of the forthcoming edition was 
immediately ordered, and, on its arrival, placed on the drawing- 
room table, and a book-marker showed to the curious reader the 
page upon wMch was inscribed, among Dukes, Marquises, Bishops, 
and the elite of the land, “Podlee, Joseph, one of H.M.’s Lieu- 
tenants for the City of London.” To hear Mr. Podlee in the 
Court of Common Council on a regular field-day, not merely advising 
this or suggesting that, but telling Ms hearers in plain and unmis- 
takable language what they must do, and overwhelming with Ms 
biting sarcasm any rash member who ventured to differ from bi-m 
who would have suspected that the reason for Ms punctual ana 
lengthened attendances, upon all and every occasion, was the 
tlmnght of what awaited^ M m in Ms cheerless home. And why ? 
Ah I there is generally a bit of mystery in most men’s lives that they 
would not like to have unravelled, even in the apparently mono- 
tonous life of a Common Councilman. And so it was with that of 
J OSEPH P on^E, Esq. , C.C. and H.M.L. His wife was a smaU, spare 
woman, with a fearfully shrill voice, and ever since a certain discovery 
of a certain document, the Mstory of wMoh had never been satis- 


factorily explained, she had been devoured by gnawing jealousy. _It 
mightlhave_been said of her that from the day of the discovery. 


mignx^nave . peen said oi ner tnax irom tne day oi the discovery, 

“Hot poppy, nor mandragora, 

Hor all the drowsy syrups of the world. 

Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep, 

Which thou ow’dst yesterday.” 

Ah, poor fellow I it was often said of him that he deserved no pity 
from others, as he never showed pity to man, woman or child when in 
the performance of Ms public duties. But what a life was Ms! 
Plenty of honour, plenty of that fierce public contest in which Ms 
somewhat small soul delighted, and plenty of luxury duriug the day, 
but always with the feeling, growing hourly stronger as the night 
approached, of the sort of welcome he might expect in his childless 
home. See Mm seated, always well placed, at one of those magnifi- 
cent Banquets, ofwMchthe old and still popular City Corporation 
has so well preserved the tradition, with every luxury that we^th 
and good taste can furnish for the enjoyment of the assembled guests, 
with beautiful women and famous meu to give au additional interest 
to the gay scene, and with, occasionally, the sound of music with its 
voluptuous swell, to make the enjoyment refined as well as perfect, 
wMch, of the hundreds present, appears to be more thoroughly at 
home and happy than Joseph Podlee, and he holds Ms own in the 
well relished jests and hriMant repartees that fl.ash around him. But 
watch Mm when the festival approaches its texmmation, and when 
the depressing thought will force itself upon him that it is nearly 
time to quit this brilliant scene, and go home ! Such a home I That 
sleepless woman, nursing her sense of wrong, awaits Mm at Ms 
threshold. There is no honest watch-dog’s bark to welcome Mm ’ 
home ; no bright eye to greet Ms coming and look brighter when he ■ 
comes, but the same cold unalterable look of weary waiting, that he 
has known almost nightly for so many years. Let us change the 
scene.^ 

He is the Chairman of an important Committee ^pointed to con- 
duct the proceedings on a very great occasion. He has worked as 


all been eiMnently successful. The scene in the noble old Guildhall has , 
been brilliant as npon any previous example. The leaders of f asMon at 
the West End have agreed to ijatronise the affair, and the assembled 
company has been as distinguished as numerous. Congratulations 
without end have been showered npon the successful Chairman, who, 
for once in Ms long life, looks perfectly radiant with his success. 

To crown all, he is introduced to the hero of the evening by the 
Loed MAlTOE, and is received with such marked cordiality as makes 
M_m the observed of all observers, and he leaves the scene of Ms 
triumph at a very late hour and proceeds home. His old feeling 
comes ovCT Mm as he opens Ms door, and Ms first look at the ghastly 
face of Ms old domestic tells Mm but too surely that the cold grey 
eyes that have so often awaited Ms return, are closed for ever. He 
enters the silent chamber, locks the door, and remains there for 
hours. 

Some months have flown by, during wMch Mr. Podlee has been 
unusually quiet. But on one of those quarterly occasions that the 
Court of Conunon Council dedicates to the consideration of petitions 
from all sorts and conditions of people, for the relief of all the many 
ills that flesh is heir to, including among them that of poverty, espe- 
cially if caused by misfortune rather than fault, a poor widow 
appeared at the Bar of the Court, petitioning for some small anuuity 
to enable her to bring up her four children, left dependent npon her . 
by the sudden death of her husband, who had been for many years 
in the service of the Corporation, when a member of the Court too had 
on many occasions warmly supported Mr. Podlee in Ms denunciations 
of these applications, as creating bad precedents, and inducing men ‘ 
to forget the duty of providing for there offspring, moved that the 
application be not granted ; upon which Mr. Podlee started up, and 
in a speech full of generous Christian charity, and delivered with an 
amount of enthusiasm that electrified Ms audience, begged and 
entreated tbe Court to remember the noble character for wisely- 
directed benevolence they had so long enjoyed, and to treat tMs poor 
widow and her orphan children as they would wish that theirs should 
be treated under similar sad circumstances. The utter astonisMnent ■ 
of the members may be easily imagined ; and the poor widow went 
away calling down blessings on the head of her kind unknown 
friend. 

Erom that memorable day the whole character of Mr. Podlee 
became changed: and while still devoting Mmself heartily to Ms 
pubUe work, Ms hard heart seemed to have become softened, and his 
manner friendly and even genial. He* adopted two of the orphan 
children of a distant relative, and now nothing but duty keeps Mm 
long from Ms happy home ; and among the whole two hundred and 
thirty members oi the City Corporation there is probably scarcely 
one who leads a happier or more thorougMy useful life than Joseph 
Podlee, Esq., C.C. andH.M.L. 


TO GOBEESPOXDEHTS. — In no case can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, bo retnmed, unless aoeompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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BOATING AT OXFORD. 


By Dumb Crcmio, Junior, 



A Torpid Eaoe. Tresli-man getting Bumped. 



Practice on tbe Isis. Taken out Tabbing. 


UNTEILED EEBELLION. 

{A Hint from Corsica^) 

Is it really the case that Mr. Djxlwtn, Mr. Eichakd, and several 
other prominent Welsh Members of Parliament, feeling emnlons of 
the Bonapartist Barrister in Corsica, who has raised the standard of 
revolt and “taken to the mountains,” have entrenched themselves on 
the top of Snowdon, and refuse to come down until Lord Sausbuey 
consents to disestablish the Welsh Church ? 

Sixteen briefless and very junior members of the Common Law 
Bar, in disgust at the want of employment now firevailing in legal 
circles, are reported to have stolen one of the antique guns on the 
Horse-Guards Parade, and to be giving the police a lively time of it 
in St. James’s Park. 

It is certainly rather strange to find that the Lord CmEE Justice 
has taken a couple of Gatlings and an old torpedo to the top of Prim- 
rose Hill, and defies the Regent’s Park Yolunteers to dislodge him, 
unless the Government at once increases his retiring pension by five 
thousand pounds a year. 

Ho, it is not HelveUyn, but Helm Crag, which Mr. Rusktn is at 
present attempting to fortify in order to be able to sheU the engineers 
when they turn the first sod of the Windermere and Ambleside 
Railway. 

Is it expected that Mr. W. H. Smith will shortly “ take to the 
mountains,” in the neighbourhood of Henley, in order to escape from 
the plague of Irish obs&uction in the House of Commons ? 

Fancy Mr. Gladstone having taken up a strong natural position 
on Arthur’s Seat, and with a powerful body of followers, including 
Canon MacColl, Mr. Laboucheee, and the ex-Lord Chancellor, 
declaring that he will bombard Holyrood Palace unless Msh Home 
Rule is speedily granted ! 

Mr. Chamberlain is perhaps hardly well advised in running ofi 
with an ironclad, and, in company with a large force of Liberal 
Unionists, cruising about the Channel as a Bold Buccaneer, because 
he is not quite satisfied with the Government’s Home Policy. 

Is it the Duke of Ahoyll’s recent article which has induced Pro- 
fessor Huxley to establish himself, with ammunition and provisions 
for a whole month, on the top of Ben Lomond, with the object of 
h^rying the Duke’s deer-forests, and so convincing him that his 
scientific views are inaccurate ? 


The Real “ Spring Materials,”— S ap, sunshine, and showers. 


liUHATIC LAW. 

My Dear Toby, 

How that such care is being taken to secure the personal 
liberty of those of our hated Masters who believe that they are 
“ copyholders ” in the moon 
with liberty to commit 
“ waste ” by cutting ofi the 
head of any one they meet 
in the dark when he is not 
looking, and other pleasant 
little idiosyncrasies (or shaR 
I say idiot-syncrasies) of 
the same sort,— of course I 
allude to the Lunacy Acts 
Amendment Bill, — surely 
something ought to he done 
for those of our race who 

ml ASpiritedPoHcygonototheDog,. 

should we not have a Hydrophobia’^Preventive Amendment Act? 

I suggest a few regulations that I think would he accepted at once 
by a majority in both Houses of Parliament : — 

1. Ho Collie alleged to he suffering from rabies shall he restrained 
hy a mnzzle, or detained by a string, prior to undergoing medical 
treatment, unless under an order macLe by a Judge of County; Courts, 
Stipendiary Magistrate, or Justice of the Peace, having jurisdiction 
in the place where the alleged afflicted Collie is. Ho owner of the 
said Come so alleged to he afflicted shall he capable of making such an 
order or anyone else, except under such provisions as hereafter appear. 

2. The order for imposing the muzzle or applying the string shall 
he obtained upon a private application hy petition, accompamed hy a 
statement of particulars disclosing how many persons the alleged 

: afflicted^CoUie lias abeady bitten, and hy two medical certificates on 
separate sheets of paper, under the hands of two duly qualified 
medical practitioners, who have made a declaration that mey are 
prepared to submit to penal servitude for life, or to any heavier sen- 
tence that, in recognition of their signature, may he awarded them. 

3. The petition shall he presented if possible hy the person who 
has received the largest number of bites, unless he shall he the owner 
j of such alleged afflicted Collie, or shall have seen the aReged afflicted 
CoRie within three days. If it is not so presented, it sh^ contain a 
statement of the reasons why the petition is not so presented, and 
under what circumstances anyone else presents the petition. And 
anyone else presenting such petition shall he guRty of a misdemeanor. 

4. Ho person shaR present a petition unless he has been bitten hy 
the aReged afflicted Collie, within at least fourteen days of presenting 
the petition. A person presenting a petition within fourteen days, 
or without fourteen days, or neither verhaRy nor in writing, or both 
verbally and in writing, shaR he guRty of a misdemeanor. 

5. The Judge, Magistrate, or Justice to whom a i^etition has been 
presented shall give to the aReged afflicted Collie notice thereof either 
personaUy, or in the ease where the Judge, Magistrate, or Justice, has 
already been bitten, he may direct the notice to he dispensed with for 
reasons to he stated by him. 

6. The Judge, Magistrate, or Justice, at any time before the order 
is made for applying the muzzle or sliing, if he thinks it necessary 
or desirable, and shaR, if seemingly required so to do (hy the aReged 
afflicted Collie savagely harking or showing his teeth), have a per- 
sonal interview with the aReged afflicted Coflie, 

7. If any Justice thus caRed upon to have a personal interview 
with the alleged afflicted CoRie snaR deem it necessary to have the 
assistance of the Clerk of the Petty Sessional Division within which 
he may he acting for the time being, he shaR he entitled to oaR for 
such assistance ; and if any such Clerk refuse to come, then such 
Clerk shall he guRty of a misdemeanor. 

8. When a CoRie aReged to he so afflicted has been muzzled, or led 
hy a string, then any or every owner of such aReged ^icted Collie, 
and any or every petitioner who has presented a petition, and any 
and every Judge, Magistrate, or Justice of the Peace, every duly 
qualified medical practitioner who has signed two medical certificates 
on two separate sheets of paper, and aR the Commissioners in 
Lunacy, and the Lord Chancellor for the time being, and every 
: Member of the House of Peers who has ever been a Lord ChanceRor, 

^ and the Chancery Yisitors, and the Secretary to the Commissioners 
in Lunacy for the time being, and every other person or persons 
whatsoever connected or not connected with the transaction, inclusive 
of the CoRie aReged to he so afflicted himself, shall he guRty, col- 
lectively and severaRy, of a misdemeanor. ^ 

How if these regulations are embodied in an Act, we aR ought to 
be as comfortable as the gryphon on the knife-hoard of the omnibus 
that goes hy electricity from the bottom of the crater of Yesuvius up 
by Shaftesbury Avenue and the Great Desert of Sahara to the Ee- 
gent’s Park Kennel in the Dog’s Star ! But I am becoming excited I 
Tours, thirsting for the blood of Pasteue, 

The Fiest Cousin to the Eccentbic Maech Hare. 
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AT THE SESSIONS. 

Counsel, “Do yotj know ^jhe Nature of an Oath, my good Woman?’* 

Witness (xoitli a hUch eyG\ “I did ought to, Sir 1 Whioh my ’Usban’ 's a Covin* Garden 
Porter, Sir l 


“HA.R3 EST CELIEE 
HAETEM”- 

That is, it is real bookseller’s art to 
provide the public with a pocketable 
volume of Bret Haste’s short stories, 
so that one can celare Sartem^^ 
without the slightest inconvenience. 
Not to be pocketed unless paid for, of 
course. Messrs. Routledge & Sons 
have achieved this, and The Luck of 
Roaring Camp^ with other stories, 
can be easily stowed away in the 
Tale-coat pocket. Let those who 
have not yet read The Luck, if any 
such there be, take this opportunity 
of reading it as they train out of the 
dismal nauseating fogs of London, to 
seek breathing space aw^e at Jeru- 
salem - super - Mare, reinvigorating 
Ramsgate, merry Margate, or wix- 
tuous Westgate. ^ If any one is down 
on his luck, let him be down on Mr. 
Beet Haete’s Luck of Roaring 
Camp,, For true humour, for manly 
pathos, for picturesque, dramatic, 
and perfectly untheatrical effect, what 
story of its size and weight can beat 
it? Nay, does even Beet Haete 
himself come up to it again, or even 
rival it, excellent as are Poker Flat, 
Miggles, and Brown of Calav&t'as f 
No, The Luck is a gem of the first 
water, and it is all we have said, 
because there is so much Harte in it. 


Peoceduee Amendment. — “ To 
insert ‘ A Member rising in his place 
may move.’ ’ ’ How can he rise with- 
out moving ? Of course he can move 
without rismg. But they’ll never 
get on at this pace. 


ROBERT TO THE RESCUE ! 

What a wonderful Mayor’s Nest, the wary Truthful gentleman as 
represents Northampton, that not werry harrystocratic Burrow, has 
discovered, to be sure I Aad how werry kind it was of his frend, 
who represents Bethnal Green, to retale it ail to the grinning House 
of Commons at second-hand. To be sure he quite forgot to teU ’em 
that several of the peeple menshuned in his statement had contra- 
dicted it all point blank ; but even supposing as it was all true as 
Truth itself, what does it all come to ? Why, just this ; that the old 
loyal Copperashun of the City of London that has for about seven 
hundred years borne the battle and the breeze, being fiercely attacked 
with all the strength of a powerful Government, acshally spent a lot 
of their own money— left to ’em sentries ago, as I heard a werry 
wenerable Deputy say the other night, for that werry purpus, among 
others— iu defending theirselves, and in showing that the large 
majority of senseble Londoners much prefer things as they is rayther 
than things as they might be. 

It seems that the Northamton Gent has got hold of some privet 
papers, that was in a Burglar’s Safe, and with that fine sense of 
honnerthat so distingwishes some of the honnerable gents of the 
House of Commons, has bin and gone and publeeshed ’em without 
asking the consent of the owner, and to make the deUyeat matter 
quite purfeet, the principal charge in conneckshxm with ’em is brort 
against a eminent Officer of the Copperashun who has been dead 
some two or three years ! How clever it was of the Burglar to keep 
’em in his Safe until after the emmenent Officer’s death ! His expla- 
nation might ha’ spiled all the fun. 

Well, how was the ridicklons, not to say burglaryous charges 
met? Why, up stood Sir Robeet Fowiee, the City Representative, 
and with a degree of skom worthy of the cristian name he bears so 
prowdly, denowneed ’em as mere idle gossip! and so left ’em. 

And ewen sposiug as all the charges was as true as Truth itself, 
which praps they is, what does they amount to ? Why, that the 
libberal C9pperashun having to do sumthink as was necessary to he 
done, did it ansomely, as they does everythiuk. They had to xplain 
matters to about four million peeple, and they spent a few thowsand 
pounds in a doing of it.^ Beown, who is a grate calkulater, having 
wun a prize at ms Parish Skool for sinhering, says as he makes it 
about a penny a head 1 What a mighty fuss about notbink ! He 
says too, that the hole sum said to he spent in holding meetings, and 


hadwertising ’em, and in priutm and stationary, and setterer, 
woodn’t more than pay a year’s sailer y for Wiconnt Ceoss, and the 
Loed Chancesellee, and he ’s rude enufi to add, “ and ueether on 
’em ain’t such werry great geniusses.” 

It ’s no doubt a great pity, but it’s, nevertheless, quite true that 
it takes a lot of time and a lot of money to get people to underst^d 
publick matters except at Election time. They won’t attend publick 
meetings, and lissen to long, dry speeches, and speshally on pouring 
wet nights, unless you has two or three good performers to emuse 
as well as conwince ’em ; and so it ’s abserlutely necessary to make 
use of the Press for adwertising on ’em, for it ’s found by experience 
that most sensible peeple prefer reading a speech quite cuimeral at 
home, at breakfast, to going out at night to lissen to one in a ot and 
crouded room. And adwertising, I’m told, is werry expensive 
work, sumtimes as much as £20 a page I So it soon runs into 
money. 

But the werry best xouse as the Copperashun could possorhly 
make for spending their money so freely, if they condescends to do 
anythink so beneath their high position, is the fact that they suc- 
ceeded in what they tried to accomplish, and utterly defeated the 
ennemy as wanted to utterly abolish ’em, root and branch, and, at 
the .same time, saved the hole of London from the most owdacious, 
and the most stupidest, and the most extrawagentest skeme for their 
future government as ewen a Metrypolitan sollem Reform Leeger 
ewer emagined. Robeet. 


A Publishing Paradox. 

Into Publishers’ ways Besant gives us a glance. 

Though the Writers of England are famous for loyalty, 
It seems strange— and hard— that Republican France 
Should get more of the blessings of ‘‘Royalty.” 


Taking Stock.— In the Investor's Annual, Mr. G. H. Phihips 
gives an interestiug list of Capel Court expressions, which includes 
“ Berthas” and “Dinahs,” accompanied by “ Cats” and “ Apes,” 
But ;^erhaps the most suggestive idea iu the catalogue is “Boars,” 
especially to those unfortunate amateur flutterers who have lost in a 
fishy transaction in “ Haddocks,” or have been rooked while chasing 
the too-nimble “Snipes.” 
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POWLERIUS TO THE FRONT! OUR CLASSICAL EX-LORD MAYOR’S DREAM OF THE CIVIC SITUATION. 


TLe Cook Brouglit to Book. 

“ The remedy for London fog is cooking "by gas.”— Dr. Carpenter. 

Dr. Carpenter points a clear way to the goal, 

For which every Londoner sighs in despair. 

Says he, “ Cook your pea-soup with gas, and not coal, 

And no more you ’ll be plagned with “ pea-soup ” in the air. 
So that what we ’ve to break is the kitchen’s fell yoke, 

For the smoke causes fog, and the cook causes smoke. 


The Cheltenham Looker-On^ for February 19, published a list of 
the ladies and gentlemen who appeared at the Bachelors’ Ball, with 
a brief— very brief —description of the costume worn by each one. 

Thus “Miss ’s” costume is described as “ Only an Ivy Leaf^^^ 

and a “ Mr. ” came simply in “ Facings.” In these hard times 

what could have been more economical than these two costumes? 
The Cheltenham On, however, does not seem to have ex- 

pressed any astonishment, so perhaps he has seen “ Only an Ivy 
Leaf^^ and Facings ” before, and has become accustomed to them. 


The Artistic Jxtbilee Jooadeht in Bond Street, — The fire Another “Sell”! — Anyone who TOshes to obtain something 
insurances on the building will be uncommonly heavy because there uncommonly like a sovereign for a shillmg, should apply to the 
is to be a show of Fttrniss’s constantly going on inside. Why not agency whose tremendous praetical-jokelike telegraphic address is 
call it “ Fumiss Abbey-Thoughts ” ? “ Sell London.” 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCH’S STUDIO. 

No. TCX. “ Oto Secebtabt.” 

WiEHOTn: the exercise of the useM but oeoult art kuown, or 
rattier perhaps vaguely iadioated, by the term “ ■Wire-pulliag,”5t 
Moommoittymderstood .. 


that Political Organisa- 
tion would he im- 
possible. And without 
Political Organisation, 
where should we all be ? 

Ask the Member of AH 
Work, whose mission in 
life it is to 'preach it 
from a hundred plat- 
forms and promote it 
in ten thousand un- 
marked ways. 

And yet, strange to 
say, there is i scarcely 
one man in a million 
who will own'that Ae'is 
a Wire-puller. 

“ Our Secretary,” — 
as aU his jcolitical as- 
sociates delight to call 
him —is however not 
altogether as other men 
are. He admits frankly, 
to those with whom he 
considers it safe to be 
frank— that he is “a 
ProfessionalPolitician.” 

There is no sham-dig- 
nity, no Ajax-Hke assumption of the heroic about “ Our Secretary.” 
It is pleasant to hear him in one of his candid moods, when un- 
bosoming himself to some ardent and honest, but not entirely 
verdant local politician. His manner is so modest, his tolerance 
so extreme, he admits so muchj he pretends to so little, his candour 
is so insidious, his appreciation is so soothing. 

“ Our Secretary,” is a strict party-man, without being in the least 
a zealot. What his own fundamental convictions really are, if he 
has anything so uncompromising as a fundamental conviction, it 
would perhaps be difficult for anyone, himself included, to say. But 
he is always ready to utter his party’s shibboleths when they are once 
fairly recognised as such. He has no idea of taking up “cries” 
before the main bulk of tbe political pack have given tongue. That 
is where young party-hounds are such a nuisance, and “ Our Secre- 
tary ” is by no means a young party-hound. He is on the contrary 
a very wary “old dog” indeed, and is often told ofE to soothe and 
silenee impetuous political puppies. He knows so well how to deal 
with them. Long practice has made him an expert in the art of 
political muzzling in its many branches. What droll stories he 
could tell of the various canine types 

“ Both mongrel, puppy, whelp and hound, 

And curs of low degree,” 

upon whose indiscreet or hungry jaws he has had to experiment. 

Ho one knows better than “Our Secretary” that the game called 
Politics is not generally played with all the cards on the table. As 
“ Truthful Jakes.” he could, if he would, expose the hand of many 
a Parliamentary “Heathen Chinee.” But he is discretion incarnate. 
It is instructive to watch the play of his bland, but at times ex- 
pressive countenance, when he is confidentially chatting over a good 
dinner with his particular friend the Secretary of the C. C. C. — or 
Central Conglomerate Caucus. It would probably be even more 
mstructive to overhear the mutual confidences whicn give rise to so 
many nods and becks and wreathed smiles. But that is an instruc- 
tion vouchsafed only to a very select few, and those themselves 
members of tbe noble army of Wire-pullers. It would not do for the 
Wire-pullers to tell everything to the puppets. The puppets might 
perchance rebel, and determine henceforth to dance onl y a t their own 
good pleasure and to their own favourite tunes. Which would 
never do. 

There are few things in “ practical politics ” of which “ Our Secre- 
tary” is not a master. He knows how to deal with political Big- 
wigs and to bring the infiuence of the great Panjandrums of Parlia- 
ment to bear locsDly at need. He can give political platform rovers 
the straight tip as to the most judicious manner of manipulating 
meetings, and deali^ with individuals, when they come to orate, to 
dine, or socially divert themselves in our midst. Without his 
guidance a Great Panjandrum in Little Pedlington would often feel 
hke a fish out of water, or at least like a whale m a tank. Yet there 
are few more simply charming spectacles than a Panjandrum dealing 


out personal compliments or political spoon-meat to the Pedling- 
tonians under the sagacious direction of “ Our Secretary.” 


He is also great on Committees, A Committee is very commonly an 
assemblage of manageable ciphers whose main function it is to give 
an appearance of what is humorously called “truly representative 
character,” to the fore^ne conclusions of a few leading spirits. 
“Our Secretary” is suSdciently astute and apparently self-enacing 
to be a real power upon a Committee, Sub-Committee, or Council, 
The orators spout, the criticasters carp, the grumblers snarl, and the 
muddle-heads vaguely meander. ‘ ‘ Our Secretary ” listens patiently^ 
sympathises warmly^ deprecates humbly, understands completely, 
and then— brings the business before the meeting to its real bearings 
and pre-arranged conclusion. Ah! where would England’s local 
liberties he without ‘ ‘ influential representative Committees ? ” Ask 
“ Our Secretary.” 

But where “ Our Secretary ’’^chiefly shines is in adroitly dealingwith 
local recalcitrants. These are of many sorts. It is impossible even 
for an afiable and open-handed Member of Parliament like Mr. 
TRUHPrNOTON Snipe, backed by a genial and judicious^ agent like 
“ Our Secretary,” to please everybody. But if there is anything 
which “ Our Secretary” does— quietly and discreetly— pride lumself 
upon, it is his ability to gauge every opponent’s character and 
ascertain every grumbler’s price. “Price” is not altogether a 
pleasant word, perhaps, to the ears of patriots and men of principle, 
and therefore “Our Secretary” never makes use of it— to men of 
principle or patriots. Why snould he when people so readily under- 
stand its less startling and unsavoury synonyms r But * ‘ price ” does 
not always signify hard cash. It may also mean political promotion, 
social patronage, personal flattery, almost anything, from a situation 
of profit to a dioner at Mr. Tbumpington Snipe’s Club^ or Town 
Mansion. Where “Our Seoretarjr” is so useful is iu discovering 
exactly what it does mean in any given case. Who so quickly as he 
can measure the money value of an incorruptible Scotch antagonist’s 
silence, or take the length of an infuriated Irish obstructionist’s foot ? 
Who can deal so deftly as he with the enthusiasts who have to be 
soothed into acquiescence, the crotcheteers'who have to be conciliated 
into conformity, the burly Brutuses who have to be bought over ? 

It is possible that “ Our Secretary’s ” long and varied experience 
of such delicate little diplomacies ma^ in some measure have affected 
his estimate of patriots and men of principle, for he has been charged 
by many with being a cold-blooded Gallio, and by some with being, 
in confidential moments, a cynical political Pilate. ^ But it must be 
owned that when he does come across a local politician who is both 
sensible and incorruptible, “Our Secretary” is disposed to meet 
him in a very fair and friendly spirit. He would probably admit, 
however, that this is a difficulty which he has seldom to deal with. 

On the whole, “Our Secretary” is rather a favourable specimen 
of the sort of men who, in these highly “ organised” days, are con- 
stantly and quietly engaged in the art and mystery of political wire- 
pulling. He often has to do suit and service to men who are more 
self-seeking than himself, whilst less ingenuous and above-board. 
This does not seem greatly to disturb him ; he smiles, and manages 
while he smiles ; he dines with much enjoyment, and does not let 
even the maxim in vino verifas lead him beyond the dehcate line 
which divides post-prandial frankness from poHtical indiscretion. 
He never thrusts himself forward to speak, being always^ ready 
to give place to the many whom he knows to be amicted with the 
cacoethes loquendi, but when “ on his legs ” he is fluent, judicious, 
conciliatory, occasionally even mildly facetious, but seldom aiming at 
smartness. He knows that a clever stroke of satire may wound 
friends as well as enemies, and that an epigram or a repartee some- 
times excites as much envy as admiration. In short, if judicious 
self-effacement be as virtuous as heroic self-denial, “ Our Secretary ” 
is among the most virtuous of mankind. 

Those who object to Wire-pullers, and all their works, wiU perhaps 
find tittle to admire in “ Our Secretary.” And, indeed, the division 
of political mankind into puppets and those who pull them, can only 
be looked upon with modmed satisfaction as being, tike Party 
Government itself, a very provisional form of potitieal machinery. 
It may be feared, however, that, for some time yet to come, “ the 
Machine ” will run, the wires will work ; and among Wire-pullers 
and Machine-men there are indeed many worse fellows than that 
astute but faithful, if salaried, party Abdiel whom we call “Our 
Secretary.” 


A 23 * 0 w Nuisance. 

All our Newspaper wranglers axe now quoting Bxtske, 
The parrot-like pests ! One ’s unable to shirk them. 
Like footpads in everyone’s pathway they lurk, 

Till one feels tike a Thug, and could burhe them. 


Lavinia was reading the Thnes Parliamentary Report to her 
Aunt, and read out : — “ ‘ In the division on Mr. Pabnell’s first 
amendment, Mr, John Roberts voted by mistake with the Hoes, 
instead of the Ayes.’ ” “ How very absurd ! ” exclaimed Mrs. Rak. 
“ But I thought voting was always done with the hands.” 
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AWAKE WITH THE SLEEPING BEAUTY. 

To judge from the highly satisfied attitude of the large audieuee 
that attended Noybllo’s Oratorio Concert, given at St. James’s Hall 

the other evening, there was 
on their parts evidently no 
disposition to quarrel with 
the quality of the musicd 
fare provided for their 
delectation, by that enter- 
prising firm, for as a disto- 
guished G-erman musical 
critic, sitting beside Mr. 

observed to him, 
“Yen he likes, no vellow 
can do it better.” It is 
true that Beethoven’s 
Choral Symphony can 
scarcely be regarded as a 
new work, and the audience 
seemed a little overcome by 
the ^'‘Adagio molto et canta-- 

I’he Sleeping Beauty. somewhat 

^ ^ flat, much apparently to the 

surprise of Br. Mackenzie, who commenting on the fact to his first 
violin, was evidently making some such remark as “H’m, — ^well, I 
wonder why on earth they haven’t taken that ! ” 

The rather uncomplimentary opening words of the recitative that 
follows the orehestrm prelude, “ Oh, friends I no more such sounds of 
discord,” could scarcely explain matters, but the suggestion to the 
Chorus, “to sing a strain more cheerful, more flowing ; a strain of 
gladness,” judiciously thrown out and vigorously^ acted upon very 
fortunately, soon brought the Symphony to a happier conclusion. 

But^ to turn to the piece de resistance of the evening, Mr. Cowen’s 
charming and graceful Cantata^ The Sleeping Beauty. The “book” 
which deals simply but efiectively with the familiar legend, has 
been brought out by the composer, in a series of the most tuneful 
numbers, among which the chorus At Dawn of Day the incanta- 
tion song of the “ Wicked capitally rendered by Madame 

Patet, and the niece assigned to the Prince, Mr, Llotd, commencing 
“Where am Ir” at the opening of the Pourth Scene, may be 
specially noted as full of striking and characteristic melody skilfully 
treated. Mr, Lloti), by the way, was <^uite to the fore throughout, 
and all that fell to his share may be said to have been well up on 
I LtOTD’s list. Mrs. Hutchinson made a graceful Princess, and Mr. 
Watkin Mills as the King, got through as much of the musical 
grist as was brought to him in an efficient style. 

Mr. Bunchy on referring to the book, notes several “ stage” direc- 
tions which he fancies were not carried out the other evening. He 
does not recall “A gay throng of Ladies, Lords, and Knights ; some 
dancmg^"^ or recollect the Princess, “wandering dreamily from the 
Banqueting Hall and entering a large Gallery at the further end of 
which is a flight of narrow steps,” Possibly the limited space avail- 
able at St. James’s Hall did not admit of the introduction of these 
undeniably attractive features ; or it may have been thatAfr. Bunch 
occupied, as his artist has represented him, herc&d by the delightful 
music into the enjoyment of a delicious repose, found himself, though 
list^iig with his ears wide open to all the beauties of the charming 
entertainment prepared for him, yet with his eyes shut to all possible 
shortcomings. 

Mr. Bunch heartily congratulates his young friend, Mr, Cowen, 
on the enthusiastic and well-merited call that greeted him on the 
conclusion of his excellent work. It was quite clear that how- 
ever soundly Mr. Cowen’s “ Beauty ” was sleeping, the public at any 
rate were quite wideawake to her fascinations, audit gives Mr. Bunch 
much pleasure to be able to record the fact. 








MR. PUNCHES MORAL FAIRY TALES. 

II.— Hop o’ My Thumb. 

There once lived in a forest a poor Woodman who had a large 
family, and much ado to feed them. At length there came a famine, 
and the youngest of the children, a boy so small that he was named 
Hop o’ Mt Thhmb,— overheard a conversation between his father 
and mother. 

“We must give each child a piece of bread, and lose them to- 
morrow in the forest,” said the woman, and the man agreed. ^ 

When Hop O’ Mt Thumb had imparted this project to his elder 
brothers, they observed that they did not care. “ For,” said they, 
“what is simpler than to fill our pockets with white stones, drop 
them on our way . 

out, and, by their I 1 \ 

aid, discover our ^ j I \ , 

way home to the \ V 

paternal roof .” ; , I \ 

Hop o’ My / 1 } ' X 

Thumb said no- j i I / . s'v\ 

thing, but next ' I I \ ‘ 

day, when his 1 

brothers, relying i, i .. ^ 

on this stratagem, ' ■ - .MlE 

had^allen ^sleep 

possessed himself 
of all their pieces 

of bread, ^and, \ 'I / 

stepping briskly 

out, reached an- J / 

-other country 

I where provisions '* * 

were cheap, 

this ooTmtry he >'4 

hired bimaftlf to a ^'i/ z' 

farmer, whose 

daughter he mar- ^ 

ried,andinherited * 

the farm, where he lived much respected in the parish. His brothers, 
after a deplorable series of adventures, which I shall not weary you 
hy relating, were devoured by an Ogre. 

Jfora/.— JEmigration is the best remedy for an overcrowded Labour 
Market, 

FINE FELLOWS. 

[Mr. Herkomer, A.E.A., has just been made an Honorary Fellow of AH 
Souls. The only other Honorary Fellow is Mr. W E. Gladstone.] | 

First Distinguished 
fero/ .4?*. You’re a Fellow! 

Second Distingtiished 
Master of Arts. You ’re 
another ! 

Both sing. 

Fill up bowls, 

We ’re jolly auld souls, 
^ And jolly auld souls we be. 
^ Beni vesfiti, 

Bene natti^ \ 

Ft Docti Moderate I 

IFxeunt dancing as quite j 
the lAfes and All Souls \ 
of the party. 






Mem. by a Married Man. 

“ Himalayan cashmere promises to be in considerable request as the season 
advances .” — Fashionable Announcement, 

Ah, yes I In the “new stuff no doubt ’tis dear— 

My wife and girls will wish to cut a dash ; 

And when it is a question of Cashmere, 

What care they for a question of mere cash f 



The Public is watching 
with interest, and without 
prejudice, the modern 
^‘Baikes’ Progress” — at 
the Post Office. At present 
it “wishes he would explain 
his explanation.” 


“Mydear,” said Mrs. Hamsbotham to her niece, who has been Problem: for Psychologusts.— Given two Lunatic Bills in the 
very much annoyed hy Mr. Waostaff making some jest at her House of Lords, find how many demented Williams there are in the 
expense, “ you mustn’t mind him. He’s what they call in Society House of Commons. 

‘ a shattered Liberal,’ and was only indulging, as usual, in a little 

bandage.” rp__ ^ ^ Vg +].g official Jubilee Bay. It will be 


Hew Hame for “Fistiana.”— “T he Kecord of the Eittites.” 


The 21st of June is to be the Official Jubilee Bay. It will be 
“ Q^ueen’s Weather,” of course. If showery— then Five la Feine ! : 
and let us be happy. j 
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MAMMON THE MENDICANT. 

Thb Grold-god sits in tlie market-place. 

"VTith a kroad-clotli suit 'and a brazen race, 

Like a Civic Monopolist, one of the race 
Wkence his favourite clients are furnished; 

(’Tis, therefore, no doubt, he assumes their 
i disguise) 

There ’s a dush on his cheeks, there ’s a gleam 
in his eyes. 

And the brow he upHfteth to Babylon’s skies 
Seems to glitter as though it were burnished. 

The least erected of Spirits that fell, 

As Miltok declared him, seems wondrously 
well; 

He looks very much like a Stock Exchange 
Swell, 

His pathway to opulence pegging. 

And what is he doing, the great god Mammon? 

Sound sense may cry out such a pitiful sham 
on, 

But verily, Sense, ’tis not nonsense or gammon, 
The great god, Mammon, begging / 

The employment, perchance, at first glance 
may seem odd. 

And hardly the thing for a gentleman-god. 
As Mammon of course must be reckoned ; 

But Mammon, no doubt, well knows what 
he’s about. 

And what is this motley, scarce jubilant rout, 

For whose close attention the god seems to 
tout, 

Most of them so meagre, few rosy and stout, 

Some with cheeks faUiugiQ, some with elbows 
much out, 

Who gather, reluctantly, drawn by his shout, 
And by his bold finger-tip beckoned ? 

Oh! these are the victims of “very hard 
times,” 

Men guilty of poverty— coarsest of crimes— 


Poor women who labour whilst midnight’s 
dull chimes 

Waft soft over Wealth as it slumbers ; 
Scantly fed curates and doctors ill-paid. 
Soldiers, and sufferers from slackening trade, 
All these round the aureate god are arrayed 

In mournful but well-marshalled numbers. 
“ For lo ! ” cries the god, “ ’tis a Jubilee 
Year, 

And since times are so hard, and provisions so 
dear, 

And the poor in our land fill our Statesmen 
with fear. 

The hour seems appropriate, ver^, 

To take tithe and toLL of the fruits of your 

ton. 

A Jubilee once, on old Palestine’s sod, 

Meant rest, restitution ; but, myriads who mod 
In this land which runs not with milk honey 
and on, 

Such a Season as this you win surely not spoil, 
The schemes of the Church and of Capital foil, 

Or the plans which make sycophants merry, 
By hanging back now in a manner unhand- 
some ? 

Fo, no I Show anarchical ravers of “ Ransom ” 

The toners in thousands are ready 
To give of their little to those who have much, 
To yield their scant coin to the clerical clutch, 
To help the self-glorification of such 
As to gdd temples high would sack poverty’s 
hutch. 

Self-sacrifice, willing and steady, 

Is plainly a Jnhilee-dnty ; at least 
To those who sit low at the world’s solemn 
feast ; 

And that ’s why the West wfil now beg from 
the East. 

Yon see this array of big boxes ? 

Eh? Are they for Chanties? WeU, of a 
kind, 


But not for the halt, or the maimed, or the 
blind; 

No, friends, Mammon’s plan is— I hope yon 
won’t mind — 

That the geese shaU subscribe for the foxes ; 
For geese are so many and foxes so few I 
So I pass round the hat and I put on the screw 
For bishops and big-wigs ; poor clerics must 
do — 

Well, the best that they can for the present. 
Hnrroo I 

For Chnrch-Honses, Institutes, G-aUeries, 
For Statues and Steeples; old funds that^ 
hang^ fire, 

The fashion-loved church that’s still minus a 
spire I 

Pour in, my good friends, and of giving don’t 

Or listen to satirists’ railleries. 

The chance is a rare one ; occasions like these. 
For giving your pockets a good all-round 
squeeze, 

Don’t happen exceediugly often. 

Think of poor Mother Church, with her Bishops 
so proud, 

Her glittering temples so richly endowed, 

And yet with no Church-House! Think, 
scant-penny’d crowd, 

And I ’m sure that your hearts must aU 
soften. 

Oh, Curate, haH-starved on a huudred-and- 
fifty, 

The fancy must fire you. Be rather more 
thrifty, 

And gou may help Princes and Primates ! 
Stint wife of a frock, little Bob of a hat, 
Yourself of a new winter-coat,— what of that, 

In this most delicious of climates ? — 
You’ll help Mother Church to more power 
and pelf. 

And save the old lady from helpiug herself ! ” 





Me. Bthjq. “MONEY INTO THAT f-H’M I-I ’D EATHER PUT IT INTO TOUR OWN!!" 




Maeoh 12 , 1887 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. 


So MaTumon tke Mendicajit. Punch passing by 
Surveyed tbe strange scene mth a critical eye. 

Quoth he, “ Here 's a curious disparity 
Between means and end. In this Jubilee Year, 

All hearts will with loyalty beat far and near ; 

Our Throne is respected, our Country is dear ; 

But Poverty ’s rile. Labour suffers 1 fear ; 

Many middle-class homes are despondent and drear ; 
I am bound to admit it does seem rather queer, 

To see Dives, the fat. 

First to pass round the hat ; 

And Mammon soliciting Charity ! ” 


JACOBITES AT ST. JAMESES. j 

Jfr. Nihbs, Well, Sir, your opinion on Clancarty 
at the St. Jameses ? 

Mr. Punch. I was disappointed. 

Mr. Nihhs. I cannot say I am surprised to hear it, as 
I gathered from our last conversation that you expected 
a great deal from the performance. In what way were 
you disappointed ? 

Mr. Punch. Every way. I was disappointed at finding 
the piece not so good as I had thought it, and with the 
acting for not being better than the piece. 

Mr. Nihhs. At all events the scenery and costumes 
were admirable. 

Mr. Punch. Yes, Mr. Haufobd and our recently full- 
fiedged Academician, Mr. MAncus Stoite, did their best, 
no doubt ; but accuracy in architecture and upholstery, 
in wigs and shoebuckles, is not a substitute for dramatic 
interest, or for histrionic art. 

Mr. Nihhs. Was not Mrs. Kendal all your fancy 
painted her as Lady Clancarty f 

Mr. Punch. No, nor half oi it. But—contrary to my 
custom, and quite accidentally, — ^I was present on the 
first night, and I believe that it would not be fair to pass 
a final judgment on the performance of any one of them 
in Clancarty^ or anything else, on such an occasion, when 
they were aU excessively nervous, and unable to do them- 
selves justice. But, talong it for what it was, a first night 
or a last rehearsal corani yoyuloy I can only say that with 
what I saw, and heard, I was disappointed. 

Mr. Nihhs. My remembrance of the piece, as origin- 
ally played, is vague, but what I distinctly recollect is 
Mr. Anson as Scuin Goodmany and Mr. Sugden as 
William of Orange. Mr. Heney Neville as the gay 
Cavalier I can call to mind in a general way ; but, as he 
was always more or less the gay Cavalier on the stage, 
this doesn’t assist me. 

Mr. Punch. Comparison, neither fair nor necessary. 
Mr. Kendal began as a light comedian, but he hasn’t 
become lighter. He is not Tom Tatloe’s ideal Clan- 
eartyy nor, I should say, was Mr. Heney Neville, but 
he is a very real and concrete Clancarty. On the first 
night he wanted oiling. But then he has not been playing 
for some time, and absence does make the joints go rusty. 

Mr. Nihhs. Mr. Mackintosh’s William was good. 

Mr. Punch. Decidedly. It was the hit of the 'premiere. 
But when I saw the costume I fully appreciated Mr. 
Hake’s wisdom in not playing the part. His neat head 
and dapper little figure would have been smothered by 
the huge wig and coat, and his legs wouldn’t have had a 
chance. The results would have been all wig and no 
Hake. 

Mr. Nihhs. True; and for the’ same reason this actor 
must always be a Tory, as of course one Hare can never 
be a Whig. But, seriously, there is no geniality in the 
part. 

Mr. Punch. But there are pathetic touches, too, with 
which Mr. Hake, speaking Dutch-English, would have 
had a difficulty. It strikes me that Tom Tayloe wrote 
this play not tor the sake of the Clancakties, but be- 
cause their story supplied him with a frame for the 
dramatic portrait of his hero, William of Orange. After 
the King, in the author’s mind, came “ Scum Goodman^"* 
and when all the dramatis personce of this piece have faded 
from the memory, these two will remam. At the St. 
James’s the acting of Scum Goodman was of the feeblest 
description, as indeed was aU the purely melodramatic 
business of the play. 

Mr. Nihhs. Were you disappointed in the dialogue ? 

^ Mr. Punch. A little, perhaps. In the serious por- 
tions it is just the sort of straightforward, plain-spoken 
dialogue such a Drama requires. But in what is in- 



""THE STANDARD.^^ 

First Country Boy, you left the School? Wha* foe?" 

Second Ditto. *‘Sh’ saht she can’t Lbaen me no moee!” 

tended for the light-comedy relief, the dialogue seems thin and weak, and, I 
am bound to say, it was not helped by the acting, I dare say poor Mrs. 
Beekbohm-Tkee was frightfully nervous, and quivered— as Mr, KrDEEHAOGAED 
would say, had he such a name to deal with— like an Aspen-Tree. 

3fr, Nihhs. A young friend of mine, who saw the play the other night for 
the first time, observed that he thought the hero and heroine “ uninteresting ; ” 
and the play itself he considered “ stodgy.” 

Mr. Punch. Well— of course the weight of that opinion depends upon the 
character of your young friend. For myself, I should like to hear that some- 
thing had been cut out of the Third Act— which dragged on the first night — 
that Scum Goodman had improved — (why make him a pale, scowling, hlaek- 
habited, palpable villain, on melodramatic mischief, to music, bent ?)— and that 
fire and energy had been infused into tbe piece all round, and then I own I 
should very much like to see it again. 

Mr. Nihhs. I am with you, Sir. Au revoir / 


THE? REVOLT OF THE REVIEW-READERS. 


Smith writes an article in a Review 

On — Homek, Home-Rule — anything 
wiUdo. 

Some points therein are promptly 
ponnced upon, 

In twenty pages, say, by Robinson. 

Robinson’s reasonings rouse the wrath 
of Beown, 

Who on them, in another score, comes 
down ; 


Beown’ s paper is opposed in fiery tones, 
And ten or fifteen pages more, by Jones. 
Oh, pi^ a poor reader, on whose eyes 
Polemics duH in Alps on Alps arise I j 
Smith is no genius, yet we ^ yield him 
place ; [trace 

But patience falters when condemned to 
Thelongprolusions, void of power or pith, 
Of Jones .on Beown on Robinson on 
Smith! 


Me. Gladstone says he objects to ** abstract resolutions.” Some people think 
he is apt to extend that objection to what may be called concrete “ resmutions,” 
which may perhaps account for, his so often having taken them a little ‘‘ too 
late,” ^ 

Rule of Peoceduke.— Order of the Night : Never too late to adjonm. 
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VIRTUOUS INDIGNATION. 

“Shocking unprincipled lot, those ’Bus Conduck 

PISSED A BAD SlXPSUrGS ON MB A FORTNIGHT AGO, CONPOT 
MJIjr AjBLS to GST RID OF IT TST ! ! ” 


ra EDUCATION MADE EASY. No. 2. 

\ ' XvTI In the City^ before Alderman G-oodenough. 

. , I Chief Clerh, Call John Jones. {A womans apparently 

- - meeh and married, comes forward.) Aore you wife of 

/- .^,^1 ! JootJoitbs? 

i ' 'I fiflfef ^ i Jones. Yes, Sir. 

jl. .? ' i; , School-Board Officer (fiooh in hand). Your WorsHp, 

' pi this is a very bad case. The boy Jones, the sou of the 

ii* 1 1' Defendant, is a regular truant; he has only made five 

■ 1 1 ! ' hundred attendances out of one thousand, 

i . ' I |i. I Alderman. You call him a regular truant. I should 

m\ ’ 1 ^ regular * ‘ half-timer.^’ How old is he ? 

!. School-Board Officer {severely). Just ten, Sir, and 

I > ' ' I !' ! • '« i !l ! ' 1 {indignantly) only passed Fourth Standard, 

n Alderman. Not so bad for a boy of ten. Well, Mrs. 

111 llKl} illHIk ^ Jones, what have you to say about him, and why doesn’t 
; il W husband come himself ? 

n 1 11 ' Jones (sadly). Has been out of work since afore 

Rl Christmas, and to-day is gone to look for a job as has 

Hk ' I iHUfi ir I promised. 

Ki ^ Alderman. But your boy, what have you to say about 

W ' n • 1 dUrs. Jones. Only, Sir^ that his father and me sends him 

w\ nil in ’ll' ^ school reglar, and stmts ourselves to pay the fee, but 

ffl iif m D at times he plays truant just Hke other boys. 

llllHillr \,Casting an appealing glance towards School-Board 

® 1 HHI I OfBleer, who is deaf to '‘^extenuating circumstances^ 

ffii UnlglHjl I Alderman {also with an eye on the School-Board Officer, 

Hit ni fllilll / ^ pleasant tone). You may say that, Mrs. Jones. 

Hr^TlKBr ^ j^aycd truant many a time myself, and got 

W whacked for my pains. But you see, we are much wiser 

BF — ^ instead of whacking the youngster, we send his 

r^^ir governor to prison. 

(tremhling), I am very sorry, Sir, but I 
hopes you will send me to prison, mstead of my good 
promised work to-day. 

^ Alderman. Don’t be alarmed. I don’t mean to send 

you to prison, or your good man, either. Not for the 
present any how. 

Mrs. Jones. Thank yon, Sir. 

moN. Alderman. She seems very tired. {To Police Constable.) | 

Let her sit down. (Mrs. Jones sits down, and appears 
Conductors I One of them very thankful. Disgust of School-Board Officer at such 
0, CONFOUND him! I ^ VS NOT an exhibition of Magisterial weakness d) Yon seem tired, 

Mrs. Jones, How fa^did yon come to attend the Court? 

Mrs. Jones. From Diddlecombe. Sir. 

PI? Alderman, From Diddlecombe I That is four or five 

miles off. 

roads as “the loathsomest form The Clerk. About four. Sir. 

thquakes, destructive of all wise ^ School-Board Officer {i7npatiently). 0'h no, ^ Here 


3UAA« 

trembling), I am very sorry, Sir, hut I 
send me to prison, mstead of my good 


PE AELS OE PRICE fiiaerman, r rom iFiadiecombe I xnat is tour or uve 

miles off. 

Mr. Ruskin has in a recent letter described Railroads as ‘ * the loathsomest form The Clerk. About four. Sir. 

of devilry nowextant ; animated and deliberate earthquakes, destructive of all wise School-Board Officer {impatiently) . Oh no, Sir. ^ Here 

socM habit or possible natural beauty, carriages of damned souls on the ridges of is the Ordnance Map. You will see, Sir, that the distance 
their pTO graves.” Here are a few more elegant extracts taken by anticipation is just three miles and three-quarters; and there are 


from his own Particular Common Place Book : — trams and ’busses running every quarter of an hour, 

Pive o’ Clock Tea. — “ A festermg consensus of male and female foul-mouthed Alderman. Did you come by ’bus or tram, Mrs. Jones ? 

fiends met together to jabber their nell gibberish one to another with a white- Mi's. Jones {wearily). Nay, Sir, I came a-foot. 
livexed disregard of their own inevitable damnation.” Alderman. No money to pay for the tram ? 

A Penny Steamboat Company. — “ A shrieking, mnd-crushing and spluttering Mrs. Jones. Not a penny, your Worship, 

concern, designed by its bedevilments to churn up the filthy ink ojE a metro- Alderman. And you are^oing to walk back? 

poHtan Tartarus, and carry its infernal human cargo into utter outer darlmess ^ Mi's. Jones [sighing). Yes, Sir. Leastways, I so 
economically.” intends, unless you locks me up. 

The British Muffin. — “Cursed and riddled paste of Cerberus fitted to choke Alderman. Don’t be alarmed, my good woman. I 
the deliberate and gluttonous voluptuaries who feed on it.” shan’t lock you up. {To Schooh Board Officer.) The 

^ The Three per Cents. — “ A diabolical device of financial jugglery involved school-fees for this boy have been paid, 
in wMch Government and Investors clutching at each other’s throats, go down to School-Board Officer. That is so. 

the bottomless pit howling together.” Alderman. And she is left without a penny to pay 

Army and Kavy Co-operative Stores. — “ A Mammoth Tophet, where blasted for tram or bus, and to trudge along some seven or eight 
and blighted Shareholders haggle in hysterics over the cheapening of their own miles in this dismal day of wind and rain, 
cofms, in sight of the infernal Mes that await them when the bargain is over.” School-Board Officer. Will you make an order, Sir ? 

Saturday Pops. — “The yeUing of midnight cats, and the baying of barking Alderman. Yes, I will make an order that this poor 
hell-hounds, mingled for the satisfaction of the godless and fatuous fools who woman shall have something to eat, and that she snaU 
can be cozened into listening to them.” have a shilling out of the Poor-box to pay her fare home. 

Bidinp in an Omnibus. — “ An altogether damnable method of locomotion, School-Board Officer {with offended dignity). Then, 
dest^otive of all wise, social habit, or possible natural beauty, in the pauperised Sir, you dismiss the summons ? 

moods of those who, as a fitting'preparation for a ride in their own hearses, Alderman. Of course I do ; and I have a great mind 
to it.” ^ to give costs against yon into the bargain. This woman 

The Oxford and Cambridge Boat Race. — “The loathsomest formof diaho- has already been punished enough, and more than enough, 
lic^ athleUcism extant, wherein sixteen devils, like animated and deliberate School-Board Officer {with the air of one who is not 
vmcanos, disport themselves in the presence of a roaring and iofemal mob, going to be snubbed with impunity). Then, Sir, I shall 
who would not care a single brazen farthing were they to see them slip off have to ask you for a case. 

their shdmg-seats into the ridges of their own graves.” Alderman {cheerfully). As many cases as you like. 

A Recent Letter o» Railroads. — “The siUiest bit of idiocy that has lately The summons is dismissed, 
fo^d its way into pmt ; a rhodomontade of violence and balderdash stuffed [Mrs. Jones retires, making a low curtesy to the \ 
with phrases of devilry’ and ‘damnation,’ that ought quickly to relegate it to Bench ; slight attempt at applause in Court, at 

its own particular grave, — and the sooner the better.” once suppressed. 
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ESSENCE OE PABLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM 

THE DIAEY OF TOBY,;m:.P. 

House of Co^nmons^ Monday^ February 28. — Hatlier7foiiglitrsliy 
of Joseph Gillis to-night. Come into a fortune, you know, includ- 
ing a Castle,— not in Spain, but in Ireland. All very well for him 
to take notice of humble persons whilst he was plain Joseph Gillis. 
But now that he is Joey 6., Esq., J.P. of Castle Butlerstown, things 
are different. So I thought ; but only shows how little even one 
pjermitted to exceptional degree of intimacy knows of this great man. 
The princely possessor of the Castle is just the same as my old friend. 
The same simple attire, the same manner, bland though shrewd, and 
the same comprehensive smile. The only alteration is that noted at 
the opening of the Session, all unknowing its purport. A distant 
relative left him the Castle ; Heaven sent him the beard and mous- 
tache, which he assiduously cultivates in Committee of Supply and 
during the long stretches of debate on Procedure. 

I felt something would be expected of me,” he said, twisting his 
finders in the locality where some day, if matters proceed in present 
satisfactory way, the ends of a moustache will appear. ‘ ‘ It ’s all very 
well for an ordinary man to go about with smooth upper lip. But a 
man who owns a Castle should behave as such. You must come 
down and spend a week with me, Tobt. Let me know when the 
time would suit you, and 1 11 tell my Seneschal to prepare the turret- 
chamber for you. By my halidame, we 11 fill the wassail bowl, have 
the hoar s-head spiced, and make a revel of it! 

** * It’s merry in hall 

■When beards wag all ; ’ ” 

and the Castellan laughed a deep “ Ho ! ho! ” 

Delightful to find him in such high spirits. Tih Healy, who 
fears the growth of aristocratic tendencies in the Party, speaks dis- 
respectfully of the Castle, and sneers at the boar’s head'. 

It was pig’s cheek with you once, Joe Bigoab,” he growls j “ and 
good enough too.” 

As for the turret-chamber, Tin says it ’s a little closet oyer the pig- 
stye, and the moat is nothing more than a ditch. But this is doubt- 
less only petty jealousy. I believe thoroughly in the Castle which I 
have read of in the newspapers, Inmy mind’s eye see JoEV B., seated 
at head of his table in lofty hall, on whose oak wainscoting the light 
of the ynle fire fitfully plays. Hope the Government will not miss 
the opportunity of doing a graceful act. If titles are fiung about in 
Jubilee year, why should we not have opportunity of writing to 
“ Baron Bigoah of Castle Butlerstown?” 

Business done.— Supplementary Estimates in Committee of Supply. 

Tuesday . — “ I wish I ’d stopped another couple of months in Htw 
Zealand,” Sir Robert Fowleb said, just after prayers. Evidently in 
uncomfortable frame of mind, blowing his nose inconsequentially, 
and muttering to himself. Could catch now and then the phrase 
“ anonymous tittle-tattle.” 
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“ Yes, Toby, I was happy enough in New Zealand, and needn’t 1 
have hurried home to get into this mess. Used to find much enter- j 
taimnent among the natives ; sat out with them in their boundless 
pasture land ; formed a ring ; I used to call out ‘ Yah ! yah ! ’ as I do 
m^House of Commons, they used to answer with unearthly shrieking ; 
umpire declared which made the most noise. I generally won. 
All these simple pleasures faded, and here we are with House of 
Commons meanly wanting to know how a tiifie of Corporation money 
was spent.” 

House full at (Question Time. Evident state of expectation ; Fowlee 
in the corner seat behind Treasury Bench lately annexed by Han- 
noLPH. Ceoege Hajmzlton in centre of line of troubled Ministers, 
fretfully fearing up a copy of the Orders into scraps a finger long. 
Sage of Q,ueen Anne’s Grate, heamiug with chaste joy, surveyed scene 
from front Bench below Gangway opposite. 

Questions over, Sage pulled a wire, and np 
jumped Howell, to move the Adjournment, 
order to discuss matter of urgent public 
importance.” Opposition rose lilte one man in 
k 'J support of application. Then Howell unfolded 

his Budget, and a terrible one it proved, though 
I ^ “ the noble Baronet,” as BowLANms called Fow- 

L IJSE, made spasmodic effort to smile a smile of 

scorn, and Lord Geoege, fancying he had got 
the Sage in his grasp, tore up the Orders with 
increased ferocity. Hire of speakers to address 
.ilB meeting, hire of audience to listen to speaker, 

* * Chuekers-ont ” to watch over proceed- 
ings, all paid for out of public funds in charge 
of Corporation of City of London, under direc- 
tion of a Committee, of which ‘*the noble 
Baronet” was a member, and an Association of 
which Lord Geoege was Chairman I House 
laughter. GLAnSTOirB, leaning 
forward, and turning towards Howell, 
listened with portentous solemnity. 

When Howell sat down all eyes turned 
upon “the noble Baronet.” What would 
^ Well, not much. With one hand ; 
M ^<^T^ser pocket, with the other hei 

c/ ^ attempted to brush away the charge as 

“ anonymous tittle-tattle.” House would 
not have that. Roared at noble Baronet m 
G. H-w-11. way that must have reminded bim of his 

afternoons out in New Zealand. 

“ Let ns,” the noble Baronet shouted in teeth of storm, “ have the 
statements on the responsibility of someone who will give his name.” 

Then the Sage came to the front, in blandest manner and with most 
wiuning tones. House had all the time seen his legs under the eur- 
tatns of the puppet show, and recognised his hand pulling the wires 
to which Howell and Beadlaugbc danced. 
Now he presented himself in reply to the noble 
Baronet’s challenge, “ J am responsible for the 
statements,” he said, “ and I give my name.” 

Uproarious cheering; increased excitement. 
Lord Geoege wrestled with it in vain. In the 
end Government caved in, and unconditionally 
a greed to inquiry. Found noble Baronet an hour 
later abstractedly looking 
through the A.B.C. Guide 
searching for return train 
to New Zealand. 

“Do you think,” he 
said, in a tremulous voice, 

“ that they ’H have me up 
before the Committee ana 
make me tell aH I know 
about the late movement 
of public opinion against 
Haecoitet’s Bill?” 

►^7 Evaded question, not 
J liking to harrow his feel- 
ings ; but I rather fancy 
they will. 

Business done, — ^Further 
debate on Closure. 

Friday ^ 3a.m. — “Why 
were the proceedings in 
House last night un- 
like the month of March,” 
Raises asked Ltok 

Members who hare Passed the Chair. 

the fog, they passed the Chair on their way out. 

“ Never guess riddles under a dE5 prize,” said Plateaie. 


“Well, because, they came in', like a lamb and went out like a 
lion.” 

Quite true. At Question Time House only half full, and general 
air of dulness prevalent. Ominous shouts of welcome from Par- 
nellites when Joecn Dillon entered, triumphant from the Dublin 
trial. Dulon took early opportunity of making impatient speech, 
hut after that for some hours debate jogged along in old familiar 
style. 

At eleven o’clock the Fop^ took the Chair, in absence of Speabee. 
Members began to appear in curiously large numbers on Conservative 
side ; a smell of grilled bones contended with fog for possession of 
the House. “Ha! ha!” said Sclates-Booth, “that’s supper 
getting ready. Plenty of time to enjoy it. House to sit tiE Con- 
stabulary vote is passed.” 

At midnight a sudden shout, a roar of pain and anger, went up 
from the Irish camp. The Fog, which had regularly settled in the 
Chair, folded its leg^s, crossed its arms, and bent its head just like 
the Speaeee in view of prolonged discussion, jumped up with a 
start, and slowly dispersed itself over the House. Returned, and 
took the Chair again, when it discovered that it was only the Irish 
Members. Complaint had been made of the use of policemen’s 
batons in Ireland. “ If something worse than batons are next used,” 
said Chief Secretary, angrily glaring upon Irish Members, “ I warn 
Hon. Members that they are the people who will be held responsible,” 

“A threat, a threat!” shouted the Irish Members in a chorus, 
which rose and fell like a storm of wind. Above the uproar Tim 
Healt could be heard roaring “ Murder ! Murder ! ” 

“ Order ! Order ! ” shouted the Chairman. 

“ Murder ! Murder ! ” Tim replied. 

“Fire I Fire I ” shrieked Joseph Gillis, original to the last. 

This went on for several minutes. Hubbub hushed, only to break 
out again. Members constantly popping np on either side on points 
of order, which completed the state of disorder. Immense business 
in broiled bones down in the kitchen. At two this morning Supply 
began to give out ; then storm lessened, and, at a quarter-past two, 
division taken. 

Business done, — Constabulary Yote agreed to. 

Friday, — Extraordinary scene in Palace Yard between four and 
half-past this afternoon. Members streamed down, nearly every 
man carrying bis bed, or the equivalent thereof. Some had rugs ; 
some blankets ; some spring mattresses. Admirable to observe the 
ease and grace with which Lord Aethite Hell stepped across the 



yard, with mattress under one arm, holster under other, portion of 
feather pillow stiokiug out of coat-tail pocket, and a pair of sheets 
wrapped round his neck. 

“what ’s the matter ? ” I asked. “ Been to a sale ? ” 

“ No, Toby, old man,” his lofty Lordship shouted down to me. 
“But I’ve been in a fo^, and don’t mean to get caught again. 
Weren’t yon here at brealong-up time this morning ? Three hundred 
men groping about for cabs, finding none, and feeling their way out 
of the yard, hoping to find their way home on foot. Some of them, 
I believe, are walking now. Passed the night in the street myself. 
Prepared for emergencies to-night. If fog comes on, shall lay my 
bed in corner of Division Lobby, and go to sleep. Heard of 
G. 0. M.’s adventures, I suppose ? Stranded at midnight, in Hyde 
Park, Nothing to what some others of ns suffered. If fog comes on 
again, and you can’t do better, come and curl yourself up at the foot 
of my bed.” 

“ Thanks— but know trick worth two of that.’ Tery little fog at 
present ; comes on later. Go straight home now, and be quite safe. 

Business done, — Haven’t heard. 


‘^thkuhe ’ffha^me^u’ GOOD-BYE, OLD FRIEND! I 

lefoie the^ConuSttM anS ’P'f® papers of Tuesday, March 1, reMrded the decease of a once very 
make me tell aU I know character, Johnnib Deait, aged 71.] 

about the late movement Johnnie Dean Kind, bright, of mirth 

of public opinion against Has left the scene Brimful. May earth 

Haecoitet’s Bill ? ” For ever. Blithe and honnie, Lie light upon thee, Johnnie I 

t^7 Evaded question, not . - 

J liking to harrow his feel- 
ings ; but I rather fancy Aumentaet Editoation. — ^In the primary education of children a 
thgr -ssipl, device has been introduced to rear the tender thought and teach the 

Business done , — ^Further young idea how to shoot by means of biscuits aud goody-goodies, on 
debate on Closure. which are stamped letters of the alphabet, aud other rudiments of 

Friday^ 3a.m. “Why knowledge. An excellent combination of food for both body and 

were the proceedings in H not too dangerously conducive to excess of cram. 

If the House last night un- 

like the month of March,” 

Raikbs asked Ltok 

Playeaie just now, as, Cbies Yankee Pat, “ I ’m ’toirely in the van, " 

ha e Passed the Chair. feeling their way through For shure me counthree’s marching like a risen one ! ” 

the fog, they passed the Chair on their way out. Says John, “ My friend, you’ll find that with your plan, 

* Never guess riddles under a £6 prize,” said Playeaie. The only van yon ’ll join will be the prison one ! ” 


TO COBBBSFONBSJCTTS. — ^In no case can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless accompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or (Jover. Copies of MS, should he kept by the Senders. 
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MR. PUNCHES MORAL FAIRY TALES, 

III.— CnrDESELLA ; oa, the OEiGHir oe Wall-Flowers. 


Abahdont hope, all *ye who enter here ! ” 

, Kot the brate convict ; he, not void of cheer, 

May face the well-earned penalty of sin. 

Health rules the house which he must enter in ; 

But this foul den, this dark and narrow cell, 

This is the dungeon where the wretch must dwell 
V, • By Law suspect, indeed, yet whom the hand 

, ' . 'N Of Justice is not yet upraised to brand ; 

) ' A torture-room and lazar-house in one. 

Free to the sewer, secluded from the sun ; 

\ \ V' ' Dismal as Coon’s dungeon, cold, unsweet, 

. 'V ' ' Through which no breath of health or ease may fleet. 

A V ' Here the cramped limbs in narrow bounds must ache, 

I ' Here in chill night the palsied flesh must quake, 

v'v\ Here frost and foulness, with insidious stealth, 
j/ . V.'y ' , Must shake the spirit, and must sap the healtu. 

/ In this Black Hole, whose breath is pestilence, 

' f''\ \ \' . Let the poor victim ponder his defence. 

v\ \\. The man, says Law—on justice proudly buHt, — 

^ ' ' Is innocent, till trial proves his guilt. 

? ‘ , How strange a comment on that ancient boast I 

'\ ' How strange a spectacle for Howard’s ghost ! 

; Our last philanthropist, Hygeia, stands, 

illi i! Pity at heart, but in her helpless hands 

! 'j( ‘ Nothing— for him the unconvioted one, 

, Whom — till his guilt he proved — e’en she must shun* 

^ Then, then indeed the wretch may hope to share 
A chamber clean, fair space, untainted air. 

How just, how generous ! Let the Law arise, 

And sweep this shameful folly from our eyes ! 

I '' “And I,” said the youngest, “shall only have my 
■ \\ usual petticoat ; but, to make amends for that, I wm 

put on my gold-flowered mantua, and my diamond 
vmA stomacher, which is far from being the most ordinary 
^ world.” 

The good girls never talked thus when they knew 
S® ' Cinderella was present, but I am sorry to say that 
she glistened to conversations which were not intended 

The great day came, and the ladies drove off to Court, 

' Cinderella fell a-crying, though they had ordered 

for her supper all the dainties to which she was partial. 
— ^ Now I must teU you that Cinderella’s Qod-mother, 
an old Fairy, was not the wisest of Fairies, as, indeed, 
often see that the old are by no means judicious in 

) their treatment of the young. 

^ “ Thou wishest to go to the hall— is it not so ? ” said 

^ the Fairy. “ Then run into the garden, and bring me 

apompion.” 

Her Godmother then tumed'the pompion into a gilt 

coach, with six mice for horses, and a rat for coachman, but she 
forgot to turn an old stick into a chaperon ! 

This neglect was fatal, as it should he at all well-conducted enter- 
tainments, and, though Cinderella was dressed in the height of 


Them ms a Gentiemaamarned^for tis second wife tkepkasaiitest Fairy fashion, no one knew her, and consequently, she danced with 


and prettiest woman ever seen. She had, by a former husband, two 

daughters of her own, in all ways worthy 

of her. He had, likewise, by a former 

wife, a young daughter, hut of a per- 

tinacious, pushing temper, _and sixteen p| |^# A 

No sooner were the ceremonies of the 
marriage over than Cinderella began / ;j 

to show herself in her true colours. She 
was determined not to be “ put upon,” |j,]| 
as she said, by a Step-mother, and, so W J 
unchecked was that her y 

new mother and her new sisters have 
been fonnd in three separate rooms, in 
three distinct floods of tears, owing to 
the behaviour of this chit /i, 

Though backward in her lessons, 

Cinderella was so forward in her 
desires, that nothing would serve her 
hut to attend a ball, the Kind’s son 
having invited all persons of fashion, 

To this, however, as Cinderella had ^ 

never been presented at Court, hut was 

stDl^under Governesses, her Mother 

would not consent. She had, there- - 

fore, to endure, with what temper she might, to hear her sisters 

thns discoursing : — “ For my part,” said the eldest, “ I shall wear 

my red velvet suit, with French trimmings.” 


no one. The King’s son observed, to one of Cinderella’s sisters, 
“ Who is that tittle ^1 out of the Grosvenor Gallery ?” whereat his 
partner smiled so divineljr that he instantly lost his heart, and could 
eat none of the fine collation for gazing on her. 

To he brief, he offered his heart to the eldest of Cinderella’s 
sisters, who, blushing, accepted it. But Cinderella, who perceived 
this hye-play, got up very angrily, and looked for her carriage, which 
as nobody knew her name, she could not find. She lost both her glass 
shoes on the way. Being got home, the Fairy met her, and said, very 
eagerly, (as old ladies will)— 

“Well, my dear, how often did you dance with His Eoyal 
Highness ?” 

“ Never,” said Cinderella in a pet, bursting into tears, “ and 
I wish I may never dance again ! ” 

Now the Fairy Godmother had promised that all Cinderella’s 
wishes should he fulfilled. 

So she gently touched this bad gkl with her wand, and changed her 
into a WalUJloxcer ! 

You have all heard of the Talking Eose, in Beauty and the Beast 
but you never heard, and nobody ever heard, of a WaJl-fiower that 
danced! 

Next day the good elder sister married the Prince, and nobody 
mnch missed Cinderella. 

Jfora^,— Younger sisters really must not expect to go out before 
their elder sisters have had their chance. 

“ Cleverly Won,” by Hawley Smart, written Cleverly Too. 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 

Qmst [who is a, lon-vivcmt, to JECost, who isn't). *‘Yotr must come and Dine 
WITH MEj Jones 1 ” 

Host *‘'WlTH PLEASURE, MY DEAR FrIEND I 'WhEN?” Guest. 

MR. PUNCHES MANUAL POR YOUNG RECITERS. 

^This Manual began, it may be recollected, with a contribution to the reper- 
toire of the Amateur Reciter which was of a studiously simple and domestic 
nature. This week, howeyer, the Poet has risen to a higher altitude, with the 
inevitable result of producing a piece that will only be suitable to the more 
advanced, and (in the Author^s opinion) cannot be rendered with full justice 
unless the Reciter can accompany himself softly upon the ]^iano. Even a few 
scales here and there are better than nothing. The vital point is to produce a 
certain expression of atmosphere. The Reciter, then, should seat himself upon 
the music-stool, and improvise a few modulations. He will obtain some useful 
hints for these by studying the preludes (many of which are^of singular beauty) 
of the gentleman who comes to tune his piano. 

Having thus obtained a concerned silence, you should throw your head back, 
and announce the name of your subject, which happens to be — “ The Star and 
the Moth,” Then play all the chords you know best, and begin ; — 

O’er the purpled pale of Heaven leaned a lonely little Star, 

[Leit-motif here for the 8tar: ^'‘Twinhhj twinhle^'^ is recommended^ or *^Star 
of the Evening or anything else you can pick out with one finger and con- 
sider appropriate.) 

Q-amng down upon the great world, rolling in the distance far ; 

Wistfully she watched the movements of a milky-pinioned Moth, 

Fluttering about a garden, purposeless as ocean-froth. 

[Short scumble in treble^ to express froth.) 

TDl she found a vent for her sentiment in a languishing little lay. 

(For a star can sing, like anything, whatever astronomers say.) 


Moth, with the wings so white ! 

So much attached to light, 

Can you be short of sight ? 

Diffident ? Dreamy ? 

I smile at you down there ; 

You don’t appear to care ! 

If you ’ ve the time to spare, 

Look up and see me ! 

Thus the Star ; and, flushing ciimson, scintillated so 
with ho^e. 

That each scientific person turned on her his telescope. 

[The music here should express the cold-blooded curiosity 
of Science^ but you must work this out for yourself 
the best way you can.) 

She did not resent, the rudeness, feeling far too much 
distressed. 

For the inadvertent insect still continued unimpressed ! 

( Waltz refrain again.) 

Though for him she shone, he went frivolling on, and he 
sang, but it wasn’t to her. 

(For no moth is dumb, you can hear ’em hum,' as the 
naturalists aver.) 

[Now you want a leit-motif for your Moth ; the only air 
the Author can think of at the moment is. ^'‘Beautiful 
as a Butter fly. which doesn't strike quite the right 
note for the invocation which follows.) 

Lamp, with the globe of ground- 
Glass which I flutter round 
List while thy praise I sound, 

Paraffined Peri ! 

Blue-bottles seek thy flame ; 

Cockchafers do the same ; 

Daddy-long-l^gs go lame, 

Crippled— but cheery. 

But the Lamp no answering lustre shed upon the table- 
cloth ; [the Moth. 

‘‘Call again when I am lighted. K'ot at home I” she told 

“Lamp,” exclaimed the Star, “I thank thee for the 
mercy thou hast shown. 

No designing Duplex art thou, mildest Moderator known! ” 

[Here you should keep up a faint tremolo with two fingers.) 

But alas! for the Moth was a volatile Goth, and an 
entomological Yandal, 

And his pique only pricked him to perish a victim at the 
shrine of a tall tallow candle ! 

Altar, the casual guat 
Gets holocausted at ! 

[This is. perhaps, rather fine language for a common 
Moth, but allowance must he made for the excitement 
under which it is supposed to be labouring.) 

Column composed of fat, 

Slender, if sallow ! 

What if it ’s reckoned rash, 

Into thy flame to dash? 

Soon shall I be hut ash. 

Tombed within tallow ! 

[Chords here, and a few bars from Chopin's Funeral 
March"— if you can manage them.) 

SawfheMoth expiring sputter ’miS the candl^rays sotSS 

Then she leaped headlong, despairing, nought below her 
course to bar. [shooting-star ! ” 

Some said, “ Isn’t that a rocket ? ” Others, “ Oh, no,— 

[Deliver these comments in such a manner as to convey your 
sense of their tragic disproportion to such an occasion.) 

But as she was stooping, prepared for her swooping 
through space to its uttermost verge, 

Her unprecedented mishap she lamented, and chanted 
her own little dirge : — 


For a mere Moth I pined ; 
I ’ll not be left behind, 
Now that, forlorn, I And 
He ’s suicided ! 


No, for I, too, can die— 
Into stax-dust I ’ll fly I 
Asteroids all, good-bye I 
Don’t do as I did ! 


a mixture of intense passion and childlike naivete. Scales will suit the 
metre here. hut. although they have the advantage of being instantly 
recognised, the Author would advise you to attempt something rather more 
Bpintual.) 


He ’s suicided ! | Don’t do as I did ! 

(Let your voice die away into a whisper at the last line, 
run your fingers rapidly down the keys, concluding 
with a crash, to express the fate of the Star. Then 
rise, and receive the compliments that wiil follow with 
all the modesty at your disposal.) 


ly triumphant, the Jubilee Motto over the Post-Office 
door wiR not he ^Wivat Regina! ” but “ Vivat BmhtsV^ 
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THE SPIDER AND THE FLY. 


{Kew Yeesion.) 



“ Will you walk iuto our parlour ? said the Spider to the Fly ; 

“ ’Tis the cosiest little parlour, friend, that ever you did spy. 

The way into this parlour is quite wide, as you’re aware, 

And, oh ! we ’ll do such wondrous things when once we get you there ! 
Then, won’t you, won’t you, won’t you, won’t you, 

Pretty little fly?” 

]^ow, as I ’ye heard, ^this little fly was young, ^ but wary, too, ^ 


That Spider he was portly, and that Spider he was bland, 

And he played the part of siren for an even Older Hand. 

Say s he, “ Oh, Fly, you must be tired of being on the shelf, 
Why don’t you just step in awhile, if but to rest yourself ?j 
Then, won’t you,” &o. 

^ur parlour’s imugly furnished, for expense we never spare, 
We ’ve such a nice Knund Table ; you shall have an easy chair. 


1 your parlour, 

“ Then, won’t you,” &c. 


It seems incomplete without you as a sort of settled guest ; 

Turn up solitary buzzing now ; step in and take a rest. 

How, won’t you,” &c. 

That little Fly looked longingly. Thinks he, “I efo'feel tired, 

I’m fond of cosy partieSj and I like to be admired. 

Tet I have a slight suspicion that the thing may be a trap, — 

I twig something in yon corner—I distrust that fat old chap, 

With his won’t you,” &c. 

So “ I’ll wait a little longer,” to the Spider said the Fly, 

As he spread his wings (with friend CoL'LTS'Gs), and flattered 
towards the Skye. 

But whether he ’ll come hack again, and try that parlour yet, 

Is a thing on which a cautions man would hardly like to het. 

“ Then won’t you, won’t you,” <&c. 


Motto for Mr. Hider Haggard to put to She («.«,, according to 
the P. ifef, which finds rather more than the germs of the romance 
in the Epicurean) There ’s Mooeb where this came from.” 
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PILFERING PETER THE PATRIOT ; 

On, The Last oe the ITatal Dragoons. 

[A Tale of the Terry-hle.) 

It was late in the after- 
noon when Admiral 
Punch knocked at the 
door of an office at White- 
hall, which had a branch 
establishment in Somerset 
House. He carried with 
him a report. He asked 
for the First Lord. A 
Messenger, who was put- 
ting on an overcoat lei- 
surely, informed him that 
the head of the depart- 
ment could not possibly 
be seen until the following 
morning. 

“There is no one here, 
Sir — unless you would like 
to see the gent we call the 
Naval Dragoon ? ” 

* ‘ Certainly,’ ’ replied 
the Admiral. “ But why 
Naval Dragoon ? ” The 
answer came promptly— 
“Because, Sir, he’s quite 
the old soldier whenever 
he touches anything con- 
nected with the sea T ” 

A few minutes later the 
Naval Dragoon was intro- 
duced, He held in his 
hand an enormous packet. 
“A design for a new 
gun. Sir ? ” queried the sea-going horse-soldier. “ I shall be glad to 
receive it. There is some demand for the article in the proper 
quarter,” ^ 

“No, Sir,” replied the Admiral, sternly ; “this report contains an 
indictment. Herein are set down the graver faults of our Adminis- 
tration; herein you will find why Wbi&ht, the Engineer-in-Chief, 
is wrong— why ” 

“Pardon me,” returned the Naval Dragoon, “I have not time to 
attend to that sort of thing, Really, the graver faults of our 
Administration, and what is written about Wright, are of secondary 
importance to the duties I perform as Universal Provider.” 

Then he bowed, smiled, and disappeared, but not before the 
Adnodral had had time to notice that the large envelope was addressed 
to the representative of a Foreign Q-overnment, 

* * « « « 

The ball was at its gayest. Thousands of brightly-costumed 
dancers indulged in the eccentricities of the recently revived polka, 
or the more staid measures of the c^j^erow-patronised quadrille. 
Pilfering Peter, the Patriot (as he was called by his intimates) was 
alone duU, He still carried the packet, half-hidden beneath the long 
cloak that partly concealed his uniform. 




seven new guns, 

“ Good,” returned the strange Masker, receiving the packet. “ I 
calculate it was about all we were waiting for,” 

Ten days later, England was engaged in war. 

» * * # 

The sea was covered with vessels. Surrounded by an almost 
countless host, the only British Ironclad (the Ethelred the Unready) 
in Commission, proudly crested the waves. 

“ Why, what is this ! ” exclaimed the English Commander, gazing 
at the enemy through his telescope. “ Those ships ! Why every 
one of them is constructed on a plan supplied from Wldtehall I And 
those guns I They, too, have been treacherously transferred to the 
exultant foe!” 

At this moment there was a loud explosion. Then the sea was 
deluged with smoke. When it cleared away, only H.M.S. Ethelred 
the Unready was left— the foreign fleet had entirely vanished. 

‘ Dear me!” observed the English Commander, “this is very 
strange I The guns burst at the fiirst discharge. The Ironclads, con- 
structed on plans treacherously transferred, foundered before they 
coffid get iato action I I cannot understand it ! What does it mean ?” 

The question was answered by a badly wounded twati who, blown 
up an inoalciflable height by the explosion, had at length descended 
from the clouds on to the British deck. 

“It means,” cried this poor wretch, with difficulty, “that 


Pilfering Peter, appropriately called ‘the Patriot,’ has saved his 

country. 1 foresaw this result. It was for this I supplied 

He tried to speak, raised his eyes to the Union Jack, attempted 
to comprehend the construction of a new torpedo, and^ sank back. 
The last of the Naval Dragoons was past serving his native land any 
further I 

THE BLACK ASSIZES ; I 

Or, what it is conning to, — a brief Judicial Tragi-comedy apparerUly in 
active rehearsal in some of our Country Towns in this Year of Grace 1887. 

The Scene is laid in the immediate neighbourhood of a provincial Assize 
Court, on the morning of the Judges* appearance on the Eench^ 
Prisoners awaiting trial, irinocent and guilty alike, stuffed away 
anyhow, in any of the various holes, nooks, corners, and recesses, 
of the building that will contain them* Some three-and-twenty 
of them occupy a low ill-ventilated room, fourteen feet by ten, 
from the effects of the close and reeking atmosphere of which 
some are suffocated while all are joining in a gasping^ clamour for 
more air* In one corner ’Orreble Jimmy, a prisoner who is 
about to take his trial, after several previous convictions, for 
burglary coupled with murderous assault, is regaling a mixed 
crowd of professed thieves and first offenders, with an account of 
his most infamous exploits in unrepeatable language, ^ Oaths, im- 
precations and blasphemies fill the air. At an opposite corner of 
the room an aged father and his daughter, brought here on a 
false charge of embezzlement, cower and try to hide their eyes 
from the loathsome sight, and shut out the hideous sound from 
their ears* In other parts of the building six other prisoners, 
two of them being mere children, are locked up in dark cupboards 
in which they can scarcely breathe* Four or five more are stowed 
away in a damp underground cellar, lightedhy a feeble Jet of gas, 
to which the Authorities would think twice before they consigned 
a dog* 

Enter First and Second Steeled Officials in passage* 

First Steeled Official {after listening complacently to groans, im- 
precations and cries)* Well, I calls them a lively lot this morning. 
’Ark at their growls. I ’ll growl ’em, if they won’t stop. Why they ’U 
he ’eared inside o’ the Court next. 

lA shriek is heard from the room the size of which is fourteen 
feet by ten* 

Second Steeled Official* They’re a doing 'murder. P’raps it’s 
’Orrible Jimmy up to some of his games, or p’raps they can’t breathe 
or somethink. {Shriek is repeated,) Well, what a row they makes 
about it. ^ 

First Steeled Official {opening the door, at which a frantic rush is 
made* Getting his body inside the room)* No— you don’t. Phew I 
Well, yon have got up a nice stench betwixt you, anyhow. But 
what ’s all this hollering about ? 

Aged Father {indignantly)* Holloaing, indeed I Why, this poor 
girl, maddened for want of air, has gone off into hysterics ; and now 
she ’s in a dead faint. \_Points to a female prisoner lying on the floor* 
Prisoners [generally)* We ain’t got no air. We can’t breathe. 
We’re a stifling. 

Aged Father, Ay, stifling ; but not only with the physical atmo- 
sphere, but— what is worse— with the moral. It’s outrageous to 


what are you doing ’ere, I should like to know. Get along with you I 

Aged Father* Tou ought to he in here yourself, to preserve 
decency and order. 

First Steeled Official* What, me in here a breathing this pesti- 
lence ! Wouldn’t yon jnst like to see me I Hookey I Here {address- 
ing Second Steeled Official). Give ns a hand with this. 

[They lug out the fainting girl between them, and close ihe door on the 
groaning, swearing, suffocating, struggling, and reeking crowd 
within. Bringing her to with a bucket of cold water, they rele- 
gate her, for want of any better place, to the coal-cellar* 

First Steeled Official {listening, as he passes up corridor, to 
smothered cries coming from several cupboard doors* Hammering at 
them)* ’Old your row, won’t yer ? If you give me much more of 
that, you sha’n’t come out for a month. {Playfully,) Pretty full 
this time, ain’t we ? 

Second Steeled Official* Yes; hut nice and proud and ’aughty 
they’re a gettin’ ; as if what’s done for this hundred years and more 
ain’t good enough for the likes of them. 

First Steeled Official* More air, indeed I Why, they ’ll he asking 
for welwet chairs next. [They move off. 

The Scene changes, an hour later, to the interior of the Assize Court* 
Learned Judge discovered on Bench* Leading Counsel, Jury, 
Witnesses, and public in their respective places. A rather long 
pause* 

The Learned Judge {after fidgeting a little, looking over the 
Calendar several times, and whispering to Court Officials in his 
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In the Court of Common Sense. 


vicmity), Ai, yes!_ Well, I’ll ask. Do you know, Brother Buk- 
KTBT, what is delaying us ? 

4 Mr, Serjeant Buyikuin^ Q,C, Ko, my Lud. We are quite ready 
to begin. But I’ll inquire. {Seeing Divisional Surgeon entering 
Courts pale^ and breathless,) Ha! perhaps this gentleman can teU 
us. Well, Mr. Surgeon ? 

Divisional Surgeon, You ’ll haye, my Lord, to put ofE the Assizes. 

The Learned Judge, To put off the 
A ssizes ^ 

All, To put off the Assizes ! Why? 
Divisiotial Surgeon, Because there 
are no prisoners. 

The Learned Judge, No prisoners ! 
What, have they escaped ! 

Divisional Surgeon, No. They are 
all asphyxiated. But you must ex- 
cuse me. We ’ve got them all laid in 
the Court below, and three of the hos- 
pital Doctors are doing their best to 
. save some of them. But this Officer 
i will give you all information. [Exit, 

Enter First Steeled Official, 

The Learned Judge, Dear me! 
All^ asphyxiated ? That some should 
be is, of course, I know, not uncom- 
v; mon. But how— all? 

First Steeled Official, Want of air, 

, my Lord. They said they found it a bit 
close ; but my orders was to keep ’em 
under lock and key. And so I did. 
The Learned Judge, Just so. {Re- 
ferring to Calendar,) But shall we be able to take no cases ? We 
have rather a full calendar, I see. This case of fraudulent trustee- 
ship, for instance ? 

First Steeled Official, He ’s dead, my Lord. We found he ’d gone 
off in the cellars in the night, of consumption. 

The Jjearned Judge, Dear me! how awkward. (Ref erring again 
to Calendar^) But this case of bigamy that foUows ? 

First Steeled Official, Found him smothered, my Lord, in the cup- 
board under the stairs. He ain’t no use. 

The Learned Judge, Dear me ! Dear me ! But this next case ? 

First Steeled Official, Gone clean off his ’ead, becos he was shut in 
a closet as was too small for him. You can hear him a ravin’ now. 

The Learned Judge, ^ Ah, most annoying ! And this ? 

First Steeled Official, Gone and ’ung Tbisself with his bracers, 
’cos he couldn’t stand no more of it. They ’re all down, your Lord- 
ship— ain’t none of ’em fit to come before you. 

The Learned Judge, Well, Gentlemen of the Jury, I scarcely like 
to dismiss you in this fashion, but you see how we are circumstanced. 

( Conmiotion in Frisonerd Dock,) But ha ! what’s this ? 

\Aged Father and Daughter^ in a very^ feeble state^ are led in by 
xoarderSj and, supplied tcith restoratives, are tried for fraud and 
co7ispiracy ; an alibi is proved by five witnesses, the prose^ 
cution collapses utterly, and the Jury, refusing to hear further 
evidence, acquit them unanimously, without leaving the box. 

Aged Fcdher (staggering to the front of the Dock), My Lord, before 
I leave this place, to which I have struggled with my daughter, I 
wish to point out, and while pointing out, to protest with all tne 
energy I can command, to yonr Lordship against the infamous treat- 
ment to which we have for the last three weeks been subjected, 
while waiting the issue of to-day’s trial. We have been forced to 
share the society of devils in human shape, thrust into crowded 
kennels into which it would be under such conditions sheer brutality 
to force a dumb animal, and all this not as branded criminals, but as 
people whose character is as free from stain or reproach, as your Lord- 1 
ship’s own. Surely, my Lord, it is a theory of English Justice, that 
every Englishman is to be considered innocent in the eye of the law, j 
until pronounced Guilty by a Jury of his fellow-countrymen. Yet, 
we have been treated worse than felons consigned to penal servitude. 

The Learned Judge (with warmth). And rightly too; notaccortog 
to theories of English justice, with which we in tms place have 
nothing to do, hut ia conformity with its practice, with which we are 
more immediately concerned. You have, Sir, in common with your 
class, got hold of that pestilent legal heresy, that the law regards 
every prisoner as innocent until he is proved guilty, when the very 
reverse is the case. How often shall I have to point out from my 
place on tMs Bench, that the law, on the contrary, holds every man 
charged with an offence as guilty, and punishes him as such, until he 
has been acquitted by a Jury of nis fellow-countrymen. Hence the, 
I dare say, not uncommon catastrophe, that the Court has witnessed 
this mornmg. But, you at least, are now out of it. and have nothing 
to complain of. Stand down, Sir, I am ashamed of your ignorance. 
[The Prisoners are aspsted from the Dock, and as the Judge is 
being presented with with a pair of black kid gloves in kmour 
of the occasion^ the Curtain slowly falls. 


A THEATRICAL CHAT. 

Mr, Nibbs, What, Sir, did you think of Modern Wives at the 
Boyalty ? 

Mr, Punch, The First Act, in idea, in acting, in every way, 
capitaL Mr. Edouint is perfect as the retired ^atter, and poor mx, 
Lvtton Sotheen was exceptionally good in the last part he ever 
played. His career was full of the brightest promise, poor'f fellow, 
and he would evidently have been Mr. Charles WyNDHAK’s snc- 
cessor in that ^culiar bustling light-comedy line. 

Jfr. Nibbs, He is a distinct loss to the stage. 

Jfr. Punch, As to the Ladies in this piece, the three sisters are 
well contrasted. Miss Atherton is rather too American perhaps for 
an English tradesman’s daughter ; hut in the Second Act, when his 
p»t becomes weak, Mr. Edoxjin justifies his daughter’s accent by 
his own. Miss Eva Wilson is a charming ingenue, not too in- 
gennous, and Miss Olga Brandon looks uncommonly handsome as 
the second married sister, whose husband, Mr, JSoneysett, is most 
naturally played by Mr. Selton. 

Mr, Nibbs, I thought Miss Bennett, the waiting-maid, very 
good ; didn’t you. Sir ? 

Mr, Punch, Yes. The haspirates were judiciously misplaced, "and 
the character was not in the least overdone. 

Mr, Nibbs, It stmck me the Second Act hung jSre. 

Mr, Punch, Undoubtedly it does \ it is weak and too long. The 
actors seemed to be endeavonring to infnse some extra life into this 
Act by boisterous fun. Bustle and swagger are not always satis- 
factory substitutes for humour and dramatic interest. 

Mr, Nibbs. Quite true, Sir ; but it bas reached its fiftieth night. 
By the way, I am told that the performance of Clancarty at the 
St. James’s has much improved. 

Mr, Punch, I was sure it would be so. A first night is a test, 
hnt not the fairest, nor the best. I must see it again. 

Mr, Nibbs, The Pantomime of Aughsths Druriolanhs is having 
a fine time of it— in spite of the fogs. 

Mr, ^ Punch, Yes — osidsubRoscL there is to be an Opera season 
after Easter, and, later on, when the Carl and Martrs Bose Show 
is over, he is going in for Italian Opera, 

If “ not in mortals to command success,” 

Augustus Drueiolanus will “ deserve it.” 

He is a marvellous Manager ! quite, as I have observed before, 
Harris in Wonderland, 

Mr, Nibbs, Which reminds me that there is another enterprising 
Manager who has deserved weB of parents, guardians, and children 
of aH ages. 

3fr, Punch. Meaning The Betjce, Edgar of that ilk, with Mr, 
Savile Clarke’s Alice in Wonderland, I am quite of your 
opinion. If the Manager and his Clarke are not above listening to 
a humble suggestion, 1 should say, Eenovate, without removing it ; 
and, with a few changes, you may run it, with matinees, right through 
the year. I venture to think it would he more crowded in spring 
and summer, when the children can walk to the theatre and back, 
than in winter. 

Afr. Nibbs, I hear that a Mrs, Brown Potter, an American 
beauty and theatrical amateur, is to make her debut as a professional 
actress at the Haymarket, in the play of Ma7i and Wife, 

Mr, Punch, It sounds a happy selection. But I have almost 
forgotten the piece. Perhaps during this lady’s engagement the 
Haymarket will he known as “ The Potteries.” Let ns to luncheon. 


Curiosities op ’Journalistic Literature.— This cutting from 
the Times, March 10, is well worth translation and preserving; — 

T O KIND-HEAETED EICH PERSONS, fond of Animals.— WiU one 
such., with noble generosity, spare a lady pain of parting with pair of 
ponies, to which she is devotedly attached, but no longer means to maintsdn ? 
Immediate NEED. — ^Address, &c. 

The translation is simply, that a Lady wants to keep her carriage. 
We sincerely wish she may get it. 


What Does He Mean by It?— In these days of prizes for word- 
puzzle competitions, it would be pretty safe to offer a very handsome 
reward for the discovery of the point, wit, humour or fun, in Lewis 
Carroll’s Game of Logic, published,— perhaps as part of the joke, 
whatever it may be,— with a set of counters and a plan, by Messrs. 
Macmillan. The Hunting of the Snark, we always thought, ought 
to have been called “No. 1, of the Colwell-Hatchney Series,” but 
this, the latest work by the author of Alice in Wonderland, leaves it 
far behind. It may yet have its use, however, as pages of it, or fifty 
lines at a time, might be set as a punishment to naughty boys and 
girls to write out or learn. 

Lewis Carroll has been “chopping logic,” and has given the 
young ’uns some uncommonly dry chips. 
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A CAUTION TO LADIES. 

(BEWARE OF THOSE TREACHEROUS GAUZE FANS.) 

Sir Pompey Bedell. “Well— A— now that I have thoroughly explained to you what ur Convictions are with regard 

TO THE Irish Question, I will proceed to Bur — a — I am really almost afraid I begin to perceive — ^a— that my Views 

on the Subject fail to arouse tour interest. Miss Mas ham T* 


THE EEAL GRIEYANCE OEFICE. 

Before Mr. Commissioner Punch. 

A Suiyeon of the Medical Staff Corps was introduced. 

The Commissioner, May I ask wkat I can do for you, Sir ? 

Applicant, I have to complain, Sir, that by a recent War Office 
Warrant the relative rank of Medical Officers in the Army has been 
abolished, and can scarcely do better than jfive a quotation from a 
much respected organ of our profession, British Medical Journal, 
which is as follows : — 

“ The medical officers regard the anomalous position they are now placed in 
as a matter of the gravest importance. They look upon the fact of their 
being deprived of rank in the Army as a degradation, for while, only recently, 
real rank has been conferred on the officers of the Commissariat and Trans- 

S ort and Pay Departments of the Army, the only rank the medical officers 
are ever had — relative rank — ^has been taken away from them,’^ 

The Commissioner, Please explain the distinction between the 
officers of the Commissariat and Transport and Pay Departments of 
the Army and the Medical Officers. 

Applicant, Both are non-combatants— the first have to supply the 
food and transport and pay of the Army ; the last the medical 
I assistance. 

The Commissioner, Are the duties of the fi.rst— supposing au Army 
to he in the field— of a more dangerous character than those of the last ? 

Applicant, Certainly not. On the contrary, as an Army Surgeon 
has frequently to be close np to the fighting line, he shares all the 
risks of combatants. It is true thaf hospitals are supposed to he 
protected by the Geneva Cross in civilised warfare, but not unfre- 
quently the fiag has been utterly ignored ; and in cases of a campaign 
gainst savages it absolutely becomes a target for the sharpest fire. 


frequently conferred on Medical Officers. 


Applicant, Frequently. I question whether they will be able to 
gain it in the future, as they will virtually sink into the position 
of civil employ ^s^ hired for a particular service. 

^ The Commissioner, ^ Certainly there seems to be food for considera- 
tion in your suggestion,. Has the position hitherto, of an Army 
Surgeon m a regiment, been an enviable one ? 

Applicant, It has depended to a great extent upon thelindividual 
himself ; hut, as a matter of fact, in cases of discipline the Army 
Surgeon has always been junior to the most recently joined subaltern. 
The relative rank has given him certain advantages as to'the choice 
of quarters, receiving salutes, &o., which now will he presumably 
abolished. The military idea is, that a man capable of keeping his 
head clear, and giving orders to his assistants in the most delicate 
surgical operations, is yet unable to command a file of men, as well 
as a youngster fresh from two months’ of militia-training, or a 
schoolboy course at Woolwich or Sandhurst. Of course such a 
suggestion is not calculated to gain for an Army Surgeon the 
entire respect of combatant officers in their teens. The new 
order goes a step— a very long step— further, and deprives him 
of even the shadow of rank. You may imagine how painful his 
position will become in a society where inilitary rank is of the first 
importance. . Some time ago Army Surgeons were removed (except 
in a few favoured battalions) from the regiments with which they 
had been closely associated for years, to he put upon the Staff. This 
was done, so it was said, on the score of economy ; but it is difficult 
to find a reason for this more recent departure— a departure which, I 
fear, may lead to departures of another kind, and departures that 
will rid the Army of every self-respecting member of our profession. 
For you must remember, Sir, that we are not only Officers, but 
Gentlemen. 

The Commissioner, It is well to remind the Authorities of that 
fact, I consider your grievance a very serious one,*and shall take 
all necessary steps to see that it is redressed. 

\_The Applicant thanhed the Commissioner on behalf of himself 
and some seven hundred colleagues, and withdrew. 




A/ 




THE STICKING PLACE!” 


Macieth . . L-eb S-i-sb-et. Lady Machetk ... “A M-ek-sg P-p-e,” 

Labt Macbeth. » - OTIEM OF PURPOSE ! GIVE KE THE DAGGERS I ’-rzz SHOW YOU HOW TO DO IT !1 
— ShaJcspeare, adapted to The Tmm, 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCHES STUDIO. 

'Ho, XXI.— The Bashtui. Ghost. 

Can’t you speak when yon are spoken to,” I asked, but she only 
wrung her hands (noiselessly of course) and looked down. 

She was a White Lady, hut the most gentle and retiring of her 
species. Obviously she 
would never have 
haunted the room of a 
bachelor if she could 
possibly have helped 
it ; it was the fault of 
the housekeeper at 
Schloss Schreckenstein 
for putting me into the 
chamber where she 
generally appears. 

“If you don’t speak,” 

I said, in a resolute 
tone, (for I had got 
over my first fright) 

“if you don’t speak, 

I ’ll tell you what I ’U 
do, lUl get up and, 
dress 

Of course this was a 
brutal kind of thing to 
say to a ghost of her 
nervously bashful 
type, and, in calmer 
moments, I have often 
regretted it. But what 
was a man to do ? I 
felt for the ghost as 
much as anyone can, 
but she wouldn’t go away, she wouldn’t speak, and she was not even 
useful for scientific purposes of Psychical Research. Who would 
have believed me, if I said I had seen her ? 



It was only too probable that young Geigsbt, of the Guards, and 
that young wretch Yon Spicheren, would “draw” me— and their 
own conclusions ! 

“ Can’t you disappear ? ” I said. 

‘ ‘ Impossible,” sue answered, peevishly. ‘ * I can’t disappear before 
cock-crow.” 

It was awfully awkward. At this moment young Grigsby, in the 
passage outside, gave, at the top of his voice, his celebrated imitation 
of a cock crowing. In a second, before you could so much as wink, 
tbe White Lady had vanished, and not a moment too early, for the 
door burst open, and Grigsby rode in on Yon Spicheren’s back, the 
latter going on all fonrs. ^ 

“Hi, here’s the Family Ghost,” shouted Grigsby,— but I did not 
think it necessary to inform him that the Family Ghost had j ust gone. 
I simply hit him over the head with the bolster, bringing him do^ 
from his charger with a crash. Xext day I left the BcMosSj the 
position was so dreadfully awkward, and I have often thought since, 
with sympathy and regret, of the Unlucky Shy White Lady of 
Schreckenstein.^ Doubtless many spectres, perhaps most, are m her 
very compromising position, a thing we refiect on too little when we 
hear of haunted houses. The ghost of a retiring gentleman, for 
instance,— but the subject is too painful. 



in^ 

„ _ _ 

be evidence to go to a Jury— to Gurney "and Myers, t mean,”— and I 
began to move as if I would throw ofi the heavy German eider-down 
qnilt. The Ghost fell on her knees. “ For my sake, don’t do 
she said. “ Oh, is it not punishment enough to have to haunt rooms 
where all sorts of strange people come, without your uttering such 
unmanly threats ? Oh, I never was spoken to so, since my life ! ” 

“ Then, why do you haunt them ? ” I asked. ^ “ TMs is 7ny room, 
not yours. It is not at all like the case of 3Ir, PicTcwicky and the lady 
in curl-papers.” 

“ It was most wrong, and inconsiderate of the Seneschal,” said the 
Ghost, “ to put you in here. If he had the feelings of a gentleman, 
he would only put ladies in this wing of the Castle.” 

“ Bnt the ladies refuse to be put here,” I replied. “You know 
you have frightened them all away, and I don’t wonder at it.” 

“I do not know what the world is coming to,” said the Ghost, 
“ in my time it was very different.” 

* * When was your time ? ” 

“ Oh, ahont the Reformation,” she replied, evasively, 

“The very early Hussite movement, then, judging from yonr 
dress,” I remarked, on which she flushed up, and muttered some- 
thhig about “personal remarks.” 

“ When I was a girl,” she said, “ we would have been ashamed to 
be afraid of our White Lady, Bertha ton Schreckenstein, to whose 
place I succeeded. We always got on capitally with her^ and she 
with us. Never a complaint on either side. No Knights were ever 
put in her rooms, I warrant you. Are you a Knight ? ” 

“My dear Madam,” I replied, “I am not in trade, nor am I a 
medical man, nor a Mayor, nor a painter. I am a literary character, 
I am. They don’t make us Knights.” 

“ I see, you are a Minstrel ? ” she answered. 

“ A lazy one,” I replied, and she quite brightened up, and said she 
had read my little things (she was mistaken about that), in the 
drawing-room, after the family had gone to bed. 

However, she began to become shy and self-conscious again. 

“In this Schloss,” she said, “gentlemen seldom go to bed before 
two in the morning, and I get the haunting over early, and have a 
few hours to mysmi. Butyow’r^ come up too soon! Oh, dear!” 
she exclaimed in an agony, “I hear them bouncing along from the 
smoking-room, and they are just as likely as not to come in here to 
‘ draw’ you, and then, oh dear, oh dear,” said the Ghost, “ what*o*7/ 
the next world say of me ? They are sa censorious.” 

Could there be a more painful position for me, and for this retiring 
spectre ? “ Can’t I get ip, and a bolt for it ? ” I said, but she 
would not hear of it. 


SIR PERCY AND THE FEARFUL FOGGE. 

{A new “ Percy Peliqiic.^') 

Full seven hundred Members mayde alonde tbys one remark— 

“ Scarce can we breathe, or speke, or thynke. Wee all are in the 
darke.” 

Like unto pygmyes arm’d against great Basan’s Monarque Og, 

So gasping, gallant gentlemen doe battell with the Fogge. 

Stout Percy to the Commons went, all in Westministeere. 

Guoth he, “Ye have good neede of help, the Fogge doth enter heere. 

“ I ventylate and drayne the House, and keep it sweet and cool.” 
Cryed every man, “ Who ’ll stay the Fogge ” Guoth hold PEEcf , 
“I wool!” 

“ Now bless thee, Doctor Percy I ” cry the Commons, with a cheer, 

“ If thou the Fogge shalt set at naught all in Westministeere ; 

And ff with cotton-wool thou pluggest cranny, hole, and crack, 

The Lords we’U dysestablyshe, and to thee give the Wool-sack.” 

Stout Percy sniff'd a pynche of snuff, all of the olden sehoole. 

Guoth he, “ And if I fayle I’ll get the Sack without the Wool. 

Natheless the cotton- wool I ’ll try ; my very best I ’H do.” 

“No more can we expect,” sayde each to each. “ Que icoolleij^iDooV^ 

Stout Percy hies him to the work, uor fists to knave nor fool. 

Plenty of ‘ cry’ there be,” quoth he. “ My ears hold cotton- wool, 

“ As walls have ears, I trow,” quoth he, “ those at Westministeere 
Will thank me soe for saving them from much that else they’d heare.” 
# # * * # ^ 

Then Heav’n send Doctor Percy may bring them fight and peace I 
May Fogge clear from Westministeere, and all obstruction cease ! 


FITS OF THE BLUES. 

By Dumib Cramlo, J unior. 




Clearing the Lock with a Head Wind. 


A Slight FouL 
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PRECAUTION. 

Constable [to Citizen in degraded condition in the gutter), “Now then, ge’ up ! 'Mfs’n*t 

LIE THERE ” Qitvien , “Are you Tleeshm’l?” 

Constable “Get up, Sir! You’ll be run over!” 

Citizen, “Eh ? ” — [solemnly) — “ 'bn Sh-h-htop th’ Trapp’ c ! ! ” 


A Suggestion pob Ireland.— To "be quite fair, why not divide the duties of Irish 
Secretary between Colonel Saundebson and Mr, Dillon? The former to be in office 
Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, and the latter, Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays. 
Sundays, being dies non, they could dine together, and talk matters over amicably, or arrange 
a meeting in the Phoenix with their Under-Secretaries as seconds. 

Jubilee Interchanges. — The Q.ueen gives the Pope a splendidly bound Vulgate, and 
the Pope gives the Q,ueen a magnificent Mosaic, Her Majesty’s gift, however, has the 
advantage of including the finest specimen of Mosaic work. 


We see that a certain firm of manufacturers advertise a “ Jubilee .Soap.” Scarcely 
necessary, as there is such a quantity of the article about everywhere. Still to some 
Provincial Mayors and Common CounoiLmen a supply may yet he useful, and we could 
mention one or two who would be likely to “ take the cake,” 


EDUCATION MADE EASY. No 3. 

In the City, before Alderman Kumitsteong, 

A Small Boy is ^placed inf he Bock, 

Alderman, What is the charge ? 

Clerk, Stealing boots, Your Worship. 
Alderman, What do you say, boy ? 

Boy, Notbink, Sir. 

Alderman, Why did you steal the boots ? 
Boy, Notbink else to do, Sir. 

Alderman . What does he mean? Is 
there anyone in Court who knows this boy ? 

A Working Man {stepping forward), I 
am the father of the boy, Sir. 

Alderman , How old is he ? 

Father, Thirteen, Sir. 

Alderman, Well, you hear what he has 
been doing,— stealing boots. What do you 
say about it ? 

Father (with grumpy resignation). It is 
all fault of School Board. 

Alderman, What do you mean, Man ? 
What on earth has the School Board to do 
with it ? ^ 

Father {as if he were delighted to have it 
out with somebody). Well, 1 ’ll jnstteU you, 
Sir. You see this ’ere boy is a werry good 
boy, and he can read and write, and do his 
’rithmetic with the best on ’em.^ So Jem 
Snooks, the greengrocer, ’ires him at six 
boh a week, which he did his work reg’lar, 
and every Saturday night came ’ome with 
his six bob, and give it to his mother. 

Alderman, Well, what then? What has 
all this to do with stealing the hoots ? 

Father, Well, as I was a sayin’, he came 
home reg’lar on Saturday night, hut one 
night he came ’ome a crying and said he ’d 
got the sack, but he brought his six boh all 
the same. 

Alderman, And why, as you call it, had 
he got the sack ? 

Father, ’Cause he said School Board man 
wouldn’t let him stop. So on the Monday 
mornin’ I goes to Jem Snooks, and says 1 
to Jem, says I, “ Why did you give Tommy 
the sack? Ain’t he a good hoy, and don’t 
he do his work reg’lar ? ” And, says Jem 
tome, “Tommy is a werry good boy, and 
does his work reg’lar, but School-Board man 
came and looked beastly glum, and says he, 

‘ If you don’t pack ofi that ’ere boy this very 
day, I’ll have you up before the Beaks, 
and you’ll be fined and imprisoned, and 
have your goods sold up, ’taties and inguns 
and all, and no mistake.’ So what could I 
do ? ” said Jem, “hut send away Tommy ?” 

Alderman {a hit puzzled). They must now 
go to school up to lourteen ? 

The Clerk. That is so, Sir. 

Alderman {to Father of the Boy), Well, 
I have listened to yonr story, hut what it 
has to do with stealing the boots I don’t 
understand. 

Father. Just Ibis, your Worship. This 
’ere boy you have ’eard, is a good boy, and 
though swells, such as you, mayn’t think 
much of six bob a week, it is a mighty ’elp 
to poor fathers like us, in sich times as 
these. And Tommy having been used to 
beam a ’onest penny and ’elps, tho’ I say 
it, to keep the younger kids, would not go 
back to school again. And so, haying 
nothin’ to do, he falls in with some idle 
chaps, and they persuade him to steal the 
boots. 

Alderman. And you would really have 
me believe that the School Board has made 
him a thief. Ha ! ha ! ha ! that is a joke 
indeed. But there must be some inquiry 
made about this boy. I will remand him 
for a week. 


The Earliest Beverage Eecobded nr 
THE CLASsics.—The Sack of Troy. 


A Ship in Considerable Diepicuxties.— ‘The Irish Secretary-Ship. 
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A REAL HIGHWAY ''-MAN. 


“ Mr. Hor-arb Tincekt is trying to clear the streets of London from the gates, bars, rails, posts, -walls, and other obstructions to free ciiculation for 
rehicles or passengers .” — Daily 2\ius. 








fill" ^ 














Hueeah for tliis geiiuiiie Knight of the Eoad ! 

No Dashing Duval would he in it, 

And Dice who Black Bess so sublimel^f bestrode, 

'W’ould not hold it with him for a minute. 

Dice cleared turnpike gates to be sure, at a pinch, 

But here is a rider of mettle, 

Who ’d clear them, azeay. my Howabd, don’t flinch 

Till our Baby Ion-blockers you settle. 

Too long have our ducal obstructives, too long 
Have our loblolly Landlords perplexed us. 

With bars, posts and raDs. Now you challenge the wrong 
With which Tested Interests have vexed us. 


Here ’s pluck to your horse, and here ’s power to his heels I 
Mav he bear you with stout unwrung withers ; 

Till the last ducal dodderer hopelessly feels, 

His last barrier is kicked all to smithers. 

Kebecca’s rough Daughters achieved a good task 
In clearing the Toll-gates ; hut you, Sir, 

Our latter-day Highway-Man, minus the mask, 

A far finer work have to do, Sir. 

The ennined obstructives will doubtless object. 

The Landlords will rail and raise ructions ; 

But the PuhHc will praise and your Funch will protect. 
The Clearer of City Obstructions I 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


BXTBACTED FEOM 


THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, March 7.— Dr. Tanner hustling 
about the House to-night, advocating his scheme for preventing the 
fog taking the Chair again in the absence of Speaeer. As far as I 
I can make out, he proposes a snpplv of head-gear made of antiseptic 
cotton- wool ; to he kept in Cloak-Room, and, whenever a fog comes 
on, to he served out to Members, Pluneet objects on aesthetic 
grounds. Doesn’t think it would look well from the Ladies’ Grallery 
to see Members mnfded up in masks of cotton-wool. Besides, doubts 
efficacy of suggestion. “ In short,” he says, “ Tanner’s scheme not 
worth sixpence.” 

Sage of Q,ueen Anne’s Gate proposes amendment. If the cotton- 
wool, antiseptic or otherwise, were stufied into the ears of Members, 
on foggy nights or fine, he should support proposal. Tanner says 
that won’t do ; and there matter stands for the present. 

Cry of “Wolpf! Wolit!” through House to-night. In Com- 
mittee of Supply, Tote on further payment on account of Drommond 
WoLEP’s Mission to Egypt comes up. Seems it costs £15,000 a year, 
and no one knows what it ’s about, much less when it will he brought 
to conclusion, Fergusson seems to know less than anyone, but 
assumes oracular air, hints at important negotiations carried on, ' 
winks and nods confidentiaRy at Members opposite, and whispers, j 


“Wait a bit, and you’ll see.” Members won’t wait, but go to 
Division, and very nearly succeed in cutting off Wolpp’s salary, 

“ How strange are the ways of life ! ” Chaplin mnrmured, gazing 
through half-closed eyes at bench opposite, where Fourth Party once 
sat. “ Who, three years ago, could have forecast their history ? 
There ’s Randolph stranded on the shores of Africa; here’s Gorst 
subsided into an Under-Secretary. There ’s Balpour with Dublin 
standing wide-eyed round him as he ’s sworn-in Chief- Secretary ; 
and here’s Wolpfy pic-nicing in Egypt at a cost to the nation of 

£15,000 a ;^ear ; whilst I ^not done so weR as any of them. But 

my time will come.” 

After Wolff episode. Committee pounded away at Totes. One 
0^ Clock in morning having long since sounded, Robertson moved to 
Report Progress. Clear across the House came from the bench where 
Chaplin sat the thrilling inquiry, “ Who is the animal ? ” J. O’Con- 
nor asked the Chairman \raat he thought of that as a point of 
order. Chairman apparently thought nothing, for he said nothing, 
and business went forward again. Courtney, in not noticing the 
inquiry, probably had in mind weR-known precedent when, years 
ago, Joseph Gillis first presented himself to notice of the House, 
Dizzy, then Premier, fumbled his eyeglass into position, and stariag 
across the floor, said to Lord Barrington, “ What ’s that ? ” 

Business done , — ^Totes in Supply. 

TWsday.— Few things House likes more than to hear M^Gasel 
Hogg answer a question in his capacity of Chairman of Board of 
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^orks. Matter too important to be trusted to tli- cbanoea of 
extemporaneous speech. Some time in course of the day M‘GrAiiEL 
possesses himself of largest available sheet of foolscap, takes a new 
pen (quill), and writes out bis answer. On ordinary occasions is 
^ content to sit on any 

^ ^ behind Treasury 

Bench. When! he has 
V^V ^ appear as Hepresen- 

A Board of 

jAX^orks, feels occasion 
jjf f I demands comer seat ; 
i 1 comes down early, 
I'l 4 ll and secures that sacred 
Ji / /I to the memory of Eait- 
m Ml ^ / yi- DOLEH. Here he sits, 

watchful, tni the un- 
^i\ fortunate Member, 

// lillln^illl 1 1/ v\ ventured to 

/ / iilllU ' 111 I i 111 question any action of 

I irVj^Q Board of Works finds 

opportunity. Then 
^ The M‘G-aiiei rises, his 

nr X TA ■ 1 j i j j j. one war - lock set in 

[We hope he had medical advice, and is quite impressive head 

reoorered by this time.] ^ TTnftin f> the mami- 

soript in. hia left hand, and fixing his eyeglass with tihe other, he 
first turns upon his interlocutor a scorching look of reproof. Then, 
in loud voice, rapidly reads his little homily, glancing over his 
eyeglass at the end of each successive sentence to see how the Hon, 
Member likes it. If, as sometimes happens, the offender is not lite- 
rally shrivelled up by the time the last sentence is rolled forth. The 
M^Gae-EL turns upon him a final regard, indefinable and indescri- 
bable ; yet the looker-on feels that the glance is eloquently expressive 
of pained surprise that there can exist on this fair earth a human 
being so insensible to conviction of having incurred displeasure of 
the Metropolitan Board of Works. 

“I am surprised that my Hon, friend,” said The M*GAiiEijnstnow 
turning upon DixcK-HAETLAin) a withering glance, should have 
felt it necessary to ask this question, after the pledge I gave on 
Thursday.” 

If Dixoir-HAETLAin) had been a sensitive man, nothing but a spot 
of grease on the bench where he had sat, would thereafter have 
represented Uxbridge, As it was he tried to hide his emotion behind 
an uneasy smile, whilst the ribald House shook with laughter. 

Business done, — rurther debate on Closure. 

Thursday, — “And so now you’re a B.B.K.,” I said to Chaeles 
Lewis, as he stood at the Bar. “ How did it come about ? ” 

“ In simplest possible way, Toby. By observing a modest de- 
meanour, never thrusting myself upon the notice of the House, and 
keeping generally in the background. Befieot on these things ; 
follow my example, and peradventure the Jubilee Tear wiH not come 
to a close without recognition of your personal worth. Why not 
Sir Toby M.P.?” 

Hice fellow Lewis, a good judge of character, and generally 
appreciative. House used to he prejudiced against him, because he 
wore a white waistcoat out of season. But he’s au intelligent 
man. and I think there is always something in what he says. 

A long night in Committee of Supply. Discussion on Egyptian 
affairs brought up an old quarrel. Blaine hlandlv suggested that 
Goschen had a personal interest in the vote for the increased ex- 
penses of the Army in Egypt ; based assertion on fact that nearly 
quarter of century ago Goschen’s firm had floated loans for Egypt. 
Goschen came in just in time to hear Blahoj blundering along on 
this course. Suddenly flared up with righteous wrath. 

“ I wish,” he cried, striking the table, “ the Hon. Member to^state 
distinctly and specifically what he means by what he says.” 

Bather exacting this. If every man had to say exactly what he 
means by what he says. House of Commons not he so popular resort. 
Beahte fumbled and fenced. Was hronght up by the Chairman, 
and pinned to the grotmd by Goschen. Getting flabbergasted, 
Windbag Sexton came to bis assistance, but didn’t succeed m 
making diversion. Goschen, still blazing, kept Blaine to the point. 
As soon as possible Blaine retired from the contest, a little amazed 
at the uproar he had created. 

Business done, — otes in Supply. 

Last sitting of week wearisomely given up to Procedure 
and Estimates, agreeaMy varied by Httle domestic piece. Ho trans- 
lation from the Erench, this. Q,uite new and original. Title, The 
Berjidy of Bhwden, Dramatis Bersonee : Sir William Plowhen, 
the Confiding Caller; Me, Eoewoop, the Designing Host. Secre- 
tary, Clerks, OfiBLce Boy, Porters, &c. Soene, the Admiralty. Time, 
' last Saturday. Enter, Plowben, encountered by Secretaiy, Asks 
to see Eeport of Contracts Committee. Secretary hesitates. “ Private 


^air, don’t you know.^t Awful row if it got!JntL those newspapers.’ 
Plowben nothing to do'with newspapers. Secretary relents. Shows 
^port in confidence. Plowben walks out. As he goes, drops a 
letter— doesn’t perceive his loss. (Slow music.) JExit, 

Scene 2. Boom darkened. OfB.ee Boy steals in ; observes letter 
on floor ;^puts it on top of Eoewoob’s letters. Thunder in the 
wings. Oflice Boy starts, JExity making cart-wheel. 

Scene 3. Still at Admiralty. Eoewoob enters. Binds on his 
desk the morning newspapers, and heap of letters. Being a man of 
hnsiness, reads newspapers first. Starts. Treachery ! Secret Be- 
port has got out ! Who has done this ? Leans head on hands, and 
thinks intently. (Slow music.) Approaches heap of letters. First 
one is that which Plowben dropped. (Beverheration of distant 
thunder in wings draws nearer.) Letter written to Plowben by a 
Confederate 1 Proposes rendezvous, where he “ will explain how the 
Secret Beport could be easiest got at.” Betrayed ! Foewoob falls 
senseless on the floor, where he is later found by the irresponsible 
Office Boy, and put away in the waste-paper basket. 

Act II. Scene 1. House of Commons. Foewoob tells his story. 
House groans in horror at Plowben’ s perfidy. Scene 2, the same. 

! Plowben explains matters. Foewoob accepts explanation. Fall 
on each other’s necks, and so exeunt. 

Yoice from Strangers’ Gallery — “ My high !,” 

This is the Office Boy, who is immediately thrust forth, and the 
House gets to business. 

Business done , — Closure Debate. 


THE HEW “LILLI BUBLEBO.” 

{To 'be sung by Nationalists to the old air,) 


Ho ! Broder League,’ dost hear 
^ the decree ? 

LiBi BuUcro, Buller a-la. 
“Saxtnbeeson ought to be suh- 
Secretree,”. 

Bully BuUero, Buller a-la. 

Lero, Lero, Bebvees Btjllseo, 
Lero, Lero, Buller o-la 

Oranges come to us from foreign 
climes, 

Lilli Bullero, Buller a-la, 


Is the blood-orange a sign of the 
Times ? 

LiBi Bullero BuBer a-la. 

Lero, &Q, 

Down with Moon-lighters and up 
with the Laws 1 
LiBo Bullero, BuBer a-la, 

And save us from Fire-and- 
Sworderson’s claws ! 

Lilli BuBero, BuBer a-la ! 

Lero, &c. 


THE MICRO-TELEBHOHB PUSH-BUTTON. 








“At front 
doors, in thein- 
I terior rooms of 

_ I houses, every- 

: I where, in short, 

where the or- 
dinary electric 
buttons are used, 
the telephonic 
^ button may be 

introduced. It 
I will by this 

I' means be pos- 

sible to give or 
receive instruc- 
tions, to know 
who is knocking 
at the door, to 
communicate in 
short, by speak- 
ing, as wellas by 
it is unnecessary to 


jSouseholder. “Htjlioa! What is it?” 
th?tI— cLmunicate 
Bouseholder {jprowptly), “Not at Home ! ” Sgfas^eKby 

ringing. On the advantage of this in everyday life it is unnecessary to 
dwell.” — GlohBj March 9. 

The Authors’ Meeting. 

Wednesday^ March 9. 

They listened to a good harangue. 

From a man of acents,y-LANe y-LAN0. 

When on his legs got Beett, B.A., 

Some people wished they were away. 

Most came to hear E. W. Gosse. 

Who stayed away sustained no loss. 

Latest eeom Otte Colwell-Hatchney Coeeesponbent.— He 
always smiled when he looked at his watch, because, he said, the 
haudk directed him to grin each time, 

“The Biver Weae.”— F lannels. 


TO COKBESPOHDEHTS. — ^In no case can Contributions, whether STS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless aoeompaaled 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Ck^es of MS, should he kept by the Senders. 
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A FOREIGNER AT THE TOOLERIES. 

On Saturday last a parody of a l)iirlesc[Tie was produced at Mr. 
Toole’s theatre, with a cast, that if it could not command success, 

might have hoped (in some 

' -f'^v piece) to have deserved it. Un- 

' ' il ■ fortunately, Ruddy gore^ or Ruddigore^ 

or whatever may now he the name of 
' i *- opera houffe at the Savoy, is rather 

w ^ ghostly joke, and a joke upon a 
]/!/' ghostly joke, becomes a trifle ghastly. 


B i ;;, ghostly joke, becomes a tritle ghastly, j 
However, Mr. Ward was certainly j 
r amusing as our own Gee-gee, and Miss ^ 
Mabee Linden could not do better than i 
. be her own bright graceful self as j 
I '.i Rosy, Mr. Toole apologised for not 
' appearing in the piece himself, but ] 
under all the circumstances, it is ; 
^ scarcely a matter of regret, that he j 
},yc reserved his unlimited powers of . 

item Id on Rarle Frangais, which together went better than ever, < 
and kept the audience, while they lasted, in roars of laughter. By ; 
the way, according to the programme, Mr. Toole has appeared no i 
less than 4,079 times in the character of Mr. Spriggins. It is never 
safe to prophesy, unless you know, still a run of this very consider- 
able length can hardly be predicted with confidence for such stuff as 
Ruddy George, 

JOTTINGS FOR JOURNALISTS. 

A School for Journalists,” is announced, with offices in the 
Strand. A gentleman of experience, Mr. David Akdeeson, to wit, 
of the Outer Temple, who heads his advertisement WTiat to do 
with our Boys,” (what, all of them ? ) is going to “ employ a staff 
of expert assistant-masters,” and will instruct his pupils in writing 
leading articles, paragraphs, reviews of books, dramatic criticism, 
sub-e£ting, war correspondence, and so on. It sounds a trifle 
sanguine to undertake in twelve months “to make any fairly well 
educated young man a thoroughly trained and expert journalist, 
capable of earning from six to twenty pounds a week,” but no doubt 
Mr. Andersont can do it if anybody can. Mr. Rtinch wishes success 
to the heroic venture, and adds a sample of the sort of instruction 
which may prove useful to budding editors, sub-editors, &o. 

Soto to Write Leaders. — ^Beginners in this branch of Journalism 
are apt to fall into the vulgar error of supposing that what the public 
wants is a really good English style. Carefully avoid this mistake. 
Never write good English,^ and don’t write English at aU iE possible, 
but try for a style consisting of long-winded Latinisms and slangy 
idioms and expressions borrowed from every language under the sun. 
Avoid modesty. Never assert that a policy seems bad, but say 
straight out that it is bad. Never do what the Proprietor or Editor 
of your paper suggests, but take your own “ line,” and never mind if 
you subsequently nave to “take your hook” in consequence. This 
gives an impression of manly independence, and leads to your ser- 
vices being ^much appreciated. Say to the Editor, when he tries to 
dictate sentiments to ^ou, “ Sir, either give me carte hlanche, or 
the sack!” — and he will most probably give you the latter. Make 
it a habit to treat all Statesmen, on the side opposed to that "which 
you have (temporarily) adopted, as utter humbugs, and trans- 
parent knaves. You must not say so, of course, in so many words ; 
but you can let your opinion be clearly seen. A good start for an 
article is like this, — “ fiegarded as a serious contribution to the study 
of the Church Disestablishment question (or whatever the actual 
question may be), the Prime Minister’s latest speech is simply beneath 
criticism. The Bight Honourable Grentleman” — probably a man 
universally respected for his integrity and matchless services to his 
country, but never mind that — “ is thereby convicted either of the most 
am^ng ignorance of the first principles of that political science on 
which he presumes to dogmatise, or else of the most arrant h 3 rpocrisy.” 
Then you go on easily and gracefully to prove your points, in the 
full assurance that the Statesman in question will probably never see 
your article, and that even if he does he is perfectly certain not to 
take the trouble to contradict any luisstatements you may have made. 
This knowledge gives you a pleasing sense of security as you write. 
If you are not much acquainted witii the subject you are asked to 
wnte on, write all the more decidedly about it. Never feel bound 
over to hold your peace about any topic owing to the trifling circum- 
stance that you happen to be absolutely ignorant of it. 

War Correspondence. — ^This is a very good line for a sickly lad 
to adopt. It does not require much literary skill, but tact in 
getting out of the way of bullets and cannon-balls is essential. 
By way of practice, your instructor should jhire a large hall, and 
fit it up ytdth models of savage warriors in wax (also in a wax), 
rushing rivers, impenetrable forests, camps, and so on. If the 




0h|w^ 


savages could be made to howl, by clock-work, occasionally,^ so 
much the better. Every student should bring his own mechanical 
horse, and be able to mount it without faUing over the other side, 
which might spoil the of the engagement. Practise 

ambushes. Also practise being caught in one by the aforesaid 
savages, who might perhaps be constructed so as to throw a blunt 
spear at you at the right moment. An organ accompaniment to a 
battle would increase the effect. If there isn’t an organ handy, try 
fog -signals. "When they explode, hold the mane firmly with one 
hand; with the other you can get out pen, ink, endpaper, and begin 
a graphic description of anything you see, or don’t see. Corre- 
spondents always do this in a battle. Bevolvers, constructed on the 
pop-gun principle, would be useful ; only don’t aim at the G-eneral, 
unless he is supposed to have ridiculously refused you aH information 
as to his plan of campaign. 

Renewing Books ^ <S'C. — ^About the only accomplishment necessary 
for this branch of the joumalistie profession is knowing how to write. 
It is as well also to know how to read, but this is not essential. ^ It is 
astonishing what a good idea can be attained, after some practice, of 
a book by merely glancing at its cover and title-page. In three- 
volume novels begin at the last chapter and work back a page or two. 
Speak airily of the plot, and bring in the names of Thackeray, Swot, 
George Eliot, or some other well-known writer, to show that you 
have a general acquaintance with English Kterature. You might 
call round at the publisher’s about luncheon time, just to intimate 
that you were thinking of reviewing their hook. Verb, sap. 


A CRY PROM AMBLESIDE. 

(By the Very La>st of the Lake Poets . ) 

At Windermere a party of Excursionists alighted. 

Exulting in their enterprise with pardonable pride ; 

The latent poetry within their bosoms was excited, [Amhleside ! ” 
Said they, “We’re near onr yearned-for beer— we’ve got to 

“ Excuse me, but you ain’t there yet ! ” observed the Station-Master 
(An excellent official, if a trifle cut and dried) ; 

“You can reach it in an hour— though you ’ll have to step out faster. 
Four mile we make it by the lake from here to Ambleside.” 

“ We ’ve come out to enjoy ourselves. You don’t ketch us a walkin’. 
We ain’t seoh fools as that, no fear, when we ’ve a chance to ride! 

So put us in the train, old chap, and don’t stand there a talkin’. 

The terminus for all of us, d’ye see, is Amhleside ! 

“ There’ll he some tables there set out, as we can take our teas on, 

And p’raps a publie-’ouse or two where liquor ain’t denied.” 

“You canH he booked no further— for the very simple reason 
That there ain’t no sign of any line ’twixt this and' Ambleside ! ” 

At such a blow his auditors were dismally dejected ; 

They sank upon the platform faint, a number of them cried, 

“If this is what you calls ‘ The Lakes,’ it ain’t what we expected. 
TMs precious hole is not our goal. We ’re bound for Ambleside ! ” 

“Cheer up!” the Station-Master said, “and don’t give way to 
lowness, 

For here are lakes and mountain peaks— a panorama wide ; 

From Waterloo to Biscay How, from Newby Bridge to Bowness, 

I think you ’ll find it ain’t behind the view from Ambleside. 

“ Onr scenery is ‘ picturesque, if not precisely eene,’ 

As you may see it stated in the Illustrated Guide.” [dreary ! 
Said they, “ Them mountains blocks the view, and everythink is 
There must be more to see, for sure, out there, in Ambleside.” 

“ Well, if this end of Windermere don’t happen to content yon, 

Along the lake you may perceive incessant steamers glide ; 

Or you could hire a trap and drive— there’s nothing to prevent yon — 
And thus your feet may tread the street they’ve christened 
Amhleside,” 

But no, these poor Excursionists would hear no consolation : 

There was the risk of being drowned, if they the steamer tried ; 
They scorned to patronise a place which had no railway sta,tion, 

Nor could they drive (and safe arrive) at distant Ambleside, 

A kind Director saw their plight ; it set his heart a-hleeding ; 

He knew no rest till Parliament some remedy applied. 

And, should his philanthropic Bill survive a final reading, I 

The least select may hook direct his seat to Amhleside f ! 

Let sentimental Rnskinites the theory disparage, 

Most scenery afoot you miss— it cannot be denied ; 

The Nature-lover’s point of view ’s a third-class smoking carriage. i 
’Twould be a blot if there were not a line to Ambleside ! | 

Aitother Allotment.— W hat those who didn’t get any said 'a 
few days ago, “ Hotoh-kissing goes by^favour.” 
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ROUND THE CAULDRON. 

A Scent some way after S'haksfpeare, 
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First Witch . . S-l-sb-et. 

Scene — A Dark Cabinet. In the middle a 
Cauldron simmering. iShindy. Enter 
Three Witches, 

First Witch. Tkrioe the Party wind hath 
slew’d. 

Second Witch. Thrice ; and long we Ve 
hedged and trimmed. 

Third Witch. Haktt cries, “ ’Tis time, ’tis 
time!” 

First Witch. EoTind about the cauldron go ; 
In the ingredients quickly throw. 


Third Witch . . H-bt-ntht-nt. 

Like a toad beneath a stone, 

Days and nights, now many a one, 

We have skulked, and caught it hot. 
Kow ’tis time to fill the pot. 

All. Double, double toil and trouble I 
We must make the cauldron bubble ! 
Second Witch, Cornel no longer quail and 


Strong: Coercion boldly take ; 
Eye of law foul wrong to dog, 
Hand of steel to smite and flog. 
In the cauldron stoutly fling 
Justice’s unflagging wing. 


[quake. 


Second Witch , . G-scb-b. 

That willjcharm away your trouble, 
And^soon make the cauldron bubble ! 
^^.iBWith whatever toil and trouble. 

We must make our cauldron bubble. 
Third Witch. Yet Law must be no mere w( 1 f ; 
That will never bridge the gulf. 

Let Concession andfEedress 
Mollify the bitter mess ; 

Lion claw and tooth of shark 
Help to make the outlook dark. 

Briars and nettles wiU not do, 

Better blend the olive too. 
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Ruthless hands and chiding lips 
Will but daxken the eclipse. 

Sweeten it with honey-paste, 

If you*d hit a Liberal taste. 

Q,uick ! the Party are in haste. 

^uick! or in impatient pet 
They our cauldron may upset. 

All, Double, double, toil and trouble ! 

We must make our cauldron bubble ! 

First Witch {aside). Ah! we are of various mood. 
Hope our mixture may prove good. 


Most Extraoeddtaey.— There were at least four thea- 
trical cases in Court last week, in not one of which was 
Mr. I. L. Toole called as a Witness. Mr. AnxinjE 
Robeets had to appear in a new character, and it cost 
him £50. Ahem! “ When Aethtte first in Court began ” 
— as the old song says— but he won’t care to go on in the 
same line, 

THE EYEEYWHEEE JUBILEE TEAS. 

[Sung ly a sanguine Provincial Mayor to a well-known 
Nursery Tune.) 

At Town-hall Meetings, from the chair, 

I ’ ve put it to them fiat, 

How this Imperial affair 
Was sending round the hat, 

With a “ Jubilee” here and a “ Jubilee ” there ; 

Here a “ Ju,” there a “ bi,” 

Everywhere a “ lee,” 

Until the fact I Ve made quite clear 
That this is the Everywhere Jubilee Tear ! 

Some are for thrift, some for expense, 

Each to his hobby clings. 

And those who give their pounds or pence 
All want all sorts of things. 

Some want a park here, some want a park there, 

Here a park, there a park. 

Everywhere a park. 

Some ’U have a pump here, some ’ll have a pump there. 
Here a pump, there a pump. 

Everywhere a pump. 

And they ’ll vote for it here, and they ’ll vote for it there, 
Here a vote, there a vote, 

Everywhere a vote : 

Till it’s “ Jubilee” here, and it’s “ Jubilee” there. 

Here a “ Ju,” there a “ bi,” 

Everywhere a “lee,” 

And brings the fact home doubly clear. 

That this is the Everywhere Jubilee Year ! 

And so I move the whole machine ; 

Turn on the public tap ; 

Though some, who say they’re “ Not so green,” 
Won’t give a single rap. 

But I put a screw on here, and I put a screw on there. 
Here a screw, there a screw, ! 

Everywhere a screw ; 

And I try a dodge here, and I try a dodge there, 

Here a dodge, there a dodge, 

Everywhere a dodge. 

Eor the Q,ueen she’ll be here, and the Qxteeb she’H be 
there, 

Here the Q-ijeeis-, there the QuEEisr, 

Everywhere the Queen ; 

And she ’ll make a Knight here, she ’ll make a Knight 
there, 

Here a Knight, there a Knight, 

Everywhere a Knight. 

So it’s “ Jubilee ” here, and it ’s “ Jubilee ” there, 

Here a “ Ju,” there a “bi,” 

Everywhere a “lee,” 

And I fancy I see my way quite clear 
How to work this Everywhere Jubilee Year I 



“Fee Simple.”— Dr. Doyle G-lanvule lecturing on 
New Guinea, said it was a bad climate and unworthy of 
enterprise. The Doctor prefers the certainty of the old 
Guinea Coast in London. 

A SuBPBiSE.— An allottee said that his application for 
Allsopp’s was answered in GunrcTESS. 


THE PLAINT OF THE MINOR POET, | 

So that ’s what you call a good notice P You give me a grasp of the hand, ! 

And, carried away by emotion, a drink you invite me to stand ; 

And, because I am moody and sober, you say what a fellow I am. 

I wish I ’d a quire of the papers, down the throat of the writer to cram I 
See, I rend the review into ribbons I That doesn’t express how I hate 
These carping appraisers of Poets, these slingers of butter and slate. 

But better their finicking bitters, than their infinite insult of sweets, 

When men, who I know never read me, compare me with Shelley and Keats. 

It may be they glance at the pages, such dutiful readers they are, ^ 

As Custom-house officers, careless, pass Taitchnitz and scent and cigar, [see r 
But, vou say, they compare me with Masters, Why, there is the sting, don’t you 
For the Poet ’s unborn, nay, unbearable, who ’s meet to be measured with me I 
I euvy not Spenser his splendour, nor Shakspeaee his wit-racking range ; 

For none of their gifts or achievements my talent untold would I change. 

’Tis Time, not a nval, that wrecks me ; and daily I curse the^ decree 
That hy brute force of years has enabled these Bards to anticipate me. 

I edit the sunrise and sunset, I carry the keys of the Spring, ^ 

Investing with merit artistic the songs that the nightingales smg ; 

Such splendours ou life I have lavished as start into light from the mist, 

When the eye in fine frenzy goes rolling full tilt on a Philistme fist. 

I ’d instaur a Utopian era, hut nought could persuade me to lose , 

One glorious orgie of vengeance— to extirpate all the Reviews.’ n. j 

Enlightened, at last, and repentant, while Nemesis after them treads, Rieads. 
They should praise me, and quote me, and read me — ^and then I would cut on their 
The world has been waiting and waiting, till sick with a hope that ’sdef err’d, 
When I sing it the song of its patience, no ripple of interest is stirr’d ; 

And the passionate heart of the poet is whirled into folly and vice, 

When the girl he wonld render immortal can brand his effusions as nice.’ 

! The circle gets smaller and smaller, my singing is fitted to bless, 

■ Though the quaiat and elaborate volumes roll year after year from the press. 

' You that may prove they are worthless, as critics have said. Be it so. 

As BnowmNo’s musician would put it, ‘ ‘ You ’re welcome to argue, I know. 

Drink eor the Times,— Orange-aid, hot. 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCH’S STUDIO. 

No. XXII.— The Bank Clerk. 

The Bank Clerks of London are a nnmerous important body, 
wMeb, if properly organised, as it^-sbonld be, might be of immense 

service in these times of 
rowdyism, and possibly 
worse, that seem rapidly 
approaching, thanks, in 
^reat measure, to the 
impunity accorded to the 
first futile attempts of 
this nature by those 
whom we ironically call 
the Authorities. 

They are a trustworthy, 
painstaking class, sur- 
rounded by temptations 
to which they seldom or 
never succumb, thanks, 
in great measure, to that 
esprit de corps that ani- 
mates them so thorough- 
ly ; but they have their 
little peculiarities and 
idiosyncrasies, that are 
perfectly harmless, but 
sometimes a little amus- 
ing. To see the Bank 
Clerk in aU his glory, he 
should be seen lounging 
with a confrere through 
the corridors of the Bank 
of England, hands in 
pockets, like a grown-up Etonian, afEecting a de^age style of look 
andfmaimer,^ as if he felt that, as the confidence of the country was 
reposed in mm, he must bear it^ aU with the equanimity becoming 
Ms Mgb position. His laugh is gentle, and almost timid, for fear, 
apparently, that it might echo through those sacred walls dedicated 
for so many years to the worsMp of Mammon, and bring forth 
crowds of astonished votaries, utterly unused to such sounds of 
frivolity within that remarkably “sober dwelling.” His equa- 
nimity and nerve are best shown by the supreme indifference with 
wMoh he declines to notice the many applicants for cash who seek 
his assistance wMle engaged in the solemn duty of “casting,” and 
the calm self-possession with wMch he subsequently shovels out the 
shoals of shining sovereigns from his apparently e^uiaustless store. 

He is, as a nue, well dressed, and of quiet, gentlemanly manners. 
He resides in a suburb within a cheap ride of the City, travels with 
Ms own set to Town, and discusses, on the way, the current topics of 
the day with freedom, humour, and intelligence. He sometimes 
cultivates a little garden, and appears in the late spring with a 
button-hole of surijassing splendour. The expensive luxury of an 
OrcMd is reserved for CasMers. They have their little jokes across 
the counter with the Collecting-clerks, but quickly relapse into their 
ordinary look of calm, placid indifference. They retain their almost 
youthful look for more years than any other class of the community, 
the result, probably, of a clear conscience, and continuous advance 
of “ screw,” as they occasionally condescend to term their pleasant 
personal :^ancial arrangement. 

The Banks are fairly liberal to their employes^ as they prefer to be 
called, and by always treating them as Gentlemen and implicitly 
i relying on their statements, beget that same honourable feeling that 
Dr. Arnold inspired among Ms pupils. A story is told of a CasMer, 

I who, during his first week’s experience in that exalted capacity, was 
i once considerably deficient in his day’s balance, jOter nearly h alf 
I an hour of menm agony, he boldly went to the Manager, and told 
Mm of Ms misfortime, promising to pay the amount by instalments, 
when, to Ms astonishment, the Manager said to Mm, “ as I have the 
most perfect confidence in the whole of my stafiE, I shall recommend 
that tile Bank pay the loss.” To Ms great delight, the amount was 
retomed on the following day as having been received in error. It 
is said to be one of their little harmless peculiarities, to like to astonish 
their country cousins with accounts o± the perfectly fabulous sums 
that have passed through their hands and shovels on certain special 
occasions, but it is a rather dangerous game, as one of the London and 
Westminsters discovered when his Aunt’s will was read, wMch 
omitted Mm from her list of legatees, on the ground, that, by Ms 
own account, he had always more money than he well knew what to 
do with. 

They patronise Theatres to a considerable extent, and are especially 
known as diligent first-nighters, and are always Tbitingly sarcastic 
upon any slight error in tiie description of financial arrangements 
tl^t^ the poor uMortnnate author may have fa-llfiTi into, talking 
pityingly upon his necessary ignorance upon such subjects from.his 


own personal want of experience, in the same way that the Lawyer’s 
Clerks have always a contemptuous laugh ready for any legal error 
that a poor dramatist may occasionally be guilty of. . , 

The Clerks of the leading Private Banks are somewhat inclined to 
assume a certain degree of superiority, in tone, or style, or form, over 
the Joint Stock BanMans, but it is not generally acknowledged by 
the latter. They like to tell anecdotes of the olden times, that have 
descended to them from those days when Joint Stock Banks were 
not, and when Bankers’ profits must have been fabulous indeed. 
Such as the story of the old gentleman who called one day in Lombard 
Street, in the greatest possible trepidation, and trusted that his 
Bankers would kindly excuse Ms inadvertence in having, quite 
unintentionally, drawn his account below £10,000, a circumstance 
for wMch he humbly apologised, and wMch he promised faithft^y 
should never occur again ! And of the thoughtful Sailor, who, going 
into Gltn’s with a cheque for £25, kindly offered to take it by in- 
stalments, as he did not wish to run them too hard ! 

A Bank Clerk is quite the oracle of Ms owu little circle ; and the 
model set up by the neighbouring Mammas, by wMch they fondly 
hope their own rising offspring will some day profit. One prolific 
Matron has been heard to say that she trusted that all her many 
sons, who were equal in number to the lost tribes of Israel, and 
whose names they bore, would, in process of time, all be Bank 
Clerks, for they would then be models of regularity, and be always 
surrounded with heaps of ready money. Their puncteality is so 
proverbial, that in some places, where there are no public clocks, the 
people set their watches by them. They are great patrons of aB 
kinds of manly sports, wMch are, in some degree, necessary to their 
health, as a counterpoise to their sedentary occupation. But there 
is one kind of sport, if sport it can indeed now be called, haying 
degenerated into the very lowest and vilest form of gambling, 
namely, betting on horse-racing, wMch is so strictly tabooed, that 
any Miown indulgence in it would be fatal even to a Manager. 
There have been some matters connected with tMs special form of 
lunacy that are occasionally Muted at in faint wMspers, but they 
are, very properly, shrouded in mystery, except in some very excep- 
tional case, vmpre it is thought that some obscure allusion to them 
may be of service. 

As there are considerably over a hundred Banks in the City, it is 
not at all surprising that the number of Bank Clerks should amount 
to very many thousands, the more especially when it is considered 
what a large number are employed in the Bank of England and the 
several leading Joint Stock Baris. The CasMers, who of course hold 
the more responsible posts in their important establishments, are 
expected to set a good example to their juniors, and this they do to a 
most satisfactory extent, but there is not a scintilla of truth in the 
absurd rumour, most likely originated by some envious outsider, that 
the Juniors have every morning to render an account of how they 
spent the previous evening. 

The Bank Clerks of the City are a credit to it in every respect, and 
thoroughly worthy of the important position they hold in the conduct 
of its enormous financial transactions. 


“THE SPIDER AND THE FLY.” 

(Supplementary Verses to our last week's Poem.) 

When off with a loud biz-wiz-wiz that little fiy he flew, 

There came a wobbling in the web— and there were spiders two* 
“Hullo I” cries the new-comer, “why, that fly has danced away, 
As though my plump, fair-spoken friend were a Ta-ran-tu-la, 

He won’t then, won’t then, won’t then, won’t then. 
Wary little fly.” 

Cried the Grand Old Araohne, “ TMs game will hardly pay ; 

No, I must weave a finer weh, and try another lay. 

Stand back awMle my bulky friend, and let me have a try 
To see if I can’t circumvent that very cautious fly. 

Oh ! won’t you, won’t you, won’t you, won’t you, 
Cautious Uttle fly?” 


JuRLLEE Geokue. — Printed at the Chiswick Press in antique style, 
and limited strictly to four hundred copies, will he published by 
Messrs. Whittaker & Co, an account of The Jubilee of George the 
Third^ compiled by Thomas Preston, F.R.H.S. Among the Jubilee 
Georgian jottings is “£100,000 granted to Poor Clergy,” Encore! 
in 1887 ! Better feed the poor Church Mouse, than bnjld a rich 
Church House. And so say most of us. Even the Archest of the 
Archdeacons, the Westmonastio Farrar, is rather, if not quite, of 
that opinion by this time. 

Eh? 

Otlet’s Member of a dinner to the G.O.M. was donor. 

Did he think that speech post-prandial a clear case ofj “ Barran 
honour” ? 
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ROMANCE AND REALITY. 

W^T different views we take of a situation wken represented on 
the stage and wlien ocenrrinff in actual life. Englishmen as a rule 
denounce the conduct of Father Keileil, as suhyersive of all law and 
order, yet when Mr. Botjcica'ult’s Colleen Bawn^ one of the best 
dramas eyer written, was being performed at the Adelphi, Father 
Tom, on being threatened with penal consequences, if he did not giye 
evidence against his parishioners— an analogous case to Father 
Keller’s— used to reply solemnly and emphatically, “ I should like 
to see the law that can compel a Priest to reveal the secrets of 
Heaven,” which declaration, made night after night, for the many 
hundred nights of its successful run at the Adelphi, was cheered voci- 
ferously by crowded English audiences, mainly composed of Londoners. 

And what did the Lord Mayor of Dublin last Thursday do more than 
litter similar sentiments to those placed by Mr. Botjcioa-TTIT or 
Gf-ER4JjD GREPEnr (the author of The Collegians, from which the play 
was taken) in the mouth of Father Tom f “They (the parishioners) 
had confided to him as a Priest, and he was bound to regard the state- 
ments made to him in confidence as perfectly sacred.” This was 
received with “ cheers ” in Dublin, but in London it had been over 
and over, and over again received with cheers ,when it was said 
on the Stage. 


MR. PUNCHES MORAL FAIRY TALES. 

IT.— The ■Widea.waxe Beautt. 

Ohce upon a time there lived a King and a dueen. Her Majesty had 
been a Goose-girl in her youth, and in that station had acquired 
much knowledge of hfe. When the Prince proposed to her, he 
happened (being under enchantment) to wear the form of a White 
Cat. Many girls would have been.surprised by a declaration of love 



from such a suitor, but the Goose-girl did not lose her presence of 
mind. “Certainly,” she replied, blushing, “just make yourself 
comfortable on the dresser, while I fetch the chopper,” returning 
with which she cut off the White Cat’s head in the usual manner, and. 
turned him into the most beantifnl Prince that ever was seen. 

But no sooner was this transformation complete, than the Goose- 
girl began to reflect on her position, and on aU that it involved. 
“Yon have not, by any accident, a step-mother,” said she, “or a 
laundress, or henwife who has determined to make you marry her 
daughter, or a mother who happens to be an Ogress ? ” 

The Prince declared that he was free from thensual incumbrances. 

“ But there is another thing,” said the Goose-girl, who was of a 
far-seeing disposition, “either our children will be horn when you 
are at the wars, in which case a Court party will tell you the poor 
little things were little animals, or there will he no young Princes at 
all, which is also attended with iuconveniences.” 

The Prince having persuaded her that she was looking too deeply 
and anxiously into the future, the marriage took place among general 
rejoicings, which were renewed on the birth of a Princess. 

The christemng was the most sumptuous possible, and seven 
Fairies, being all that could be found in the country, were appointed 
to he Godmothers, so that each might bestow a gift upon the 
infant. Now, the night before the ceremony, the Queen, waking 
* very early, said, “ My dear, did you remember to invite the Fairy 
Feutilla. ? ” 

“No,” said the King, half asleep, “she never goes out. She is 
old, and blind, and deaf, and ” 

“Yon must get up cried^ the Queen, “ and ride your- 

self to her cave, and insist on her coming ! ” 

When the Queen spoke in this tone the Prince knew that he must 
obey her. He rose, grumbling, saddled his own horse, and returned 
with the Fairy on his pillion. 

At the christening party, after each Fairy had offered her gifts, the 
old Fairy rose, and there was much anxiety to hear her remarks. 

“ Had I been neglected,” she began, ‘ ‘ as commonly happens, it was 
my intention to have made yon all faR asleep for a hundred^ years. 
But, as the King has paid me the unusual attention of bringing me 
; himself to his Palace, I add to the infant Princess’s other attractions, 
this, that she shall be the most Wideawake Princess in the world. 
But, as I was invited late, I prophesy that she shall marry a Man 
with a Hump.” 

This terrible gift made the whole assembly tremble, and fall to 
crying violently. At this instant a young Fairy stepped from behind 
the curtain and said, “Do not, 0 King, and Queen, thus deeply 
afflict yourselves ; from this alliance you shall win immortal renown.” 

"V^ether this Fairy’s prophecy was accomplished or not, and if so, 
kow, is a narrative which must he reserved for another occasion. 

Moral, — ^Be very attentive to the Old, you never know what may 
happen. 

Tips. — ^If on the night before the Race you see Blue Lights, you ’ll 
know which to back. Look weU into the eyes of the ladies wh<m 
yon meet during the week. Light or Dark Blue. Observe the 
record of Wmd and Weather. Watch for light breeaes. If a cer- 
tainty, keep it Dark. 
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PRIVILEGES OF HIGH RANK. 

Railway GaUman . “It’s agin the Rules, my Lady, openin’ o’ the Gate like this ; but it ain’t fob the likes o’ mb to 

KEEP YER iADr-SfHJP A WAITIN’.” 

Nolle Countess . “Why is it against the Rules, my good Man?” 

Railioay Gatmmn , “Well, my Lady, the 5*17 Down Express has been doo these Ten Minutes I” 


^^TATHEE ^ILLIAM/^ 

“Militavi non sine gloria.” — ^Horace. 

“ You are old, Father William:,” great Punchius said. 

“lam told you are Ninety to-day ; 

Yet a gallanter Chief never marched at the head 
Of Ms sq^uadrons in battle-array.” 

“ In the days of my youth,” Father William replied, 

‘ ‘ I beheld many marvellous sights. 

Now I hope, sitting here in peace, honour, and pride, 

I have witnessed the last of my fights.” 

“ You are old,” remarked Punch ; “ hut such age is a crown. 
Your armour hangs there on the wall, 

Never more. Sire, to be— so we trust— taken down 
At your Country’s imperative call.” 

“ In my youth,” said the CMef, “ I was prompt to respond 
To that call ; I should do so to-day. 

Tet now*, with my thoughts on the Great Dark Beyond, 

I love not the battle-trump’s bray.”, 

“ You are old,” said the Sage, “ yet your memories in sooth 
Are so splendid, so stirring, so strange, 

You must feel like the eagle renewing its youth, 

When your thoughts o’er your history range.” 

“My youth,” cried the Kaiser, “ midst danger was spent, 

My manhood was passed amidst strife ; 

Thank Heaven that the triumphs of peace and content 
Are crowning the dose of my life I ”< 

“ You are old, Sire,” said Punch, “ and the comrades who stood 
At the side of their CMef, true as steel, 

2%eyareold; yet at thought of that true Titan brood. 

Great Kaiser, how proud you must feel I ” 


“We are old,” sighed the Chief, “ Moltkb, Bismarck, and I, ! 
But our well-beloved Fatherland’s young. 

May she never lack sons for her honour to die, 

Chiefs to shield her with sword or with tongue.” 

“ You are old, Father William,” said Punch, once again, 

“ Yet the Fatherland thrills at your name, 

As you verge to the close of your marvellous reign. 

Such love. Sire, is better tnau fame.” 

The Kaiser’s eye moistened, and trembled Ms hand, 

And he said, as he smiled on the Sage, 

“ All my days I have loved, and have fought for my Land, 

And it hath not forgotten mine age.” 

“ You old, Father William?” cried Punch. “Time has twirled 
His glass half in vain, I should say. 

Let me wish you at least — ou behalf of the World — 

Many Happy Returns of the Day 1 ” 

Leek- AGE or Loyalty.—** Wales,” says the Daily News , last 
Thursday, “ has, with singular unanimity, declined to take part in 
the preparation for the spontaneous hurst of rejoicing which will 
spread through other parts of Great Britain upon the occasion of the 
Uueen’s Jubilee.” What does the Prince of Wales say to this ? 
Will he not visit the Principality, and bring them back to a true 
sense of loving loyalty ? If in this spring-time there are Leeks in 
the Loyalty of Wales, the sooner they are plugged the better. In 
the midst of rejoicing, it wonld be sad to be disturbed by the sound 
of melancholy wails. 


At the Haymarket Theatre. 

* * Hard Hit I ” exclaims B-she-rd to R-ss-ll. “We totter ! 
So vice Jones potted, we’ll try a Brown Potter.” 

Success on the stage is the greatest of lotteries. 

“ We ’ll hope for the best ! ” cries a Yoice from the Potteries. 
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THE EEAL GEIEVANOE OEEICE. 

[Before Mr. Commissioner Punch,) 

A Newspaper Proprietor icas introduced. 

The Commissioner, I belieye you baye to complaiu of the unsatis- 
factory condition of the Law relating to Libel ? , . t 

Applicant, That is the case, Sir, and when I complain I represent 
practically the whole of the Metropolitan and Proyincial Press. You 
may haye noticed that, a few days ago, a meeting was held in the 
neighbourhood of Fleet Street, composed of joi^nalistic^ delegates 
from all parts of the United Kingdom, who, in spite of their poUtical 
differences, were unanimous in their condemnation of the existing 
j Statutes. ^ 

The Commissioner, I saw a brief report of the proceedings, and 
xmderstood that the matter was referred to a thoroughly representa- 
tive Committee. 

Applicant, Cluite so, and no doubt the outcome of the Committee s 
deliberations will be ultimately a new and better law. 

The Commissioner, In the meanwhile, how can I assist you? 

Applicant, By allowing me to say, that it is the last wish of News- 
paper Proprietors, to substitute licence for liberty. The British Press 
is jealous of its reputation, and would in no way weaken the hands 
of the Executiye to prevent or punish real scand^. At present the 
great majority of Plaintiffs in hbel actions, are either men of straw, 
or persons of extreme, I may say, almost diseased sensibility. The 
latter, perhaps, deserve pity, but the former are pests to society^ 
Yery freq[uently a speculative sohcitor w m^ed up in the suit, ^d 
then, whatever be the result, neither plaintiff nor defendant derives 
any benefit from the proceedings. Again, it is not an uncommon 
matter (especially in the provinces) for some person to commence an 
action against a Newspaper Proprietor entailing on the defence heavy 
expenses, and then cooHy to drop it before it comes on for trial. 

The Commission&r, Has the Newspaper Proprietor in such a matter 
no redress ? , . • j 

Applicant, Absolutely none. He has to pay his costs, grin and 
bear it. 

The Commissioner, Do you consider Criminal Prosecutions in 
Libel cases desirable ? , , , . . 

Applicant, Certainly not — a criminal action for libel is an ana- 
chronism. It was no doubt appropriate when a journalist dated 
from Grub Street, and was familiar with the wrist-holes of the 


pillory. Nowadays libel of an individual should be pprely a civil 
matter—the Common Law is suficient protection to public morals. 

The Commissioner, Were I inclined to be frivolous, I might point 
out that a libel, in one sense, could hardly be considered a ciyu 
matter. But, as I am in a decidedly grave mood, and very much in 
earnest, I can only suggest that the further consideration of this 
extremely important subject should be deferred until the Committee, 
to which you nave alluded, shaR have published their Report. 

\_The Applicant thanked the Commissioner ^ and withdrew, 

AMERICAN SONG-BIRDS. 

[All of Mr. Maplbson’s lady vocalists, but one, are Americans ; and many 
famous concert singers come from the United States.] 

These song-birds from America, tbey come across the sea, 

To carol in our operas and take the upper E. ^ 

Time was when dark Italians held all the \jnQ stage ; 

Time was when fair-haired Teutons were the operatic rage ; 

But now La 'belle Americaine has come across the foam. 

To take the British dollars back to many a Western home. 


Nevada ^s here, and Noedica, and Beoch, and Minnie Haue, 

And others who hut lately sang in Boston or New York ; 
Hasxeeitee, Doth, Engle, too, and Russell and van Zandt, 

And brilliant Marie Decca to America we grant ; 

Thursbt, Henschel, Osgood, with our Steeling and Hope 
Glenn, . . 

Could fitly claim America’s mosFeulogistic pen. 

How is it that Americans have this great gift of song, 

That fast they come, and faster still, to join the choral throng ? 

One fancies that each baby soul in iofancy cHraes ^ , 

The music of their mighty streams, the Trad-harp m the : 

And then we hear in London town— and who would grudge the lee ?— 
The message Mississippi brings from mountain unto sea , 

A Free Adveetisement. — The Snowball was brought out on 
Monday the 14th, at the Globe ; and the next ^y, and for two days 
afterwards, there was Snow aR over London ! Everyone was t^ng 
of the Snowand coincidence. What luck some people have 
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THOUGHT-EEADING EXTEAOEDINAET. 

Dear Mr. Ptjfch, 

Other pursmts, notably tlie completion of my great forensic 
volume, A Handbook to Law, from the Earliest Ages to the Present 
Hag, have prevented me from sending you any copy for a considerable 
time. When I have finished what I may fairly call my masterpiece 
— am making rapid progress, having got as far as Swedish A.dmiralty 
practice in the Tenth Century — I may send you a few more papers. 
In the meanwhile I cannot refrain from recounting a recent ex- 
perience which has caused me much thought, and which appears to 
me worthy of the closest investigation by those interested in solving 
problems connected with the darker and more mysterious side of 
human nature. ^ 

A few days since, I happened to have business of a purely per- 
sonal character, in one of our Halls of Justice in a south-western 
suburb. I alighted at the station nearest to my destination on the 
District Eailway, and before I could ask the way, was 'directed to 
take the second turning to my right, and then the first to my left, 
‘I and there it would be just before me,” I followed these instruc- 
tions, and soon lost myself in a labyrinth of streets, I saw an intel- 
ligent costermonger, and proposed asking him to direct me on my way. 
Before I had time to speak, he in his turn gave me instructions, 
“Second to the left past the jmblic ’ouse and there it is just afore 
you,” The man was unquestionably right— I took the second to the 
left and unearthed the County Court I required, or rather the 
County Court that required me. But the thought-reading did 
not end here. I entered the building and found my way to the 
vestibule of the Court itself. I opened a door, and was | about to 
enter, when I was stopped by a policeman. “ You are wrong, Sir,” 
said tHs intelligent omcer. “ This is the door for the Plaintiffs — 
yours is yonder, with * Defendant ’ written over it.” As a matter of 
fact he had correctly in^cated the entrance of which I was actually 
in search I I was astonished, and felt that this interest^g incident 
was more, much more, than a coincidence ! 

Believe me, dear Mr* Punch, Yours most truly, 

Pump Handle Court, Temple, H, O* A, Briefless, Jukr, 


EIGHTS AND WEITEES. 

Last Wednesday, The Incorporated Society of Authors, met under 
the presidency of Mr. F. 0. Adams, to hear Mr, John Holltrgshead 
lectoe on Dramatic Property. The principal representatives of the 
Incorporated Society of Authors, were, according to the newspaper 
report, principally actors and theatrical managers, including Sfr. 
Toole, who when called upon to follow Mr, Hollingshead with an 
address to the meeting, for once in his life had nothing to say, ex- 
cept “ditto to the last speaker,” who had told everyone in plain 
language what everyone knew beforehand. Mr. Frank Marshall 
complamed that rabbits and turnips were protected by law— why 
didn^t he say rabbits and onions ? — ^but not the work of men’s brains. 
He could have added that Heads ought to be protected as well as 
Hwes, and no doubt Mr. and Mrs. Kendal would have applauded 
this sentiment.^ The Dramatic Authors seem to have been con- 
spicuous by their absence, perhaps because they prefer their own 
‘^society,” what there is of it, or more probably because they were 
better engaged in writing than in talking. 

What law can prevent “coincidences?” and what just remedy 
can there be for a sufferer by a coincidence ? Old materials must be 
used over and over again, and the greater the genius the more utter 
is his disregard of what ordinarily talented men would consider from 
a narrow-minded and selfish point of view, their private and personal 
property, ^ Why should the Dramatic Author who has hit upon what 
is to all intents and purposes the same plot as the Hovelist be 
debased from producing his play because the Novel comes out first? 
Considering the large sums that authors and composers in alliance 
with theatrical managers, actors, and publishers receive nowadays, 
far beyond the wildest dreams of Dramatists and Composers less than 
fifty years ago, we should be inclined to say, “ Let well alone, for 
the truth you may find at the bottom of it, will probably not be a 
very pleasant one after all.” 

Mbs. Bam says she heard a young gentleman recite, a poem the 
other night. She thought he seemed rather nervous for ai profes- 
sional actor, but she was told afterwards that he was an Immature. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM 

* wasted, yawning! 

hardly able to drag one leg after the other. “ Burial Ifiates Bill 
seems a topic of more sympathetic interest with us, than Railway 
Rates,” said Lord GfiANyiLLE, gay to the last, though evidently 
prostrate with fatigue. 

**I admit,” said the Markiss, suppressing a yawn, “if we go on 
for a week this way, sitting without intermission for four hours and 
a half, we shall abolish ourselves,” 

“ What I was going to say,” Denman chimed in, “ was that I have 
great responsibility and am bound to look after my health. My Bill 

« 4^oT:-Qg Woman’s Suffrage brought in first 

of Session ; agreed to read it Second Time 
day six months. Date will arrive on 6th of 
1st. Shall go into retirement till after Easter 
resuscitate, so good-hye for the present.” 
the Commons debate on Army Estimates, 
speakers, for the Major part, were Generals, 
here and there a Colonel, Curious there 
are so few Captains in the House, and not 
a single Corporal. Colonel Duncan began 
it : then General Hamlet attacked War 
Office in the flank, Captain Colomb followed, 
(“Yes, but he needn’t have spoken more 
than one column,” as Campbell-Bannek- 
MAN said,) with Colonel Tottenham, Gen- 
eral Esasee, and a full company of other 
Generals and Colonels. Tottenham (who 
has studied oratory at the feet of a country 
curate, and has accurately caught the in- 
tonation) as angry as he could chant with 
“highly-paid quill-driving officials.” 

“Don’t know,” he said, as if he were 
remarking, “ Here endeth the first lesson,” 
“the difference between a cutlass and a 
_ , ^ ;; pie^e of hoop-iron.” 

Toby has many Sdect For- *« always discernible,” Brobbick 

llfXf softly murmured from Treasury Bench. 

18 IS A ricton. PiCTON among non-combatants ven- 

tured into the tourney, all the Generals, Majors, and Colonels, in the 
House fixing him with steelly stare. Business done.— Army Totes, 
Gladstone down to-night, taking his share of the Front 
Opposition Bench. Habtington here too, and delivered speech on 
behalf of the Government ; voting with them, whilst Gladstone and 
rest of Liberal went into other Lobby. Chambeblain, like wise 
man, makes holiday in these troublous times. Hot often in place, 
^d does not speak. Gladstone, in high spirits and apparently 
in hounding health, talking to Chhuebs to-night. Pecked away at 
him with nervous forefinger, as if were literally driUmg the portly 
figure before him, in preparation for sowing crop of ideas. Ho chance 
for Childebs to get in a word ; so he stroked his beard, and nodded 
his head, keeping time to the pecking forefinger. 

Arthur Baleour in for a lot of questions from Irish Members in 
h^te to try a fall with Hew Secretary. Balfour evidently braced 
himself up for the expected straggle. Answers admirably, with 


spirit, yet without aggressiveness. Irish Members fall back and 
think the matter over. But they will he at it again. 

“And how do you like Treasury Bench?” I asked him, when j 
questions were over. I 

“Hot at all,” he said; “never know what to do with my legs. 
Ltoi^^ Playfair ^^^alway^ ^ 

my legs halfway acrMS 

excitement. Got r. . 

an idea. Came G-nt-D-v-s blocks Scotch Early Closing BilL 
to him in the course of to-day, when sky hung like a pall 
over ^ndon, and day literally turned into night. Waring 
marching and counter-marching, in attempt to reach House, 
ran up against pillar-box. From the contact flashed idea. Why 
not nave an illuminated compass on the top of every pillar 
letter-box, so that fog-belated pedestrians might see how the land 
lay ? Certainly, if fog were thick, yon might lose an hour or two in 
attempt to find pillar-box. But that mere detail. 

Wardtg groped his way to the House, sat anxiously awaiting 
conclusion of questions upon paper, then jumped up, and submitted 
his suggestion to the impassive Postmaster-General. House laughed 
consumedly. What at, Colonel didn’t know. Doesn’t often get an 
idea, and when one is, as it were, knocked into him, doesn’t see 
why people should laugh. Business done . — ^More talk about Closure. 

What ’s Josfph Gillis going about with a piece 
of parsley in his button-hole for ? ” Bobby Spencer asked, looking 
down on the Chatelain over the precipice of Ms collar. 

Bobbt, by the way, has of late added new charm to his personal 
^pearance. Since ijoor Henry Lennox died have had no man in 
House to go about with his trousers turned up, whatever the state of 
the streets might he. Bobby’s eagle eye has seen the opportunity 
and his ready hand has seized it. Turns his trousers up regularly 
now. Has clever artistic effect, which somehow seems to heighten 
Ms collar. Bobby is, however, not so well up in agricultural matters 
as befits a County Member. The vegetable in Josfph Gillis’ button- 
hole is not parsley, but Shamrock. All the Irish Members similarly 










The O^Ttmes. “ Do, any of vez. ye plazo, oblige me by treading on 
the ‘Tail of my Cuat. * 

adorned, for this is St. Patrick’s Day in the evening. Arthur Bal- 
four missed fine opportunity. That great statesman James Low- 
THER was not a conspicuous success as Irish Secretary ; but his 
official memory is endeared to Irish Members by recollection of the 
St. Patrick’s night when he appeared on the Treasury Bench with a 
bunch of Shamrocks in his manly bosom. Balfour i^nort d Ms chance, 
and the Boys were unusually sharp with Mm in their questioning. 
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EDUCATION MADE EAST. No. 4. 

blies© matters* Lookiiig a-t liim as he^ liopped auotit City^ hefovQ ^Id^vvixo/ti Sla.shiee. 

ing still for a moment and setting* Ms head on one Clerk. Call Dan O’Connor. \_A poor woman steps forward. 

mStion,liereaUy«!assometlmig likeasp^row. Who are you? 

matter With yon r’ Woman. Biddt O’Connor, ' yure Honor— was christin’d and horn 

“ Is the door hot, that you can t stand still, hut must ^ 

ad like a parched pea ? _ - p » j Alderman. Christenedi^st, and horn afterwards, eh ? 

Oh dear, no, not that I 3mow of . he ^said, lookup Woman. Jist sOj^yure fenor— an’ was christin’d Bronr, after" me 


At question time Barran huzzmg about Mouse ime ^ 
learnt a secret. ‘ ‘ More like a Lonclon sparrow , said Ltobocr who is 
an authority on these matters. Looking at him as 
the House, standing still for a moment and setting his head on one 
side with chirpy motion, he really was something like a sparrow. 

“What’s the matter with you?” I asked, as became md planted 
himsdf byme. “ Is the floor hot, thatyouoant stand still, but must 

H»Lrt'd4r.^rn:ttC/l^ 


UJLUUOCXA. — - ^ ill \.yUX-lS., LU.C 

he hopping around like a parched pea. r' Alderman. Christened;^st, and horn afterwards, eh ? 

“Floor hot? Oh dear, no, not that I know of. he ^said, lookup Woman. Jistso, yurefenor— an’ was christin’d Biunr, after"me 
round as if expecting to see some smoke somewhere. iiy the way, go^other Biddy Doulan, the wife of Pat Doulan, as nate a hoy 
did I mention to you I was gomg^ to shnP-leather— 


ma i as ever wore shoe-leather 

have Alderman. Well, well, hut what brings you here ? 

Woman. School Board, yure Honor. {Holding i 
-R,,? Te see, yure Honor, Dast had an ardent wid Tnt 


{Holding up Summons.) 
t wid Tm Doulan about 








. ' Q- T Ti-r.4‘ AO see, yure nouur, jiau. a-u. wxu. j.±jxl jL/uoujauji nuuub 

coming. 7. ^ the parish priest, an’ in the coorse of the argument Dan got a lick 

we re all on the head. Pat swears by St. Patrick that he hit Dan hy acci- 

make a few ohse^ations after di^en iutindin’ no harm at all at all. But all the same, Dan is in 

So the hospital, and I jist corned in Ms stead, 

and spoke what wih Ml thre^^^ Alderman. Well, well— your husband is summoned here because 

i /V ■ he don’t send Ms daughter to school. How old is the girl ? 

iTSo Is JTist tMrteen, yure Honor, last month. 

School-Board Officer {stepping forward). The girl is only twelve, ! 
mit Worship ; that is the age we have in our books. i 

+w Biddy. Bother you au’ your hooks, ye spalpeen! Do ye know 
\ ^ M darter’s age better than her own mother ? Were you at Dublin 

^ Sniq Bajracks when she was horn? Dan was in the Army tMn, yure 

Honor — a Corporal in the Eoyal Irish, as shure as my name is 
Wlte anewfeatoe mthe n>rnxninT> . f.Lprp « -fir^pr rpaiTnPTit IT, f.Tip wnrP 


Charlie hompiping to them. 


Biddy O’Connor; an’. there isn’t a finer regiment in the worl’, 
yure Honor. 

ivTwc o B%ddy. Well, I ’ll 31st teU ye. She’s a good scoUer as far as readin’ ^ 

and But she don’t know Pfench nor piany, and don’t j 

ff offPT want to know ’em. If yure Honor would like to hear her read ? ; 

Sr, up gets poHtickn! A^erman.Oh] no, noL But why doesn’tthe girl go to s^chool? _ ^ 


London season. You give a 
dinner!- parij ; ask promi- 
nent politician amongst 


and mkkea Speech an honi Is^lt this, ynie Honor. I ’m out all day at work. D.^, asl 

iiia.is.ca Diicccu. an in Honor, IS m hospital, and Biddy stops at home to look 


ng. Add ouite a new charm to social life. "''r — a -L ‘fj ^ — * 

ionseeng^edto-mght on m^ Esti^tes. o^W chUdren have 


came forward in new role of Minister, and delivered lively speech. 
Has a pretty, and quite peculiar way of interspersing a few steps of 
the hornpipe into Ms arguments. 


Alderman. How many children have you ? 

Biddy. Counting Biddy, just five, yure Honor. There is Kathleen, 
is nine, and young Pat is six, and Dennis is four, and little Tommy, 

• i- 12i*.L 1 T7» 'J-— ’ ’ 


Uie uurupJLjJV lui/u xua 2uj(ixiucxii/o. iriRf fi-FfpPT, TnATitK* VrirlnTr 

Only yesterday warned Baleoitr what was in store for 4-h^ .4..^ 

him as consequence of not wearing Shajoarock on St. Patrick’s Day. ot,/! -nv-Kncrra +l ; 

Hot long to wait for fulfilment of forecast. House met to-night 
ostensibly to continue debate on Closure Besolution. Ominous 

gathering of Irish Members. Soon as questions over Bilion rose, wlf 

lad askid perndasioa to move AdjouSiment, ia order to disease 

matter of urgent public importance, to wit, the arrest of Father p nvj? \ vr i, v j 

TrvT.T.Ba. “Got F(^ Members f” said the Seeikbs. “Yes, aad ^[^rman (siarpiy io ScAooi-^oarti Oj^eer). Yon have beaxd 

to spare,” as was shoTO. Whereapoa John, takiag ofi his coat aad girlkept at homa 

tarmng ap his sleeves, made a dish for BiZFOUB. Chief Seere- uaavoidable abseaceof both 

tary, resting uncomfortably on Arthur’s Seat, not yet accustomed o ®i ? ® t-l 1 

^ewr^ilyS.^' portentoasly, aad the^lS stifl^ffcL'le 

^ “Hft^Rmak^e amnllof it T know said fiATvrp-RVTT Pa-ntnti'wa'n- Alderman. Stuff and nonsense ! I tell you the girl is getting a 
watching him from B^ch oppo^te. ’ “ WheS I was in Ms place, and and sisters than 

they got up a row like tMs, t took it as a matter of course. The T ^ dismiss the summons, and 

more they stormed, the more placid I looked; and, as it’s less 

exhausting to be quiet than to make a row, they generally caved in poor wom^ here. Biddy, Long life M Honor . 

first. Balfour means fighting. Might as well knock his head U^sher, Silence mthe Court. \^Bxeunt omnes. 


first. Balfour means fighting. Might as well knock his head 
against stone waU.”^ 

Balfour, when Ms turn came, threw himself away. Took every- 
thing seriously ; trembling with righteous indignation ; met insinua- 
tion with retort, and flxmg hack defiance at challenge. In short, 
made a sad muddle of the whole ^air, and stamped his newly-begun 
career as absolutely hopeless. Immediate consequence was, mat 
wrangle went on for six hours. Q,uarter-past Eleven before Orders 
of the Day reached. 

Business done . — Closure Buie passed. 


! 

Imperial Interests in Leicester Square. — M r. D. Hicols of 


The Times to Mr. G-ladstone. 

{Adapted Quotation.') 

“ Wretch I whom no sense of wrong can rouse to vengeance, 
Sordid, unfeeling, ParneUite, degraded, 

Badical outcast ! ” 

His Birthiday Presents. 

From the Czar. — ^PampMet : JDynamite^ and how to avoid it. 

From the Emperor of Austria . — ^Extra Yolume of the Badminton 


the Cafe Boyal, applied last Friday for a wine and spirit licence for Library : A Boyal Race ; or, Through the Shires with an Empress- 
the Empire Theatre. Mr. Poland and 1^. Grain opposed, and Queen, From the King of Fancy Picture of the Yatican. 

Tkp "RjiTnTi -m? Wn-pxrq I “ TLp / larvio-n/i n-p A TUr/v^ra From the President of the French Bepuhlic. — An Allotment of 

in these toms.- | This Bench t^is ‘pickles.’” 

^ And w case of the Empire is so far lost, and Mr. D. Hicols may 3 £r. Bunch, — TTir heartiest and sincerest congratulations, 
smg, adaptmg the verse, quoted hy Mr. Alfred Tingle, to the 

MSio^&aB^of^^^^ ultimate object in view, of making a trio for uermany, Austria, and italt. 

" In hS^’ post haste for a licence, “ Horv^®L^^/^l?fb^;.»f >..l» 

■With wo:^, sin«-song, I come back. very happy aU the rest wifl be I 


satisfied ■^b the Caf§ Royal as We bear a good deal of the ringing of the Chapel bell whenevej 
sp^aton Empire and other Imperial pints to ttere u to be a National League Opi^sition to an Eviction. Wba 


there is to he a Hational League 
does it ring ? A Par-nell. 


so COSaiSPOH^M^In no c^eaa (tontribntionB, whether KS., Printed Matter, or Drawinga, be retamed, unW aoeompaaiea 
Dy a Stamped aad Directed Envelope or Cover. Cities of MS. shoald be kept by the Sendee. 


Aml 2, 1887.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


157 


IN THE COURT OF COMMON SENSE. 

{Trafalgar Square Oo. for the Trcservation of Peace and Order v. The 
Pon'dy, lluffiaut and Riot Co. Unlimited.) 

Me. Punch, sitting as President of tlie Court of Common Sense, 
wishes to express his opinion most strongly in favour of steps being 
taken by the Authorities to 
prevent those who have no 
authority whatever from ta- 
king certain steps to which 
they have no exclusive right. 

— ^namely , those in andround 
about Trafalgar Square, 
and occupying them, and 
not them only, but the 
roadway and pavement, in 
such a manner and for such 
a time as paralyses traffic, 
causes danger to life and 
limb, and, being objection- 
able from every point of 
view, is a disgrace to the 
Noblest Site in Europe in 
particular, and to London 
generally. 

Eive thousand leading 
traders, profession^ men, 
and^ others, carrying “’on 
business, or residing in the 
neighbourhood of Charing 
Cross, presented their petition in the cause of order to the House of 
Commons, and Mr. Tunch can assure the Honourable House that, if 
this matter were relegated to the Court of Common Sense, it would 
be settled to the satisfaction of everybody, except the party of dis- 
order, within one quarter of an hour, including time to telephone to 
Lord Saltsbttet, the Not-Quite-Yet-at-Home-Secretary, and Sir 
Chaeles Waeeen ; also to get a Special Act cut, dried, polished, 
signed, sealed, delivered, and put in force, and a special wire up to 
Nelson on his column, to inform him that [the Blue Jackets below 
were prepared to do their duty. The President of the C. C. C. trusts 
that his recommendation will meet with immediate attention. 


KOMANES AWRY. 

[Mr. Q-. J. Romakes, lecturing at the Eoyal Institution on the mental 
diflerences between the sexes, accuses woman of tho^defect, among others, of 
“ not knowing her own mind.”] 

Not know her own mind ? What a scandalous flout 1 
Why a woman’s chief charm is, she ’s never in doubt. 
Believing, rejecting, or loving or hating, 

She ’s always cocksure without pause for debating. 

It was not a woman^invented snob trash 

As Logie or Parliaments ; she at a dash 

Elies straight to conclusions, despising the plan 

Of step hy step premises— leaves them to Man, | 

The stupid slow goose who can’t rule without laws, 

Believe without reason, or hate without cause. 

No, Mr. Romanes, you ^re quite off the track. 

Lack of certainty is not a feminine lack. 

Not know her own mind ? Our denial is flat ; 

She may know nothing else, but she always knows that! 

DOUBTS 

Engendered hy a Recent Ethnological Controversy. 

Was Sir Walter Scott really a Dutchman ? 

Did William the Conqueeoe originally live in Whitechapel, and 
cross the Channel only owing to peenniary difficulties, eventually 
returning to flght the battle of Hastings in defiance of his creditors ? 

Are the present inhabitants of Danes Inn clearly of Scandinavian 
origin ? 

Were both Charles the Eirst and Oliver Cromwell undeniably 
Irishmen ? 

To what nationality does Mr. Gladstone really belong ? Is he, 
as he lately gives out, a genuine Bulgarian, or does he come of a good 
old Cork stock not long settled in Wales ? 

Does the Emperor of Russia belong, as is said, to a highly respec- 
table family hailing from Camberwell ? 

Has Mr, Biggar something of the Arab about him ? 

Are the members of the Radical Opposition in the House of Com- 
mons descended from a race of Cannibals ? 

And, does Prince Henrt of Battenberg consider himself a 
thorough-bred Scotchman ? 


KATEEING EOR THE PUBLIC. 

As Miss Rate Yaughan is pre-eminently a dancer, dancing the 
public will have from her whatever else she may wish to do. They ’ll 
tolerate her acting if she will only gratify them by taking just a few 
steps to please them. So Rate the Gracious, EAte the Graceful, not 
being curst Rate,” accommodates her programme to the taste 
and fancy of her public. If she plays Lad^ Teazle there’s a minuet 
introduced into The School for Scandal^ if she plays Lydia Languish 
there ’s some dance for her in the Pump Room at Bath. 

What range of characters may not the Yaughan-tiag ambition 
attempt, if only a dance can be brought in somehow ? In the old 
days of The School for Scandal one Ime in the hill invariably was 

Sir Harry (with a song) ” hy Mr, whoever might be the singer 
specially engaged for this purpose. 

On this plan we venture to suggest the following announcements, 
which wiR be gratif 3 ring alike to the fair actress and her admiring 
public : — 

OPERA OOMIOTE. 

THE RATE TAUGHAN COMEDY COMPANY. 

In active preparation, Sharspeare’s Tragedy of 
MACBETH. 

Macbeth. Mr. Eorbes-Robertson. 

LadtMacbste {with a Highland Fling). MISS KATE YAUGHAN. 

Also, in the course of the season, will be presented ; — 
HAMLET. 

HtwiJet {Frince of Denmark.) . . Mr. Eobbes-Robertson. 

Ophslia MISS KATE YAUGHAN. 

In which character she will dance a pas de deux, assisted hy Mr. 
Fernandez as Polonius, and a pas de fantaisie in the mad scene. 
The music specially composed hy Herr Meter Lutz. 

Also in preparation and to be duly announced, Shaespeare’s 

MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 

of the | TTATTf, VATT fiTTATT 

And a Grand Revival of 
ROMSO AND JULIET. 

When m addition to the old Italian dances at the Capxdeti Ball, 
Miss Kate Yaughan, as Juliet, will introduce into the Potion Scene 

AN ENTIRELY NEW DAGGER DANCE. 

Perhaps Miss Yaughan may try Mrs. Haller in The Stranger, 
Julia in The Hunchback, Pauline in The Lady of Lyons, each 
with their own characteristic dance. There is literally no end to 
a repertoire thus refreshed aud re-invigorated. Foot it, Kate! ” 
as the Oxonian, in Tom and Jerry, criea out, in one of the “merry 
moments” of that immortal trio — who are now so out of date, and so 
utterly forgotten— and may you dance to the best of all tunes, and 
be sure that there will always be an admiring audience ready and 
willing to pay your piper. 

Cater, Kate, for the public, by giving them the most solid food, 
hut— spice it with plenty of capers. Cater and caper, “Kate, 
0, thou reasonest well,” 

A CHANCE. 

Wishing to give the poor dear advertiser every assistance in our 
power, we reproduce, from The Manchester Weekly Times the fol- 
lowing touching appeal : — 

T O CHRISTIAN WIDOWERS. — A Nobleman’s Widow, of good birth, 
about 40j no family, left with small income, pleasing, sweet-tempered, 
cultured, domesticated, tond of children. Desires Settled Home and a high- 
minded Protestant Husband of 50, or older, seeking domestic happiness with 
a devoted, loving Christian wife. — Address 

No, we won’t give the address, or there ’d be such a rush. Besides 
ahem ! — but no matter. 


A PuEF EOB THE Canvas. — Mr. Punch begs to acknowledge' the 
receipt of some “ canvas ” note-paper and envelopes from Messrs. 
Walber & Co, He had heard of and eaten a canvas-backed duck, 
but had not yet come across a canvas-hacked envelope. As the 
material, being substantial, cannot he easily seen through, the canvas 
envelopes will he invaluable for electioneering purposes. Seeing that 
ink dries on it rapidly, and that writing on it is easy — he is “writing 
on ’it ” now, and finds the task a simple one. Mr. Punch considers 
it the very canvas for a good sale. 

First Rose Show of the Season— at Drury Lane, May 2. Carl 
Rosa in full bloom. 
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ANOTHER ONE. 

Me. Philips’s The Deanes Daughter is not eq[iial to 
his As in a Looking Glass, Neither book is intended 
for the perusal of “the yoimg person.” We couldn’t 
even recommend it conscientiously as a study of character 
for Miss Doeotht Dene— but The Deanes Daughter, 
after one of the chief characters has made his untimely 
exit never to reappear, will scarcely interest the ex- 
perienced and hlasi novel-reader. 

The author does not consistently sustain the character 
he has assumed. His quotations from Diceens and 
Thaceebay are not at all what such a woman as the 
Dean's Daughter would make. Again, he loves to 
illustrate a situation with well-worn old stories which, 
however good they may be, he generally^ contrives to spoil 
in the telling. One of these— which it is needless to say 
we have told so admirably ourselves after dinner, handing 
it down from our father and grandfather— about the man 
tying his shoe at Ccockford’s, Mr. Philips ruins. He 
easts Shebidan for the hero, and takes all the point out 
of the story by elaboration. We can forgive him for 
writing a novel without a moral, but for spoiling this 
dear old story— never! We like Mr. Philips’s estimate 
ot Brighton, and his appreciation of eleven o’clock in the 
morning as an excellent hour for anything. 

The Dean himself is a combination of Pecksniff and 
Eccles in one ecclesiastical character. On the stage 
he would be played by Mr. John Clayton, better 
as a Dean of Comedy than of Farce. The earlier por- 
tion reminded us somewhat of Nancy ; but it is not 
equal to that very clever work of Miss Beoughton’s. 
Its ending is abrupt and artistic according to Mr, Weller's 
Yalentine theory. Perhaps she will be continued in his 
next, and shown as going on the stage, making a hit, and 
settling down into a dull and respectable middle age, 
when her divorced husband, a nonagenarian, will be con- 
vinced of her innocence. She will give him his gruel, 
and he will make a will in her favour. 

The hlase novel-reader especially, will be disappointed, 
as when reading Mr, Philips’s work, he will expect more 
“ fillips” than he will get. 


THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 


“By THE WAT, TOUE EEIEND O’LeABT DINED WITH ME LAST NIGHT, 

A DULL Dog he is 1 ” 

“ Oh, that depends on what Company he 's in I ” 


What 


Moonlightee’s Feee Teanslation of Yibgil’s “ Cow- 
ticuere onines, intentique ora tenehant " — Rendertd thus: 
—County Kerry men, the whole lot of ’em, taking precious 
good care to hide their faces. 


ON THE TOWING-PATH, 


{A Cantabrigian Canto,) 

The wind is brisk on the flowing tide ; 

Like hammer’d silver the water wide 
Is blown to knops and ridges ; 

The battling sunbeams come and go. 

And the tugs puff up with their flocks in tow, 
And lumbering lighters, heavy and slow. 
Drift, broadside on, through the bridges. 

The willows have taken a sunny stain, 

And the underglow of the Spring again 
In amber and brown is peeping ; 

The clouds, sun-hrokeu, are moving free, 

And the rooks caw loud from the leafless tree. 
That shows in its waving tracery 
Where the wonder of leaves is sleeping. 

And here they saunter, or stand at gaze, 
Waterside characters, old M. A.’ 8 
And “ Men” of the current fashion ; 
Clerical types of a first-boat crew, 

Nursemaids natty, bedecked with blue, 
Schoolboy truants, and damsels true 
To a vague University passion. 

But thought flies back to the “rounding grey,” 
To the fenland flat, and the Autumn day, 
And the path, where the patient gazer 
Sees jogging along at a good round trot 
With v^ement snouts to you can’t see what, 
And a band of runners aU piping hot, 

The Coach iu a light-blue blazer. 

And then the sullen and slug^sh stream 
Is woke by the stroke and lit by the gleam 
Of broad blades strenuous lashing, 


And pseans of hope in our hearts we sing, 
Though we soon tail off in a panting string, 
And the boat sweeps on with a lifting swing 
And a certain amount of splashing. 

And away goes pounding the old grey horse 
Whose task was more a matter ot “ course ” 
Thau any Gee’s that has hair on ; 

And hack as the tinkling bells recall 
To much- cut Chapel, or cheery Hall, 

Across the river, while shadows fall. 

By the ferry that’s kept by Charon. 

Year after year unchanging change 
Still finds new talent of equal range 
In reading or cutting capers : 

Still Dons are developed from Undergrads, 
And Lights of Eeason from roaring lads, 
And the cranky ones are running their fads 
In Parliament or the papers. 

But the boat is coming ; and, dark or light, 
A ’Yarsity Eight is a gallant sight, 

No matter how grave we ’re growing ; 
And dear to the man with an open mind 
In the sporting columns next day to find 
Such opposite praises and blame combined, 
Such various views of rowing. 

They write it up, and they write it down, 
And it may or may not excite the town 
Like a war or a Cabinet crisis ; 

But whether the people go or stay, 

No heart is callous on Boat-race I)ay, 

That ever has seasoned work with play 
Beside the Cam or the Isis. 


The Happy Mean. — Self-complacent Screws. 


AD KEGINAM JUBILANTEM. 

Oda in mode Soratii gvam ego Tommius feci, 

Regina ave Yic-toeia Maxima I 

Prmsens hie annus tst Jubilum tuum. 

Ut gaudeamus nos puelli 
Fac holidas babeamus extra. 

Dicat magister, Tommius est piger : 

Sfcd illud omnis est oeulus mens ; 

Nam certe contendo qnibusdam 
Temporibus operor tremend^. 

Exempla quseris ? Est aliquis piger, 

Qbui vivit omni ludere pertinax 
Occasione, atque est paratas 
Ceu ocrese laborare pritcee ? 

Si calcitranda est pila meo pede, 

Sum omnis iBic tempore, per Jovem, 

In nullo ; nec moror vocatus 
Ostiolum * duce nostro adire. 

Hand reetd pigrum Tommiolum potes 

Yooare, versus magnificos videns, 

Guos ipse fecit, neo negabis 
Huic puero sine fine ktidos, 

Regina vale ! Sit Jubilnm tuum 

Miraudus annus pro pueris, precor : 

Et vestra Majestas videbit, 

Inflnitas habebo alaudas. 

♦ Hoc est verbum pro “ wicket ” in meo Ainswortho. 


A Game the Chancelloe oe the Exche- 

aUEE THOUGHT OE PLATING.— “ Tip-Cat.” 
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House of Commons, Monday^ March SO.—Hoiise erowde'i to- 
night. Evident anticipation of something in the wind. Usual 
number of questions. Oeoege Hamilton announced that “ we have 
decided to celebrate the Jubilee by Naval Review.” Set forth par- 
ticulars of programme. As he put it, “ the Review will embrace a 
large number of battleships, cruisers, torpedoes, and gunboats.” 
Addison, Q.C.. sitting just behind First Lord, listened with growing 
interest. Surely luncheon and dinner couldn’t be left out of the 
arrangements? Face beamed with increasing delight. 'Rose soon 
as Lord George made an end of speaking. House observed with 
interest that though it was nearly Five o’clock Addison was in 
morning dress. Wanted to know whether Members of the House 
would receive invitations to be present at Review ; what arrange- 
ments would be made for taking them to Portsmouth; and, he 
added, smacking his lips, while his face was illamined with seraphic 
smile, “ what accommodation will be made for them whilst there ? ” 

In his mind’s eye Addison evidently saw it all. The saloon 
carriage in special train; the hampers of soda and brandy; the 
cigars and the champagne ; the arrival at Portsmouth ; the carriages 
to meet them ; the drive to the Dockyard ; the discovery that the 
sea was “ choppy ; ” the quick determination ; the return by land to 
the hotel ; the snack, and then the dinner, the hilaritv broken in 
upon now and then by echo of distant firing from the Fleet. Then 
the return home; the Joyous journey; more cigars, soda, and 
brandy ; and the determination to read all about the review in the 
newspapers next morning. Addison’s prophetic soul beheld all this ; 
quite an unctuous tone in his voice as he made inquiries. Lord 
George said it was a little early to make such arrangements, 

“Yery well,” said Addison,V‘ I ’Recall again;” and, sinking 
back in nis seat, quietly dozed. 

Tuesday^ 2 A.M, — ^House still sitting, and likely to sit, and this 
only the muttering of the coming storm. Began at Five o’ Clock 
yesterday afternoon. Baleour gave notice to move for leave to 
mtroduee Coercion Bill. Smith followed up notice with another, to 
ask for all the time of the House to consider the Bill. Then, amid 
wild cheers from the Irish Members, and unmistakable approval 
from Liberals, John Morley gave notice to oppose Motion for prece- 
dence. Sudden transformation scene. Hitherto, for eight weeks, 
House been potteriug round various questions. Now a pitched battle 
in sight ; both sides drawn up in battle-array. Feeling of elation 
everywhere prevalent, save, perhaps, on Treasury Bench, “At 
last! ” Gladstone said, stretching forth his anus. 

Business done, — Preparation for War, 

Tuesday^ 1’30 P.M.— House just up, haviug sat all night and all 
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momin^ Governmeiit sorely liaTidicapped hr inability to put motion to give precedence to Coercion Bill. Was stiB speaTdng 
C16tare^in operation. The Minority being over forty, requisite that yesterday atternoon when debate interrupted by lapse of tune. Did 
two hundred^Members should Totefoiaature. Messragers out in all very well in brief time ; * SmcriS^wbo hS um® 

direotions, knocking at doors, puUing beUs, and creating -wild appre- way, does anybody ever rest on laurds 0 me- 

hension in the West-End. At Half-past Two, thrill of genuine ceded him, delivered himself of new theory on Irish affairs. Cir- 
emotion ran through Conservative raiSss. Shortly after midnight, eumstances, he said, had been created by past injustice, and having 
SraS^bad dJ^ppedinfon his way home fromidirmer; existed long time the injustice t^ » T?v 

^ qu?ULAesaid.“aidifyoJ 


CHBiSTOPKEE KTKES had droppec 
standing at the Bar in full 
evening-dress, had scanned the 
Honse with that curiously grave 
inquiring glance peenliar to him. 
Always expecting that some time 
House of Commons will suddenly 
discover how ludicrously odd are 
its proceedings, and wiU volun- 
tarily and permanently dissolve. 
Cheistophee much interested in 
fulfilment of this expectation. 
Whenever he passes neighbour- 
hood, maies point of looking in 
to see if House is stiU sitting. 

“ Yes,” said he, looking round 
with “slightly-parted lips and 
troubled glance, “here they are 
yet, going on talking just as they 
nave been doing any time these 
twenty years. Mos^ extrornery. 
Can’t make it out. But they’ll 
find it out some day, and what a 
rush to the doors there’ll he! 
Think I’B’get off home. Bush 
I might commence now, and me in 
the doorway.” 

So walked off, turning as he 
passed through doorway, to see if 
at this last moment the crisis had 
come. House still sitting. Mem- 
ber still talking, and so home to 
bed. 








“ Early to Bed ** 


Early to Eise ! ** 


Or, Keeping up the Xtopher.’’ — ^March 22. 


find that doesn’t agree with you, 
try our fine old mellowed injus- 
tice.” That did very well for a 
speech as times go. Besides 
Gladstone wanted to speak be- 
fore dinuer to-night. Private 
Bills and Questions occupied two 
hours and a half ; so Locewood 
stood aside, and Gladstone 
speaks in his stead. 

Immense reception from Oppo- 
sition when he appeared at the 
table. Cheers renewed when, after 
brief wrestle with coat-tailpocket, 
produced pomatum-pot andplaoed 
it in readiuess on table. House 
knew that that meant business. 
Spoke for over an hour in the 
grandest old style, voice serving 
him admirably. When he sat 
down it seemed the Honse had 
decided debate might as well close 
here. Pact is it was close upon 
dinner hour, and nobody with 
carefully prepared speech inclined 
to saennee it. Speakee slowly 
rose to put the question. Con- 
sternation on Opposition Benches, 
complacency on Conservative, 
N’otning better for Government 


Two hours later Cheistophee knocked up with the rest, and than that debate'should collapse, and division he forthwith taken, 
urgently entreated to come down. More than ever amazing this. Modesty unusually marked even in Irish camp. Ho one so aggressive 
House not only sitting from afternoon to midnight, hut going it as to present himself with speech. Hear whispered entreaties on 
through the livelong night. Pelt more dazed than ever. But various benches. “You get up.” “No, yow ’d better speak.” “I 
call of duty imperative ; so got out of bed, selected for wear a dull think you ’d do it better,” Seconds fiying ; crisis approaching, 
brownsuit as being indicative of undecided opinions on the situation, Speakee had recited question, and was about to put it. Smile 
and made hia way down to the cnxionsly fascinating abode of broadened on Conservative Benches, 

mysteries. Whatacheerthey gavehim, whenatHalf-pastTwohe Then Joseph Gillis came to the front and saved the debate, 
was once more discovered in changed costume standing at the Bar Quite by accident (as it appeared) he stuck a pin in the fieshy part 
and gazing wonderingly round I Never since he brought in the of Chance. In the pained surprise of the moment Chance sprang 
famous Crab and Lobster BiU. has he had such an ovation. to his feet. “ Mr, Chance ! ” cried the Speakee, under the impres- 

On the whole, proceedings not worth getting out of bed to witness, sion that his eye had been designedly caught. In these circum- 
Only one flash of genuine Irish humour varied the monotony of pro- stances no help for it, and Chance proceeded to deliver his speech, 
ceedings. Whilst Windbag Sexton delivering one of an intermin- which kept the thing going during the dinner hour, “ Quite a happy 
able series of harangues, Baetley rose from the Benches opposite, chance that,” Joey said, with a twinkle in his eye. At the same 
Wanted opinion of Chairman on point of order. “ An Hon. Member time careful to avoid the Hon. Member for rest of sitting, 
opposite,” he said, “has promised that if he catches me outside he Business Debate on proposal to give precedence to Coercion, 

will black my eyes. Mi^t I,” he continued, as if really anxious to Friday good speaking to-night, and important Division 
he informed upon the point, “ ask if that is in order ? ” pending. But one night’s debate seems to satisfy Members now. 

Chairman acknowledged that it was , , Empty Benches through long stretches 

not. Thenup jumped J.O’CoNNOE, and J of the night. Filled up after dinner 

denied that he had used the words, when Heitey Jadvdss rose, and made 

which no one had attributed to him per- speech for Haetington. Finest touch 

sonally. Tired remainder of Committee in address reserved to the last. Hab- 

woke up to laugh at this charmingly couet was to speak next. Had pre- 

ndive disclosure, and thereafter settled f pared imposing collection of impromptus, 

down doggedly to see the thing out. Left manuscript on desk from which 

At Half -past Three Division showed / ‘ ^ James spoke. James, with unvarying 

that the Government had, including ^ innocence, having finished his 

Cheistoehee Sykes, just 199 supporters, speech, accidentally gathered up a few 

Within the next hour eight more Conser- i M of Haecouet’s notes with his. What 

vatives had been dragged from their \ a* hiatus there would presently have 

beds, and Smith moved Closure, which i il'::.' ’■'tA' « beenhad he succeeded! What amix- 

was carried by 207 votes against 54, ''LiVn - ' '• llri'''’ll Mi jokes, and what broken 

Hour after hour followed, each drearier 'h^V \ ) i | ''l!| bridges in argument! But Haecotjet 

than the last. At Eight o’clock Pax- \ \ '1 had his eye on his former colleague; 

nellites discover Chief Secretary absent. ^ , , . . • -m j. ^ on . , m j i. on politely, but firmly, called his attention 

Where was he? Must be sent for. Balfour m his Place at 4*30 A.M., Tuesday, March accident, and rescued his notes. At 

like wise main Baleoue reposing in bed. But Parnellites deter- Half-past One, House divided. Ministerial composite majority re- 
mined to drag him ^out. At Ten o’ Clock, Sexton insisted upon duced to 89. Opposition cheered as if they had carried Amendment, 
knowing how long it takes to wake an Irish Secretary. Fresh Business done.— -Precedence for Coercion secured. 

diwatch of messengers. Baleoue, still half asleep, appeared, - ■ 

and was immediately attacked. At twenty minntes past One this At the Olympic.— Out “Mr. Nlbbs, Junior,” deposes that 
afternoon end came, and Members went home, to resume business of “Teeey is as good as ever In Chancery, If brevity be the soul of 
a imw sitting, .two-and-a-half hours later. mt, then My Cousin ought to be the most spirituel piece seen for 


ojjposite,” he said, “ has promised that if he catches me outside he 
will black my eyes. Mi^t I,” he continued, as if really anxious to 
he informed upon the point, “ ask if that is in order ? ” 

Chairman acknowledged that it was , , 

not. Then up jumped J. O’Connoe, and y /'L^ 

demed that he had^ used the words, 
which no one had attributed to him per- 
sonally. Tired remainder of Committee 
woke up to laugh at this charmingly 
ndiue disclosure, and thereafter settled 

down doggedly to see the thing out. \\Vw 

At Half -past Three Division showed / ‘ mv 

that the Government had, including 

Cheistophee Sykes, just 199 supDorters, .^^Ji \ ^ 

Within the next hour eight more Conser- 
vatives had been dragged from their 

beds, and Smith moved Closure, which \ \ 

was carried by 207 votes against 54. n - ^ 

Hour after hour followed, each drearier 
than the last. At Eight o’clock Pax- 

nellites discover Chief Secretary absent. ^ , , . . • -m j. ^ « 

mere ms he? Must le seat ior. Balfonr mhia Place at 4-3 

lake wise man, Baxpottb reposmar in bed. But ParaeUites deter- 








Balfour ia his Place at 4*30 A.M., Tuesday, March 22. 


Business Sojw.— E stimates in Committee of Supply, ^ some time ; hut it isn’t. To put it plainly,” ’ 

Thursday , — Lockwood was to have resumed debate to-night on Junior, “ My Cousin is rather a poor relation. 


“Teeey is as good as ever In Chancery, If brevity be the soul of 
wit, then My Cousin ought to be the most spirituel piece seen for 
sometime; hut it isn’t. To put it plainly,” says Our Mr. Nibbs, 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 



ROBERT WITH THE LORINERS. 

I HAD the honner of assisting the other night at the Grand Bankwet 
of the Washnpfool Company of Loriners, and tho I haven’t the least 
idear what a Loriner means, or what he ’s supposed to do to git his 


in the Chair, with the Loud Maee and his Dimond Star on his rite, 
hnt 2 Aldermen and a Sherryf , and his 2 hunder Sherryf s, and about a 
duzzen Common Counsebnen, and some littery an drammattick gents. 

Sir Bobeet— how he must nitely thank his Godfathers and God- 
mothers for giving him sitch a name— started ’em weU with the 
Loyal Toastes, and the rest kept the ball rolling capitally. Lord 
General Paget told us as he come of a fighting race, and was the only 
Officer left as rode at Her Majesty’s Coronation. Mr. Pilstone, M.P,, 
not satisfied with complementing me by repeating my remark that 
the Copperashun’s ennemys had discovered a Mare’s nest with not 
nothink in it, finished up by saying that the elustrious name of the 
honorable Chairman (Robebt) was held in ekal honour both within 
and outside of Parlyment ! 

Akorse they drank Mr. Labbtshabe and Bbadloe’s health and 
Mr. Feoth’s two with three times three. 

The Chairman said he had bin Master of three Cumpanies, sum 
rich and sum poor, but whether they was rich like the Salters or poor 
like the Spectaelemakers, poor fellers ! they always had, and they 
always would keep up the grand old horsepitality of the renowned 
City of London. So that ’s a great consolation to us poor Waiters in 
these raddicle and grumbling times. 

Then up stood a reelly fine specimen of a nohel minded Hem. Pea, 
and he proposed, with all his art and all his mind, the good helth of 
Copperashnn. Ah, his was summut like a speech his was. Ah, 
if there was a few more members like Mr. Isaacs, what a much more 
comfortable and a much more enjoyabler world it would be for Muu- 
chipaltys and Waiters. 

Bemg up at the West End last week, I weutured jist to have a 
look in at the Committee-room in the House of Commons, where the 
inquiry about the Copperashnn is a going on, and the first thort as 
came across me after I had bin a standing there a little time was 
this rather remarkahul one. I have herd sumwhere that, once upon 
a time, there was a wnndnrfnl Frenchman, who cond telL, by only 
looking at anybody’s face, what their real charackter was, and 
whether they was relieable or not. I think his name was sumthink 
m the Lavateiy line, so I spose as he relied a good deal on wash- 
ing. And I wished as he was alive now, and was in that there 
Committee-room. 

What a deal of truble, too, it would save at trials— no Jewries 
woudn’t he wanted^ so we shood git rid of all that bother ; but the 
Judge woud fix his eye upon the prisoner while the ctoge was 
being red, and then say Gilty, or Hot Gilty, and then an end. 


THE TWO CHANCELLORS. | 

( Fide Mb. Goschen’s Speech at the Mansion House. ) 

I.— As He is Supposed to Be. 

The Chancellob of the Exchequee discovered seated at desTc^ in 
Official Hesidence m Downing Street, Secretary at another 
iahle^ reading extracts from morning correspondence aloud. 

Secretary {doubtfully), Here’s a suggestion which doesn’t seem 
so had. 

Chancellor {interrupting). What for? For remitting old tax, or 
imposing new one ? 

Secretary, Well, it ’s for remission. 

Chancellor {sternly). How often am I to say that I wor^t remit 
anything f Do you suppose that I occupy this high position in order 
to make myself pleasant to the public ? My duty, and I may add 
my pleasure also, is to find out exactly the most generally unpopular 
and unfair tax that I possibly can, and then to impose it. 

Secretary {soothingly), Qlvdte so, I quite understand That’s; 
an elementary part of tne business of a Chancellor of the Exchequer, | 
always. | 

Chancellor, I should rather think it was. | 

Secretary, But this seems 'really not a had proposal. It ’s a 
correspondent who signs herself “Distressed Widow.” 

Chancellor {with savage scorn). Distressed widow j 

Secretary {goes on hastily). And she suggests ta kin g off the seven- 
and-sixpenny tax on dogs, and transferring it to cats and poultry i 
instead. She says she doesn’t keep cats or poultry herself, but she 
does keep a dog, and as her sleep is a good deal disturbed at night by 
cats screaming, and cocks crowing 

Chancellor {fiercely). Stop! The old idiot has really given me a 
suggestion. Why not raise the tax on dogs to ten shillings, and put 
one on cats and poultry as well? Is there any way in which I could 
make myself more financially disagreeable than that? 

Secretary, I don’t know of any. 

Chancellor, Then that ’s settled. (Laughing.) That’ll make the 
public squirm, if anything will. How to take the taste of the 
“ Distressed Widow’s ” ridiculous letter out of my mouth, let me have 
the returns from the Income-Tax collectors — especially complaints of 
injustice, unfair and oppressive exactions, and all that sort of thing. 
Thanks. That’ll give me a really delightful morning. I don’t 
think I need keep you any longer, 

Seceetaey. Cxirtainfalls ontheOKKSCSiJJ^iKofthe'RX'- . 
CHEQUEE thoroughly enjoying himself, \ 

II.— As He Really Is. 

The^ Chancellor (soliloqumng). What, more letters, suggesting 
remission of taxation! {Opeyis one or tico^ and takes out pocket'- 
handkerchief.) What a pity I’m {sobbing)— susceptible. I 
know I oughtn’t to he— but I can’t help it. Here (freaking down) is 
another dear old lady, who — {is temporarily overcome icith emotion) 

— ^whose d.og—{7nore sols) — ^wnose little wee dog 

\_Bicrsfs into torrent of tears, which Attendants have some diffi- 
culty in stopping with aid of sal volatile^ smelling -salts ^ and 
5 sharp hloics in the small of the hack. After a quarter of 

an hour's mierval, 7'eading of ^fiorning correspo7idence is 
resu77ied. 

The Chancellor {firmly). But no! I will not give way. These 
tears are woniauish. What is the old lady’s complaint, after all ? 
[Takes up letter agahi.) She objects to the Dog Tax. And why ? 
Because, it appears, her Fido ^ — (Controls himself with some diffi- 
culty, and proceeds ) — ^her Fido is old, and lame, and — oh dear me ! — 
half blind, and she has brought him up from a.— [takes out handker- 
chief again) — from a puppy! {^Hings hell violently. Attendant, 

Attendant, Yessir ? Sits, Sir, or more handkerchiefs, Sir ? 

Chancellor, Heither, my good feUow. Here, take this letter to 
my ^cretary. Tell him — (feelingly) — ^to ing^uire into the ease-yto 
make all inquiries ; and, if he finds there really is a dog called Fido, 
and it isn’t a nasty savage cur that bites everybody, and that ought 
to have been shot long ago, then, I say — [with intense emotion), — let 
him assure her, with my compliments, ^ — ^the Chancoelloe of the 
Excheuuee’s compliments, — that Fido shall never, never, never be 
taxed any more ! ^ ^ t • * ^ 

[Flings hhnself into chair inparoxys7n of sympathetic grief. 
Exit Attendant. Curtain, 


News of Sarah. 

Sttp. is coming in mid-summer, | But surely in the Spring-time, 


Is our own dear Sabah B* 
Than any other mummer, 
Welcomer is she. 


She here should be a-playing, 
For brought here by a Mexee, 
She ought to come a Maying. 


Mbs. Ram is very particular as to getting names correctly. She 
says that, directly after Easter, she snail go and tee Guluveb and 
Silvan’s new Opera with that very extraordinary title. 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIYARI. 


[April 2, 1887. 



THE OLD HAND. 


The old Stoaewall Country 1 How many times more 
Shall we pillage o’er its uplands and pound o’er its flats ? 
Whilst the riders declare the whole business a bore, 

And the nags, could they speak, would cry ‘ ‘ Plague on the Pats ! ’ ^ 
Who, with little regard for their bellows or bones, 

Left their country half bogland, and hedged it with stones. 


Oh! awfully candid, chock-full of good-will. 

His heart would, of coarse, thrill with earnest regret 
If the latest Hew Hand should here meet with a spQl. 

A real “ rough-rider ” has not tried it yet ; 

This one claims to he good at the “ resolute ” style, 
And the Old ^un awaits the result with a smile. 


“ Nasty place 1 ” mutters he. ‘‘ Know it only too well. 
I hope you may like it. You chafled me of old ; 


Hark forward? Oh, yes, ifc is all mighty fine, 

But the cheery old cry sounds like mockery here. 
The business is one in the Sisyphus line, 

And “ no forrader” tottles it, year after year ; 
For no Spectre Hunt, doomed for ever to run. 

Has so much hard labour with so Httle fun. 


What d’ye think of it now, my magnificent swell, 

Whose talk, when you’re not in the pigskin, ’s so bold ? 
Whew! he’s fair oa the slope, he’s slap on to that wall, — 
I trust he will clear it. I hope he won’t fall! ” 


How many a field has been squandered and stuck I 
How many a “ flyer” has here come to grief ! 

The course has no cnarm and the rider no hick. 

Se ’s abeady half-pounded, this black-bearded Chief, 
If looks count for aught ; and he now has to face] 

The nastiest wall in the nastiest place. 


Howe’er the field start, ’tis a destiny drear 
That this nasty one fronts them ere far they have gone. 
All roads lead to Rome, and aU races lead here. 

The man who can clear it, or even stick on, 

Is one in a hundred ; to live through the shock 
Needs a hand like a feather, a seat like a rock. 


Has he got them, onr friend with the black-a-vised face ? 

That remains to be seen, but one’s hopes are not high. 
Here so many a crack finds he’s out of the race, 

With his hack in the bog and his face to the sky, 
here came a cropper. Old Hand though he be. 

Who stands by looking eager the issue to see. 


LUBBOCK’S NATIONAL RACE DICTIONARY. 

[Specimen, Extracts, ) 

Smiths. A Scottish family that originally lived in Ireland, when 
it was known as England.^ After settling in Sweden, they came 
back to the country of theb bbth, and subsequently took up theb 
quarters in North Britain,^ 

Stuarts, An Irish family of English origin, originally settled in 
Normandy, from whence they came to Wales. This race is popularly 
but improperly considered to belong to the land lying to the North 
of the Tweed. ^ Many of the Kings of England were exclusively 
Scotch until, in the time of James the First, they became, by 
the amalgamation of the two crowns, Irish. 

SuxLiYAHS. An English family living in North Britain before 
Scotland became Ireland. The members of this ancient race are 
celebrated for the purity of their Anglo-Saxon accent : andj so strong 
IS theb sense of nationality, that even when they are Dom in Ireland 
for centuries, they still remain British by bbth. 


He is not in this race, he seems “ out of the hunt,” 
But full many a time he has led a fab field ; 

Of pace and of peril he bore the full brunt. 

Always anxious to start, never willing to yield. 
But the Old Hand’s last spill was a smasher no end, 
And now he looks on, as a dashed candid friend. 


A Scribe oh Scribner. — Scribner* s for April is a right good 
number. Everyone will thoroughly enjoy the first iustalmMit of 
Thacheray*s Letters, They are all addressed to the Rev. W. H, 


Thackeray* s Letters, They are all addressed to the Rev. W. H, 
Brooeeield and Mrs, Brookpieid, and commence even before Vanity 
Fair was brought out, and became famous. The curiously 

neat handwriting is occasionally given in fac-simile, and the letters 
we illustrated by views and reproductions of the writer’s sketches. 


The Scribnerian venture improves as it progresses ; the Thackeray 
Letters alone are well worth the price of the number. 
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MR. PUNCHES MORAL FAIRY TALES. 

Y.— The Mah with the Hump. 

{Being the Sequel of “ The Wideawake Beauty 

You Lave heard how the Wideawake Beauty was horn, and how 
the Fairy predicted, to the grief of all, that she would marry a Man 
with a Hump. 

Now, you must also learn that a Scotch Fairy, who was in attend- 
ance when the 
Princess saw the 
light, had, with 
the best intentions, 
presented her with 
a most fatal gift. 

“My child,” she 
said, “you shah 
never see a joke, 
and shah he per- 
fectly without any 
sense of humour.” 

The father and 
mother of the 
Princess thought 
little enough of 
this, at the time, 
because they were 
occupied with 
lamenting the 
destiny which was 
to unite their 
daughter to a Man 
with a Hump. 

About this date 
a neighbouring 
Q,ueen had a httle 
son, who wore a 
hunch upon his 
back, and was besides so far from beautiful, that it was for some 
time doubted whether he had the form of a human creature. 
A fairy, however, who was in attendance as usual, assured his 
parents that notwithstanding his want of beauty^ he would make 
himself agreeable to everybody on account of his great wit and 
talents. She added that this was not all, for that she had also 
bestowed on him the power of endowing the person he should love 
best in the world with the very same qualities. 

This was a great consolation to his mother, and no sooner did he 
begin to talk, than he said the funniest things in such a manner that 
every one adored him. 

Meanwhile, the Wideawake Princess, though in other matters ex- 
ceedingly acute, was the despair of all who enjoyed a joke. She 
never saw what there was to laugh at, and in the gravest manner, 
would discuss, and disprove, any little harmless piece of nonsense or 
fun that came to her ears. In vain were the best Masters chosen for 
her, one by one they withdrew in despair. The Princess, as she grew 
up, attracted all by her loveliness, and her advice was sought on the 
very g:ravest matters, hut only then. The nobles of the Court, afraid 
of sitting at dinner next a Princess who had never seen a joke, began 
to travel into distant countries, leaving their estates and domestic 
concerns. The Princess even argued that there were no jokes, just 
as she believed that there were no ghosts, because, she said, she had 
never seen either the one or the other. Meanwhile the Court became 
so mournful and deserted, that even the Princess (who was extremely 
sensible, too much so in fact,) felt the gloom. 

Often she would wander alone, in haunted places of the forest, 
wringing her hands, and exclaiming, “ Ah, if I could, were it only 
once, see a joke, even if it were no bigger than my thumb. Ah, I 
would willingly marry the man who enabled me to see one joke.” 

While she thus wept at her ease over her hard fate, she perceived 
a young man of short stature, and with a hump, approaching her, he 
was at the same time very handsomely dressed. This was no other 
than the Prince of whom you have heard, but whose name, at this 
stage in the history, it is forbidden to pronounce. The Prince had 
fallen violently in love with the Princess, from the portraits he had 
everywhere seen of her, and he was delighted at so unlooked-for an 
opportunity of meeting her alone. 

Observing, after the first compliments were over, that she appeared 
very; melancholy, he said, “ I cannot imagine. Madam, how it is 
possible for a lady of such beauty as yours to be so unhappy as you 
appear ; for, though I can boast of having seen many handsome ladies, 
I assure you that none can be compared to you. One who is so 
lovely should be insensible to every misfortune.” 

“ I had much rather,” said the Princess, “ be as ugly as you are, 
ai^ jpossessed of wit, than be the beauty you praise, and never see a 

“Note for ‘Things one wonld rather not have said,’” mur- 


mured the Prince, adding, “ if that is all, Madam, I can make you 
perfectly happy.” 

“ By what means ? ” said the Princess. 

“ I nave the power,” said the Prince, “ to bestow the gift, not only 
of seeing, but of making jokes, on tbe person I am to love best in the 
world, and as that person, Madam, can only he yourself, it depends 
on your own will to be the wittiest lady on earth. Will you not buy 
this grift with the priceless treasure of your hand ? ” 

Said the Princess, who was very wideawake, “I have vowed to 
marry any man who can make me see a joke. But, before doing 
aught that can never be recalled, I must ask you to give an example 
of your power.” 

“Madam,” said the' Prince, “your beautiful Christian name 
is ?” 

“ Judy,” answered the Princess. 

“ If, therefore, you are enabled not only to appreciate, hut to utter 

a pleasantry, it would he a come now, think,” said the Prince, 

putting forth aU Ms magic power. 

[ “Ayez^ d' esprit cried the Princess, shrieking with delighted 
I laughter, and clapping her hands. “Oh, I have seen a joke ! How 
I delicious it is.” 

“By no means had for a beginner,” said the Prince, and the 
Prmcess hurried to rejoice with her friends, and present to them the 
object of her choice. His nose, which had at first "appeared to her 
somewhat exaggerated, now looked merely aquiline, and gave him a 
martial and heroic air, his hump was no more than the easy carriage 
in which men of quality indulge themselves. Her parents were far 
too happy to be critical, and tnns the Princess Judy married Prince 
Punch, and their offspring was Mirth. 

JJfora/.—Never say die I 


GETTING IT PAT. 

Dear Me. Punch, 

I HAVE been very much struck by your remark in your last 
number, that twenty years ago the most anti-British speeches in the 
' Hibernian Dramas of the period were received at the hands of a 
London audience with the greatest enthusiasm. And they woMd 
again, Sir I I have long had by me on my book-shelves a new Irish 
play annotated with the effects in the auditorium I know would he 
produced by the situations and sentiments. Asking you to allow me 
to give you a sample (see below), I remain. Dear Mr, Punchy 

O’Phalier Shakespuliigon. 

Scene YI,— ^ Court of Late, Father Tim in custody. Enter 
O’Yaedes the Postawn, 

O’ Yardes, Whist now ! What are ye afther ? Is it meself that 
sees Father Tim in the claws of the Perlice ! Like a beautiful sunset 
spoilt by two had haporths of sticking-plasther I [^Laugh, 

Father Tim, Lave it alone, me hoy. Ye mane well, but ye cannot 
help me! 

The Colleen Aroon, Oh, Father, it ’s cruel to say ye in suffering I 
The Judge {sternly to Priso7ier), Once more. Sir ! Will you tell 
me if you ever noticed a haystack at Pat 0’EooNEY’s"’eottage before 
Ms goods were seized in execution ? The law forces you to answer. 

Father Tim {very quietly), I should like to see the law that would 
make me answer a question that was protected by my cassock I 
\_Thunders of applause from all parts of the House, 
The Judge {awe-stricke^i hut severe), I do not follow you, but pain- 
ful as my duty may be, I must do it — ^you will stay in gaol for a 
couple of months 1 [^Sensation amongst the audience. 

Father Tim, Ah, thin, hedad, I snail get my lodging for nothing ! 
{Boars of Laughter,) But wMst, bhoys, sing me the^‘ Wearing of 
the GreenP 

O’ Yardes, And if that ould spalpeen of a Judge interferes, why, 
gag Mm with Ms own wig. 

\Beneioed laughter^ in the Stalls and Boxes, The “ Wearing 
of the Green ” is then stmg, amidst overtohehning enthusiasyn^ 
the last verse being e7icoy'ed five times. 

The Judge, This really is very irregular. 

Fyiter CMef Secretary, sttddeyily. 

Chief Secretay^y, Not so. {To Judge,) My Lord, yon are un- 
frocked, disbarred {jgreat applause)^ and have no longer a seat on the 
Bench, {Renewed cheering from a British audience.) As for all 
the rest of yon, all you have to do is to marry the girls of your 
hearts. And now three cheers for Home Rule ; or. Right Mightier 
than Wrong {title of piece— -and great cheering), 

[The Audience join in the shouts, and the Curtain falls aynidst a 
scene of absolutely mdescrihahle enthusiasyyi. 

P.S. No. 1.— -That ’s the sort of thing 1 We might make a pot of 
money out of London, the Provinces, and Colonies, and perhaps do 
even a stroke of good business in the poor old country itself I | 

P.S, No. 2.— Think of that now ! I 


THEEE'is a blessing on Peacemakers— is there one on Playwrights ? 
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of opinion that they are'on the wrong tack, what can be 
wiser and nobler than;to confess their error? How 
many years it may take them to get on the right tack 
is utterly immaterial. What is sixteen years, or twice 
sixteen years, in the life of a nation ? The School Board, 
at aU events, have learned much, although they tell us 
that hitherto they have taught little to the purpose. 

I still notwithstanding have unbounded confidence in. 
and veneration for the School Board. In the discovery of 
an unpalatable truth, it is true that they have spent a few 
millions. But can truth be too dearly bought ? I say 
emphatically, no. The School Board is now about to 
turn over a new leaf, and I shall wait with patience 
hut with confidence for the result. I remain. Dear 
Mr, Punchy your Constant Header, 

An Indignant Hatepatee. 


“for the third time of asking.” 

PnTicipal {who had made sure of it this tune), “ Did * Bylem and Waxterbi c' 

SEEM PUT OUT AT MY SENDING IN THE ACCOUNT AGAIN ? 

Mw Clerk. “Oh dear no, Sir. Most Perlite they were, Sir. ’Said 
THEY ’oped I *D CALL AGAIN, SiR 1 ” 

ALL IN THE WEONG. 

Dear Mr. Punch,— I have read with astonishment and indignation several 
papers in Punch, intended, apparently, to cast discredit on that truly noble insti- 
tuUon— the London School Board. I can find no language snfBLciently strong to 
condemn the foUy and the wickedness of this attempt. Considering aR that the 
S(iool Board has done, is doing, and will do in the future, it almost makes one 
despair of the cause of progress and humanity. And this is more especially 
the case as the School Board jnst at the present time has taken a new and a very 
startling “ departure.” Whatever may have been its sborteomings in times 
past, it is now resolutely prepared to amend them. 

On the 17th of the present month (which happened to be Saint_^Patrick’s 
Day) it was unanimously resolved : — 

“ That a Special Committee he appointed to consider the present subjects and modes 
of instruction in the Board Schools, and to report whether such changes can be made 
as shall secure that children leaving school shall be more fitted than they now are to 
perform the duties and work of life before them.’’ 

The mover of this most wise and jnst resolution, was of opinion that the 
children should work with their brains in the morning and with their hands at 
night, that is to say, English grammar and algebra in the morning, and 
cabinet-making or cookery at night. Another speaker said 

“ It could not but be felt that the public elementary education had not given the 
country that was wanted, for the boys educated in public elementary schools, scorned 
all handwrajt work, and wanted to be clerks, while the girls in like maimer scorned all 
domestic sercieej^ 

The motion was agreed to without a dissentient voice. 

Are not the members of the Scbool Board, one and all, to be cong^tulated on 
the discovery they have now made? Your cantankerous contributors may 
l^ssibly say they nave been a long time about it. But Home was not Wilt in a 
day ; and if, after sixteen years’ experience, the School Board are unanimously 


TO SYDENHAM. 


{A Well-wisher s Ode of Advice. ) 

0 EAIR Sydenham, is then thy glory, 

Thy Science, thy popular Art, 

Just about, like some mythical story, 

To fade on our lips and depart ! 

Must thou, then, after all thine adventures, 
Confess that the struggle is o’er. 

Since the holders of unpaid debentures 
Will wait for their money no more I 

Can it be that they so nnder-rate thee, 

And watch without shedding a tear, 

The dread doom that they know must await thee, 
When steps in the stern auctioneer. 

And yet over the tale I should stammer, 

For the thing too cruel would seem. 

Should I witness thee brought to the hammer 
’Twould he like some horrible dream ! 

Of thy fortunes a precious reviver, 

Were things, ah ! to go with thee hard I 
Thy big organ bought in for a fiver, 

Thy roof sold at so much a yard. 

Then imagine thy Courts rent and shattered, 
Thy greenery no longer fair ; 

Thv famed Kings and Q,ueens, too, all scattered, 
Knocked down, say, at threepence a pair 

See thy quaint Aboriginal races 
Subserving a new style of Art, 

Now adorning, in clothes, with their graces 
Some famed East-End tailoring mart ! 

All thy triumphs of painter and gilder 
Disposed of for what they can fetch ; 

Thy site in the hands of the builder I 
Oh ! perish the harrowing sketch ! 

So, arouse thee ! The prospect before tbee 
Is surely inviting ana clear. 

Let a spirited programme restore thee 
Thy fortunes, this Jubilee Year. 

For South Kensington no more competing 
Treats thee, her old rival, with scorn ^ 

So do thou, all her tactics repeating. 

Set up for thyself thy Cremorne. 

duick, install the required apparatus, 

Light up every terrace and glade,_ 

Do thy best. Entertain ns Budjete'ue,^ 

Thy efforts will soon be repaid. 

It mayn’t be the precise recreation 
That once thou dids’t dream to provide, 

But Cremorning suits this generation, 

And borne on the stream thon must glide. 

So, wake up ! To the wheel put thy shoulder, 
And commence but thyself the attack. 

Thou ’It soon tell the debenture stock holder, 

Of dividends he’ll find no lack. 

Sojjfair Sydenham, see thy lights kindled, 

Thy music set up ; thou ’It soon pay;, 

And thy takings, that once had so dwindled, 
Scare all jerry-builders away. 

Shazsdeare on the Lincoln Handicap. — 
Oheron ! ” 
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Mem. Idj a Midlander, | 

Yictoeta, in the mighty Midland town, j 
Puund nought the tide of loyalty to ttem. : 
One ot the brightest gems in England's Crown, 
She, after ali, may find a Brummagem. 

The Days of Chivaley Eetubkihg.— 
There’s to be a Jubilee Tournament at 
Olympia. Already the Men in Armour who 
figure so bravely on Lord Mayor’s Day have 
sent in their gauntlets as a token of their wil- 
lingness to do combat for the Q^ueen of Beauty. 
"Who is to be the Q,ueen of Beauty ? How 


will this be decided ? By Ballot ? Itowena 
is already considering her costume, and Isaac \ 
of York^ now residing within caU of theprin- i 
cipal London Theatres, is furbishing up his 
best second-hand Kmg J ohns and ’Enbies. 

A T'lat Contradiction. 

(AlR■~“Af(?rr^7y Danced.'') 

Lobe Alcestbe steps 
Dp to M. Lessees, 

“ Don’t mention this £. s. d. more. 

Retract what you’ve said. 

That cheque wasn’t paid, 

By Beach-em-and-don’t-go-to-Sea-more.” 


KnightRood at Birmingham, 
j (Air — “ All my eye and JSetty Martin 0 ! ”) 

We thought perhaps he might 
Be made a Barrownight, 

But this we couldn’t calculate for sartin 0 1 
And now a Knight he be ; 

So here’s, with three times three. 

For our gallant Mayor Sir Alderman T. Mae- 

TIEEAtr ! 

A CoESEEVATiVE^ OpiHioH.— “ The Round 
Table Conference ” is an illustration of argu- 
ing in a circle. Ko end to it. 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCH’S STUDIO. 

No. XSIII.— “SjjAPPr SoiEEss.” 

He was called Shapet for two reasons, firstly beeause, whether in. 
the hunting-field or “on the sweet shady side of Pall MaU,” he was 
always so faultlessly neat in ..i — 

his “^get up ; ” and secondly, f - 




' ' 


H! 

.1 '■* i' !’\ ' 


Mr. SoiiiEES, for instance, 


Ms ‘ ^ get up ; ” and secondly, [ ' 

laecanse Ms temper was so f, 

perfectly impertnrbaMe. Men \ f 

often acquire these nicknames ,'i 

in sheer irony, and one of the 

most irascible gentlemen in ; 

the "West of Ireland, in the , iV’ 

days when they “blazed,” . •• 

was well-known by the sobri- ' \ .. 

guei of Milky Going. His 

most malignant enemy could ' 

not accuse Snappy of being $ > 

snappish in disposition, :\j>{ 

indeed it was recorded of Mm, - -*'■ 

that upon one occasion at a , ' ''j %/' 

cricket-match, he chanced to ' f iyi } ; 

tread upon a dog, and instead .> !v. 

of the usual formula of “ Get '\ 

out, you brute!” wMch is : \ 

wont to escape our lips at ^ /.^sV 

such mischance, Snappy /;.!| 5 '' -^v ^'K\\-.V /%'' \ 

simply exclaimed, “I heg 'i . i’--.y.‘'/ 1 1 

your pardon.” But for all . : 'I JV V: ' \ i 

Ms quiet manner Mr. So:m:ers . v 

was pretty good all rouud. ;if!, /'•l.ViV'sks, \ i 

He did in Ms own yeinaenlar J\. z-'’^ ‘‘rs'^L I ' ^ 

most tMngs a little, hut then 

Ms little happened to he •" '' 

better than most men’s a good deal. Mr. SoiiiEES, for instance, 
rarely said much about Ms exploits with the trigger ; but if you 
happened to meet Mm at a country house cover-shooting, you would 
find that the head-keeper placed Mm where “ the rocketers ” came 
highest and fastest, and, if you had leisure to observe Ms performance, 
would notice that there were few birds sailed over Ms head that were 
not satisfactorily accounted for. 

About Ms hunting acMevements he was similarly reticent. Some 
one of Ms friends when a frost stopped the fun and sent hunting-men 
up to town, would exclaim : — 

“I say, Snappy, you’d a real good tMng with the duom, the other 
dav, hadn’t you ? Were you out Y ” 

“ Yes, nice gallop ; ” hut he would not mention that he had “ set 
the field,” and had the hounds to himself for about a quarter of an 
hour. 

A neat, alight, fair-haired little man, with quiet manner and low- 
toned voice, one would hardly suspect him of being one of the boldest 
riders that ever crossed a country, and most assuredly you were not 
likely to gather it from Ms own lips, and yet he was a steeple-chase 
jockey of some celebrity. Snappy Somees perhaps rode more queer- 
tempered horses in the course of the year than any gentleman rider 
in the country. His patience and determination were invaluahie on 
animals of this description. 

“Glad you won your money,” was Ms reply to an enthusiastic 
follower, who had supported him successfully at Sandown. “You ’re 
rather lucky, for I nearly made a mess of it. I should never have let 
Georoe Moeeis get so near me at the finish, if I had known it.” 

“ Pooh! what did that matter ? ” rejoined the other. 

“ Matter ! ” replied S03O;es. “ JETe can ride my head off I ” 

He is to he seen on every race-course in the racing season, hut is 
more given to frequent the paddock than the lam. He is never seen 
in the betting-ring, and is not given to air either his opinions or 
speculations on coining events, and yet he is a man who is constantly 
in possession of very accurate information. ^ Ask Mm what is to win, 
say the Derby, and he will tell you that he is no good at conundrums, 
but if pressed by Ms intimates, will admit that he has heard Macaroon, 
it is thought by those connected with him, will run well, and further 
cross-examination by the ‘privileged, may elicit the fact that he has 
thrown away a pony upon it himself. One of Ms chums is wont to 
say — “ I ’d rather follow one of Snappy’s ‘ thrown away ponies ’ t h an 
another Johnnie’s certainty.” 

He is usually np in tom more or less all the season, though the 
exigences of racing call him away for a few days pretty frequently ; 
is much ^ven to attending the meets of the Four-in-hand and 
Coaching Clubs, where every one seems to know Mm, and he is very 
often to he seen on the top of one of the drags. His friends are wont 
to make much of Mm and he is a pretty constant diner-out, though a 
most abstemious one, hut he eschews crushes and never sets foot in a 
! ball-room. Hext to being at the head of the first fiight when hounds 
; are fiying, his chief delight is “screwing home an outsider” at 
Sandown or Kempton Park still there is not a trace of horseyness 


in Ms ordinary attire, and, judging by his usual conversation, he 
knows no more about turf matters than a Bishop. His racing get-up 
is the perfection of dandyism, indeed his friends go so far as to say 
that “ Snappy don’t care what sort of a brute he rides, hut that he 
can’t stand an ugly jacket.” “ Rather too pretty to he a workman,” 
said the sporting fraternity, when he made nis first appearance, 

“ between the Flags ; ” but they speedily changed their opinion, and 
whatever Mr. Somees’ mount may he, it is always regarded with a 
certain amount of respect. 

Still, for all his imperturbable temper, Snappy Somees could 
administer a quiet rebuke to pushing people, when they at times took 
the liberty of asking Mm whether he ‘‘ fancied Ms chance ” without 
any acquaintance to warrant the question. 

“ The state of the betting,” he replied, on one of these occasions, 

“ would best indicate my prospects ; as for myself, I have not as yet 
set np as a prophet.” 

SoMEES, perhaps, gets as much fun out of life as most men. He is 
not rich, and he has doubtless one or two extravagant tastes. Heither 
hunting nor racing are the amusements of a poor man ; but, a light 
I weight and a fine horseman, he gets the riding of a good many other 
I men’s horses, wMch helps out Ms own rather limited stud, and gives 
bim the command of quite double the hunters he actually owns, 
i Racing the same ; by dint of a shrewd head and the assistance of 
I some valuable hints from Ms numerous turf friends, owners, trainers, 
&c., he manages to about pay Ms expenses every year, and so have I 
Ms fun for nothing, while he always vows that though he does not so I 
much as own a fiower-pot, thanks to his friends, he enjoys as good j 
shooting as any man in England. TMs, though, is due in part to 
Mmself . He can shoot j 

j He is a quiet, somewhat taciturn man, and this may he one cause 
I of Ms popularity. It is astonishing how appreciated a good listener 
is by those whose tongues are oiled. Snappy is not given to those 
histories which some men dedicate their declining years to retailing. 
He has only one story, wMoh it seems incumbent on him to tell at 
stated intervals. 

“ Some fellows are always in rows,” he will observe. “ I can’t 
conceive how they manage it. Never get into rows myself, never 
got into one but once, that though, was a scorcher. How was it ? 
Well, it ’s a good many years ago now, ’twas down at Derby races, 
and after dinner I strolled into the suburbs with a pal, to smoke a 
cigar and get a little fresh air. Suddenly two or three fellows passed 
us, one of whom jostled against me, and knocked my hat off. In my I 
politest way I requested him to pick it up, he repHed by a loud 
guffaw, I rejoined that if he didn’t pick it up, I ’d m^e Mm. There 
was an immediate cry from Ms friends of * A ring I a ring ! ’ and my 
I opponent, taking off Ms coat, said he ’d like to see me do it.” 

“ Well, I rather fancied myself with my hands at that time. I ’d 
been taking lessons in town, and thought X should rather astonish the 
yokel. He was much about my own size, and we at once set to in 
the summer moonlight. I pretty soon discovered I’d caught a 
tartar, and though I certainly had pasted him a bit, I was getting 
most terribly knocked about myself. After four rounds I began to 
think of following out the advice contained in one of Whyte 
I Meltxli.e’s stories, and tell my hacker to give my opponent’s second 
a sovereign to take his priacipal away. All at once a gentleman 
came out of the crowd, and said, ‘ I beg your pardon, Sir, but your 
friend is not worth a cent as a second ; if you’ll let me act for you, 
you ’ll thrash that chap yet.’ 

“ ‘Well,’ I replied, ‘ I ’U go on, if you think so ; hut my impression 
is, I’ve had about enough.’ 

“ ‘ Not a hit of it. He’s nearer done than you are. Let me look 
after you, and you ’U heat him yet.’ ” 

“And you licked him ! ” usually exclaims Ms auditor at tMs crisis. 

“Not exactly,’ ’ will rej oin Snappy. ‘ ‘ I was licked, hut he gave inP^ 

\ It turned out afterwards that he was a professional pugilist come 
down there to train. 


A PROPOSITION AND A RIDER. 

I As plagiarised, 1 Will he 


CoiNoroNNCES As plagiarised, 

One now and then sees. Wrongly advised ? 
As with that hero In laying stress 
Squire Pineeo. Ou poem in Jess f 

Was P. M. G., Was Ridee Hagoa 
“ Going for” She, Very much stagger 


As plagiarised, Will he reply, 

Wrongly advised ? Telling us “ why ” ? 
Tu laying stress Or deem it best 

On poem in Jess f To let it rest ? 

Was Ridee Haggaed P’raps, as no talker, 
y ery much staggered f Ridee says “ W alker ! ’ ’ 


exigents of raomg call him away for a few days pretty^ frequently ; Feesh Laid Egg-sampxes peom The Ceembeies.— What’s an egg 
w nmch ^ven to attending the meets of the Four-in-hand and unless you can crack it, and get at its inside ? and how to crack it 
(to^hmg Clubs, where every one seems to know Mm, and he is very without a cracker ? From the Regent Street Cremeries, Easter Eggs 
often to he seen on the top of one of the drags. His friends are wont and Crackers are supplied together. Eggs and Toys too, “ Cestd 
to maJ^ much of Mm and he is a pretty constant diner-out, though a ToyP is the motto in fine old Anglo-Norman French ; likewise scent- 
most abstemmus one, hut he eschews crushes and never sets foot in a bottles inside sent with the eggs. Great pleasure for children, profit 
to hwng at the head of the first fiight when hounds of course for the Cremeries; hut also this particular branch of 
are nying, Ms chief delight is “screi^g home an outsider” at industry afEords occupation to many who, without it, would not he 
bandown or nempton Park still there is not a trace of horseyness now able to look forward to a Happy Easter. 

TO GOEEBSPONDENTS. — In uo case can Contributlous, whether MS., Printed Matter, or drawings, be retomed) xmleu aocompaiued 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should bo by the Senders. 
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MR. PUNCH’S MORAL FAIRY TALES. 

Tl.—Prss IN Boots. 

There was a Miller once who had three sons, and when he died, he 
left his Mill to the eldest, his Ass to the second, and his Cat to the 
third. 

The owner of the Cat was in despair, “ for, when I have sold his 
body to the pie try-cook, and made a cap of his skin, what,” said he, 

“will he left of 
iay^atrii]^n^;or 

m^catrhnony ? ” 

inside 

' ( 

^ aiSiet me by 

t Cat’s he^j^sng- 

was the Editor of 

a facetious periodical suffering under enchantment. But as the Cat 
assured him that this was not the case, he succeeded, not without 
difficulty, in procuring a pair of boots for the Cat, which Puss put 
on without the assistance of a friendly jack from the neighbouring 
stream. 

Equipped in his boots, the Cat entrapped several rabbits and bares, 
which he carried, with the compliments of his Master, the Marquis of 
Cahabas, to the King’s Court. His Majesty, who had lately passed 
a Rabbits and Hares’ bill, had consequently suffered from the total 
extinctiou of ground game in his dominions. He therefore warmly 
welcomed Puss, and entreated to be introduced to the Marquis. The 
Cat promised that this should^ he done, and, without explaining what 
he called (we regret to say) his “ purrpuss,” he induced the Miller’s 
son to bathe in a stream near the road where the King’s carriage 
would pass. He next concealed his master’s clothes, and when t& 
carriage appeared with the King and Princess in it, screamed, 
“ Help, my Lord is drowning I ” The attendants rushing to the spot, 
met Puss, who assured them that, as the Marquis was swimming, his 
clothes had been stolen by robbers. The King’s own portmanteau 
supplied a splendid suit of velvet, silk and lace, and the amazed 
young man found himself sitting beside the Princess. 

_ As he was a great reader of good hooks, he at once understood the 
situation. The King, who was fond of horses, was driving himself, 
and the Miller’s son had an opportunity of speaking to the beautiful 
but Socialistic Princess. 

“Madam,” said he, “let me crave your pardon for an unwitting 
offence. There is some extraordinary blunder. I am no Marquis.” 

“ I detest rank ! ” said the Princess. 

“ I am no man of property ” I 

“Property is robbery, philosophers say,” observed the Princess, ' 
with her sweetest smile : “ ah I how I wish I could lead the people 
to recover their own.” 

“ But I a?n the sou of a Miller, Madam, a man cursed with a clever 
Cat, my only possession.” 

“ A Miller ! One of the People,” said the Princess, her heart now 
completely enthralled, “ oh, would that I were a Miller’s daughter ! — 

It is the Miller’s daughter 
Has grown so dear, so dear. 

That I ’ve forgot the lady 
Hight Clara Yere be Verb I ” 

sang the sweet Princess. 

This was what ladies call “ giving” the Miller’s son “ encourage- 
ment.” Filled with alarm, he was on the point of leaping from the 
carriage, when he saw his Cat, Hying along the road for dear life, 
with one boot off and one boot on, pursued by an Ogre. 

To spring from the seat, to draw his rapier, to deceive the Ogre’s 
parry in contrecarte with a dotihlez^ degagez^ vite I and to riposte in 
seconde^ was, to the MDler’s active son, tne work of a moment ! 


As the baffied monster lay bleeding on the turf, he asked him, 

“ why were you chevying my Cat ? ” 

“The confounded brute,” said the Ogre, “had got me to show off, 
and change myself into a mouse. He was just swallowing me, when j 
I regained myorigmal shape ” 

“ It is rather original.” said the MUler’s son ; “ I have rarely met 
an Ogre with three heads.” 

“ And I was avenging myself, and would have caught' him, in 
spite of his hoots ” 

Here the Ogre expired, and the King, knighting the Miller’s son 
on the spot, implored him at once to marry the Princess, with half 
the kingdom for her dower. 

On condition that she might carry out a purely anarchical pro- 
gramme, the Princess bestowed her hand on the Miller’s son, whose 
behaviour, you will have remarked, was very much more honourable 
than that of Miller’s sons in general. 

The Cat, descending from a tree in whose branches he had watched 
these proceedings, observed, 

“ Afora/.— All ’s well that ends well.” 


ALL IN THE WEONG. 

Dear Mr. Punch, 

Yodr Correspondent, “An Indignant Ratepayer,” is cer- 
tainly thankful for small mercies. He speaks with enthusiastic 
admiration of the discovery just made by the School Board, that the 
plan of education they have adopted for the last sixteen years is not 
only worthless but absolutely miscMevous. It unfits both bovs and 
girls for the serious business of life, by teaching the one to despise 
all manual labour, and the other all domestic service. At this most 
significant conclusion the School Board, without a dissentient voice, 
arrived on Saint Patrick’s Day of the present year, and your Cor- 
re^oudent is jubilaut over the result. 

Is he, then, an enemy of the School Board ? Far from it. He 
speaks of the Board throughout with unqualified admiration, and he 
assumes, notwithstanding his experience of the past, that, having 
confessed their^ error, they will forthwith proceed to amend their 
ways. His faith is wonderful; but what are we to say of his 
discretion ? 

^ I, too, 3L\ Funchj am a ratepayer ; I have seen my rates trebled 
since the creation of the School Board j and I am now told that I 
ought to thank my stars that, after sixteen years’ work, they have 
at length displayed a glimmering of common sense. There seems to 
be something ominous in this term of sixteen years, for it appears 
that it is just for this period that we have been supplying the Army 
with bayonets that won’t stab, and the Navy with cutlasses that 
won’t cut. We are always calling ourselves, though nobody else 
does, a practical people. But what care we for the opinion of our 
neighbours, so long as we are happy in the calm contempla on of our 
superiority ? 

The unexpected always “ happens,” so said Beaconsfieid, and it 
seems he was right, for who would have ever dreamed that the 
School Board would have ever made such a confession as they did on 
Saint Patrick’s Day ? But although they confessed much, they did 
not confess all. They said nothing of the numberless half-starved 
children whose health has been impaired or ruined by the tasks im- 
posed upon them. Nothing of the hundreds of thousands spent in 
bullying and worrying their poor parents. Nothing of the money 
spent in endless Ktigation. On all such subjects the Board are dis- 
creetly silent. They draw attention only to the outcome of their 
labours, namely the boys and ^irls whose education has been com- 
pleted— the survival of the fittest in short,— but who are fit for 
nothing. 

“ No handicraft work for the boys, no domestic service for the 
girls.” The hoys all want to be clerks ; what the girls want to be 
we are not informed, but domestic service is not to be thought of, so 
the sooner my wife and daughters take to such work the better. 
And for this have I paid trebled rates. For this have we been 
passing Code after Code, and fixing Standard after Standard, to find 
at last that the whole work must be begun afresh. I too am indig- 
nant, as well as your Correspondent, not that the School-Board have 
been telling the truth, but that they have been so long in teUing it. 

I protest against my money having been spent in injuring the 
health of half the poor children in London, and of injuring the 
morals of the other half. 

I remain, dear Afr. Pu7ich, 

A^'otser Indignant Ratepayer. 


More new-laid Easter Eggs.— This time Sparra’s eggs— no 
Sparagnapane’s Eggs. Yery pretty ; but there ’s nothing in them,— 
at least there wasn’t when we saw them, as they ’re intended to hold 
sweets, and they were empty. By the way, we saw them on the fet 
of April, so perhaps, as our German friend observed, the “ nozing 
dat vas inzide dose eggs vas dere fun, I mean dere leedle 5/oke.” 
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• \\ NX. 


Srum Tar {indignaittJ]/). "Avast thbeb, Guv’kor ! Ain’t Nocodt to‘be whopped poe this hbeeI’ 


Two Eespoi^ble Persons dwcot'erei^AsciMMW^AeiJeporio/apscsni uncmtrolU^fiU qflaugMer: ^ 

Parliamentary Committee, infits of laughter. Ww°+if Yes, that (wrtainly is a good ’un!. 

Firtt Pespontible Perton. Oh! it quite MOs me ‘What a inlroi ® behind the scenes next, and 

Don’t I wish I may see 

_ em no use whatever. And &ey want to know wL ’g to blame. [J, cmvJed, ae is also First E. P., qp Act- drop descend,. 


As IT IS. 


blame”! Come, I like that! \_Goes into 
^luncontrollahlefits of laughter. 


cr « -t ctwts. yai ix; quixe Kius me. YVnat a ioke! knowinc- the ins snii « 
A* Thirty-six thousand 'em at §; ! That '^11? 

of em no use whatever. And £hey want to know wto ’s to blame. UscmmUed 
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THE LA.W OF THE LETTER. 

D:EiLa PuKCH,— H aye you m enemy ? I believe no ; but 
t/ you had, the following idea would be invaluable to you 
if again) you wanted to hurt him very much. All you 
have to do is to think of a Charity, then add sispence to 
it, and there you are, don’t you know ? Say you hate 
Jokes, and you want (so to speak) to poison him, or, at 
any rate, to deprive nim of aU. hi^piness and peace of 
mind. Ton have thought of your Charity, and you ask 
him for sixpence. Jokes is always a little reticent about 
giving away money, but he thinks the Jubilee year ex- 
cuses a multitude of extravagances, so he says you may 
have his sixpence, and imagines he has got rid of you. 
Not at all. You then tell Jokes you want him to take 
up the alphabet, “ to become an A in search of B’s.” 
His “B’s” are to get four “C’s,” and each *‘C” is to 
have four “ B’sj” and each “ D ” four “ F’s,” and so on. 
The end of it is that the person who started the four 
“B’s” finds him responsible for several hundreds of 
pounds, divided amongst as many thousand subscribers. 
And yet it all begins with the apparently simple question, 
“Can you spare a sixpence?” I would emphatically 
recommend the answer used by yourself. Sir, in giving 
advice to those about to marry — ‘‘ Dou’t ! ” 

But I am wandering from the point. The mere talk of 
joining an A B C Association has unnerved me.^ I must 
wait until I can recover. In the meanwhile believe me, 
Yonxs wamingly, A Membeb op tece Ptjbuo. 


NTotes and Gold. 

Wheee is the music grander and sweeter 
Than Gopkod’s beautiful “ Mors et Vita^^ f 
And here ’s a magnidoent golden edition 
Giving it all, the whole “partition,” 
Dedicated to Leo the Pope, 

Who ’s able to play it by si^t, let ’s hope, 
Published by Novbieo akd Ewer. 

We Ve not seen anything brighter or newer. 
Awaiting your next, this book’s twin brother, 
We say, ‘^Novello akd Ewer— -Another! ” 


PICTURE SUNDAY. 

JriisU ‘ You ’ll come and see mv Piotures beeore they go ? ” 

Influential Critic, “My pear Fellow, I keyer go akd see Pictures ik 
Fellows’ Studios—it ’s such a Bore, you know. Everybody sayikg the 
Pictures are too Charming, and too Delightful, and all that!” 

Artist's Wife {ncrvoiisly)^ “ Oh, there ’s never anything of that sort in 
our House — ^a ! ” [ Wishes she hadn't spoken. 


The Oldest Ale.— A book has just been published 
entitled The Beer of the Bible, The only Biblical beer of 
wMdi there occurs any direct mention is Beersheha ; and 
here tiie two last syllaHles, “ she ” and “ ba,” seem to in- 
dicate the service of ‘ ‘ Bar-maids.” For further informa- 
tion, and as to whether the reading should be “From Dan 
to Beersheha all is barrel,” or not, we refer to the autho- 
rities of the Anglo- Jewish Exhibition at Albert Hall. 


As IT OUGHT TO BE. | NEWS OF THE SLEEPING MAN. 


A British Court of Justice, First and Second Responsible Persons i 
discovered in Prisoners^ Dock, A Jury of their fellow-country^ 
men have just by their Forennan delivered a verdict of “ Guilty'' , 
against theni^ on a charge of having betrayed a position of \ 
public trusty and thereby endangered the safety of the State,'’ j 

Judge {addressing Priso7iers), And now it only remains to me to ! 

E ass sentence upon you, and I must tell you that iookiug at the 
einous nature of your crime, I shall deal as severely with you as the * 
law gives me the power. You have been found guilty as the indict- ; 
ment charges you, with betrayal of a public trust, for, placed by | 
your country in a position of grave responsibifity, you have, reckless ; 
of all consequences, bartered away its interests and jeopardised its ; 
safety. For it is due to your culpable negligence, malversation, or i 
worse, that 36,000 of its sons are at this moment armed with useless • 
weawns, weapons that had they to be relied on suddenly in the out- 1 
break oi an unexpected war, would bend and break in the hands of ; 
those who trusted to them for the defence of their honour, their 
country and their lives. And were this by any misfortune to happen, 
the gallows would be too good a fate for you. As it is, your crime is 
sufficiently despicable and odious. And as a punislment to your- 
selves, and as a warning to others, who like you, filling responsible 
positions, unblusbingly take the public money, while they grossly 
betray the public trust, I visit you with the full penalty Ike law 
permits me to inflict. You will be kept in penal servitude for five- 
and-twentv years. 

[2%e First and Second Responsible Persons, overwhelmed with 
their sentence,, are removed fainting from the Court as the | 
Curtain falls, ! 


Proverbial Sayikg adapted for Liberal Use.— “ Smith may 
quote Gladstone to his purpose.” 


He woke up only for a second. “ What sent you to sleep at first ?” 
asked the Doctor. He struggled to reply. One eye opened. The 
doctor repeated the question. The sleeper’s lips were seen to move 
with an effort. By closely imitating these movements as they 
seemed to form letters, the Doctor spelt out “ r-u-d-d.” Then came 
a hesitation, and, after a pause, the lips worked again, and made 

“ g-o-r-e ’’—pause—" S-e-c-o-n-d ” “Act 1 ” shouted tie Doctor 

in the patient’s ear. The sleeper opened one eye, directed a look full 
of inteUigence at his medical friend, closed it, pressed his hand, and 
once more relapsed. In bis pockets were found Lewis Carroll’s 
Game of Logic and The Hunting of the Snark, His awful state 
of somnolence is now entirely accounted for. 


A Hap for th.e Havens. 

Herb comes Harry Quilter and preaches once more. 

On that old old text, the Decline of the Drama, 

This business, good Sirs, is becoming a bore. 

More shapes it has taken than Yi^u or Brahma. 

The grumblers will have it that all things decline. 

Old England itself— unless Fair Trade reprieve it— 

Our plays and our pictures, our women, our wine, — 

And the puhUc, that also declines— to believe it I 

Accommodation for the Uksociable Socialists.— Out-of-door 
meetings, by all means ! Let the Government encourage them in the 
best and purest air, at any convenient distance outside the four-mile 
radius. Why not Wormwood Scrubs ? We passed it the other day, 
and the open space there, within a cheap ride by road or rail, is the 
very thing for the Hyndmanites and Bumsites. Then, what an 
appropriate name! Wormwood Scrubs I Thm really is a Happy 
Thought, which we recommend to the Authorities. 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCHES 

IsTo. XXIY.— ’Aery at ’Ojsie. 


Km 








^H^S STUDIO. 

Ojsie. 

, , Dear Charlie,—! picks 

, , up my pen with, a sort 
, of responserMe feel, 

' I As ain’t often come over 
: j ; , my ’art, though I ’ve 
M l seen and I ’ve passed 
i 1 ; through a deal. 

‘■.'i''' Touch-and-go is my 
style, as you know, 

‘ and ’tain’t often / 

I ■ ;l pulls a long kite, ^ j 

But a krisis in course is \ 
a krisis, and ought to 
iii he viewed in that 

= ii. light. 


-i- \ — r*i' ' a hig-wig— as 

I] lii ■ SmSf’orme,— 

Sets down to Ms Orterhiography,— well, there you are, don’tcher see 1 
Larks is larks, and a barney ’s a barney, but if you ’re a reglar Top-row, 

Ton mustn’t play tricks with Posterryty, Charlie old chap, ho dear no ! 

Infry dig, mate, and ^nibbles obleeges, and that sort o’ thing comes in then. 

beeii JELlnterriewed, Charlie! 1 1 Jest fancy : I ’m one of the “Hundred 
Great Men,” 

The “ Typpical Cent’ry of Toppers,” the Mudrake ’as lately picked out 
To hillusterate Latter-day England. A nobbyish notion, no doubt. 

The Mudrake' s Young Man — sech a smiler ! — ^he drops me a line, and sez he, 

“ As a true Repprysentative Man, may I ’ope as you ’ll kindly agree 
I To be put, where you ought to be, forrards, front-row, tuppence coloured, A 1 ? ” 

I Well, it staggers yours truly, at fust ; but thinks I, I ’ll see slap through this fun. 

So I tips ’im a note, a offhander in course ; that ’s the reglar swell form ; 

If yer wants to be took for a topper, yer mustn’t be ’arty or warm. 

Sez I, “ Jest drop in at my diggings, and, if so be all is O.X., 

I ’ll be game for a ’arf-’our’s trot-out, if I ’appen to be in the way.” 

Jest at present I ’m up in the stirrups, I ’ve di’opped on the snuggest of cribs, 

A spec on the Waterloo Cup turned up trumps, aud I landed the dibs. 

So my Den ain’t so dusty, I tell yer ; and when ’Aery hushered ’im in, [thin ! ” 
The MiLdrdke' 8 Y. M. cocked ’is heye, and sez he, “ Well, you don’t spread it 

I ’d my spni'-pattroned dressing-gownd round me, a gold spangled smoking-cap on ; 
was smoking a long Larrynarger,— in faek, looked no bend of a don. (lar ! 
Take ^heer, Mister ‘ Mudrake,’ ” sez I. “ Shift the hull-pup, and squattez voo 
Johnny Walker and Washing-day ? Ho ? Well then, try tMs ’ere six D cigar.” 

Oh, I tossed it off airy, I tell yer. Head uppards, and blow the expense. 

Is my motter at moments like these, and I saw the effect was emense. 

He bossed round the walls of my hunger low, twigged Totty Twinkle in pink, 
And sez he, “You’ve a taste, Sir, for Art?” I sez, “Rayther, Sir. Wot do 
you think ? 

“ You can fork out yer note-hook,” sez I. ‘ ‘ There ’s no call to he bashful with 77 ie, 
i mu t one o yer thin-skinned high-steppers ; sech rot is dashed fiddlededee. 
Give your borders. Gents! Wot’s the next hartioleP Hage? Well, iest 
turned twenty-two ; 

Born at Battersea, father a grocer ; perlitikle colour True Blue.” 

Ah! sez he, you ’re a treat, Sir, to deal with. Some parties, now, puts on 
the ump, ^ XT J , J- 

Talks of privacy, pride, and sech twoddle, as soon as we ’andles the pump. The. 
1 ou re a man o the world, and know better. Wot ’s life but a shop-front ? ” sez 
ii yer don t shove yer goods m the winder, wy wot a rare mug you must he ! ” 

V \ ® “oral, old maa. 

B rushlights ; I tell you that isn’t my plan. 

! spare my Hushes. Well, there, praps I am, praps I am, 
Poppylarity waits upou Taleut that is, when the thing ’s real jam. 

i ^ t“ 5 ^ V? I know it f I’m huUt on the same sort o’ lines 

hisself— bless hw boko ! See there how his photygraff shines, 
wtm “® ®rchers— wus luck !— but if liking makes like. 

Him and me and yer true W est End toff might be stamped at the very same strike. 

“ n I only could puU m the ochre, and pile on the lingo Hke him 
T em diMge for a monkey. But there, though I ain’t in the s^, 

ft®,.^® Tory Demmyorat? Yus, that*s my stripe to a T. 

It means Abet plus Airystookracy. Wot better ‘ blend ’ can there he ? 

HedjCTMtion ? W ell,_that ’s as yon take it. I fancy I ’m fair ‘ in the know ’ 
t learnt ain’t wuth learning. For grammar I don’t care a blow ’ 
® f grandmoth^s gammonf In fac^ S^S iXayfSy ’ 
It 8 as oiler as last Season s ’andicaps. Giye me the weights for to-da^ 


He bossed round the walls of my hunger low, twigged Totty Twhtele in pink, 
And sez he, . You ’ye a taste. Sir, for Art ? ” I sez, “ Bayther, Sir. Wot di 

+Vi-inV V ^ 


“ Oh! it riles me to hear Bright a-bouncing about the 
Reform BOl. Wot odds P 

Who cares for the last Gentry’s toss-ups ? Our mark is 
^ to-day’s Tommy Dodds. 

Life is mostly a game of Blind ’Ookey ; the snide ’uns 
may nobble the pack, 

But your Juggins who spouts of fair-play, never knows 
what he ’s going to back. 

“Hay? Married? Hot me; wot do you think! Oh, 
cert’ny, I likes ’em all round ; 

I ’m the pet o’ the petticoats, trust me, they suits me slap 
down to the ground. 

Chuck yer eye on them picters, and tell me ; and, as for 
bong fortunes,--^YrQ]X, there, [loveliest ’air. 

I’ve a dror in that there sbifferneer full of locks of the 
“ But apron-strings, kids, and short commons for ’Arry 
the Dasher ? ^ Xo fear ! [many a year ; 

Ain’t ’ad my full ffing, I assure you, nor shan’t ’ave this 
[ Leastways, unless somethink too yum-yum turns up 
unexpected, and then 

There must be lots of ochre chucked in, to make ’Arry 
‘ the ’appiest of men,’ 

“ Yus, them pipes is a pooty collection ; my sticks, too, 
old man, ain’t ’arf bad ; [to be ’ad. 

Bin hoffered two quid for the lot. Sir, hut ’Arry wos not 
Wy, that twirly one ’s wuth ’arf the money, — ^won that 
in a raffle, yer know, 

When poor Bangs, the Swell Comique, went quisby, ah I 
close upon six year ago. 

“ Fine assortment o’ photygraffs ? Ray ther I I ’ve got all 
the Talent, Sir, there. 

There’s Bearey, and ’ere’s Bessie Bellwood; for 
Langtree I don’t so much care, — 

Bin a hit overdone, if you arsk me. Yus, that ’s Arthur 
Rorerts, in course ; 

And her, — she’s the crummiest Mazeppa as ever wos 
strapped on a ’orse. 

“ Who ’s him with the Astrykan trimmings ? The Pim- 
lico Pet, to be sure. 

Blooming shame as they put down the Prize Ring. Wot 
more will Old England endure ? 

Bosh the Turf and the Music-Halls next, the prigs will, 

I persoom, if they can ) [really a man ? 

And then, Sir, wot larks will he left, for a man as is 

“All grandmother’s "gammon, now, ain’t it? Mere 
muffln-shop muck, and no Idd, 

Wot’s life, if yer carn’t spoon the pooty, lap lotion, or 
stake yer ’arf quid ? 

Gar’n I Gives me the ’ump, all this kibosh ’bout morals, 
and taste, and all that. 

My tastes, you ’U perceive, ain’t Philistian ; I ’m arristo 
all round my ’at. 

“ Purfession ? Oh, I ain’t pertikler ; I ’ve tried heaps o’ 
things in my time. 

Sort of ‘good all round man,’ don’tcherknow, I ’ate j 
work, which I ’ope is no crime ; 

Never knew a true gent as did like it. But Talent will 
come to the front ; ^ [the blunt. 

Be you ’atter or general agent, it’s snideness as pouches 

“And now ’ave a quencher. Oh, do now! You’ve 
trotted me out pooty fair. 

’Ope the Public will tumble, tbat ’s all. I ’ave arnswered 
you quite on the^ square. 

If a sketch of my diggings would ’elp you, you ’re wel- 
come to take it, dear boy ; 

That’s the O.X. thing now, Sir, I fancy, and somethink 
my pals would enjoy. 

“I ’ave no marble ’alls nor big palm trees, no mustard- 
’angings and that, ^ 

But this ’ere toot ensemble is tasty ; with me in this | 
gownd and this ’at, [hers, yer know, 

A blowing a cloud on that couch, like a gent in ’is cham- 
It won’t look so dusty. Wot, orf ? Well, ta-ta, if you 
really must go.” 

There, Char l ie, that ’s ’ow the thing ’appened. I think 
dear old pal, you will own 

That I did the whole trick quite de wriggles I knowed 
I wos bound to get known, 

But tbis ’ere is Fame, and no error ! As fur as the Mud^ 
rake can carry, 

And that’s wheresomever Swells go, all the world will 
know all about ’Arry. 
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FIRST ROUND. 

"Why do I awake witli the lark and hurst into song ? I am in a 
profuse state of inspiration as donning my rohe de chamhre and 
whirling my hair-brushes round my head I carol forth 

Air — ** My Master is puncUiaV ^ — Cox and Box. 

The years roll along and another Academy 
Freshens me up again, makes quite a lad o’ me. 

Hail to the President, FiiiTH, Alma-Tademy, 

RiviiSre, Orchardson, Gilbert, 

Herkomer, Dicksee, Burne-Jones, A.R.A. 

Here inspiration dries up. The Pierian 'Waterworks Co. will not 
stand ^y further supply. It was fresh and pure from the sparkling 
fountain-head. But — to the Studios ! Away! 

*‘^Caramba! ^ Sir Frederick, what have we here? Aha! just 
putting the finishing touches ? Trh leaux et grands^ tons ! vdesUce 
pasf^^ He smiles a smile that means “ Hather ! ” and continues 
his work, nervously, under my very eye. True genius is ever 
nervous, and always ready to take a hint. “If I were yon, Sir | 
President,” I say, “I^d just give the slightest extra~yon see— | 
no, that’s too much— no— that ’s it! Admirable! I congratulate 
yon! That one touch is a triumph ! We meet at Philippi ! ” ! 

Out of^ deference to Briton Rivierb’s leonine proclivities, I 
drive up m a Growler. A tiger in top-boots takes my card ; but, ! 
says the tiger, grinning, “Master’s got a model there, if you! 
don’t mmd.” Mind! why should I mind? Hot if there were] 
twenty sitters. So, pushing aside the youth, I run up the marble I 
stairs, and, putting my head in, I calL out, pleasantly, “Any 
beastly pictures, Rrvi, my hoy?” But, before the words axe 
well out of my month, there is a roar which shakes the house, 
and in another moment the Model has sprung towards the door, 
where only my head has appeared. In less than it takes to tell this, 
my presence of mind suggests absence of body as nature’s sure 
preservative, and I execute a double fiying leap down the stairs 
backwards. The little foot-page was there to break the fall, and, 
fortunately, the fall was the only thing broken. 

“ It ’s all right,” cries the noble Briton, appearing above. “ Don’t 

t o away. The brute’s chained, the keepers are here, and the red- 
ot poker is in the fire. He doesn’t like strangers— at first.” 

But I remember I have an appointment, and taking his word 
for it that he has never painted anything equal to what he is 
going to send to the Academy this year, I leave. Going out, Mr. 
Lono is passing. I take him by the sleeve. “I’ve only been two 
minutes at RmEEE’s,” says I. “Then you’ve not stopped’ long,” 
he returns, falling into my trap quite innocently. “ Yes, I have,” 
says I, digging him in the ribs. He roars ; whether at the merry 
conceit, or because I was just a little too hard on him between the 
fourth and fifth rib, I am not quite sure, but I beg him not to 
roar again, as Riviere might take it unkindly. “ I don’t think,” I 
can’t help saying to my excellent friend, Long, “ that RrniRE quite 
likes that sort of chaff ; and by making that noise, yon see, you touch 
him on the roard^ Long’s will be A 1 this year. “ It ’s the subject 
I promised,” he whispers to me, “four years ago.” “ Aha! Long 
expected,” I exclaim, — “Gone at last!” he shouts, as he jumps 
into the four-wheeler. In another moment he has vanished, for the 
man is driving like fury. Wheu he reaches his destination he will 
find that he has more to pay than he bargained for. It is my four- 
wheeler. 

I look iu at the studio of Mr. Burgess, A.R.A. “ It is a Spanish- 
Manresque subject,” he explains. *‘^^bat shall I call it?” Can 
he hesitate ? “ Burgess and Moore.” Earthquakes of laughter. 

I walk up Bond Street. Three Academicians whom I meet there 
say they feel it uncommonly hot. Ho wonder. Do they know where 
they are standing? No. Why, with their backs to the Gallery 
where The Furniss is being heated seven times to roast the Acade- 
micians. The Artistic Joker is piling it up. 

“He ought to display some greengrocery in the window,” says 
H-rsl-t, R.A. “Why?” asks F-d, R.A. “Because,” returns 
H-rsl-t, R.A., bursting with it— for wit, like murder, will out— 
“he ought to exhibit a specimen of his Arti-jokesI” And not 
waiting to pick up the pieces that result from this explosion, he jumps 
into a Hansom with B-rl-w, who just now has a hang-picture sort 
of look about him, and drives off to the G.H.R. for Manchester, 

1 look in at Hermann Heekombr’s. Before me is a life-like 
representation of his cousin, the A. R. A., as Slade Professor— not at 
all slay’d, hut very much alive — ^in his cap and gown at Oxford, 
“ I wiR caU round at the Herr Professor’s,” I say. Ido so. Oh, 
the clang of the iron! Oh, the gurrr of the saw! Oh, the whirring 
of the something or other as it chisels the silver I Oh, the ham- 
mering, and the building, and the planing, and the music, and the 
singing, and the noise of the speaking likenesses all talking together I 
Here is the Herr Professor, M.A., Master of most Arts, and EeRow of 
All Souls. Bless your arts and souls I Adoo ! 

Quick to Frith, R. A. Classic as usual. Romans at Ramsgate. 


C.3ESAR waiting for his train. Olympia, and scene in the Circus. 
Regentmn Stretum. I have time for no more to-day. One more 

f ainter, — Potts. Ho, can’t stop. Hot for Watts or Potts. “Then,” 
hear an imploring voice, “ don’t forget Halle,” ‘ ‘ I won’t, I ’m 
off, — Halle— Sloper.” And I slope. H^allez done J 


BARKER, P.C. 

Oe our heroes iu scarlet no longer vaunt only, 

In praise of their gallantry dl men agree ; 

But think of that suburb, that night dark and lonely, 

And sing of the courage of Barker, P.C. 

A theme for a civic Tyrtmus most truly ! 

If pluck and devotion pe worthy reward, 

The Public must see it distributed duly 
To men like this genuine “ National Guard.” 

Just picture him creeping, while Cits were fast sleeping, 

One man against two, only armed with a stick, 

On the trail of brute crime. We rest calm in such keeping. 

But Barker, P.C. ? One is moved to the quick 
At the thought of him lying, mauled, crippled, nigh dying, 
Alone on the line in the dusk of chill night. 

At home, as abroad, England’s flag will keep flying 
Whilst citizen heroes can wage such a fight. 

We too have our duty, ’tis not hard to hit on ; 

In honour of courage Bull’s hand should be free ; 

To the Royal Free Hospital Fund * each true Briton 
Should pack off his mite for brave Barker, P.C. 

Mr. James S. Blyth, Secretary to the Royal Free Hospital, Gray’s Inn 
Road, has undertaken to receive subscriptions in aid of a fund to be raised for 
the benefit of Police Constable Barker, now a patient there, and — Bunch 
rejoices to hear — “ progressing very favourably.” 


HER FIRST APPEARA]v:CE. 

Mr, Mihhs, Were you at the Potteries the other night, Sir ? 

Mr, Punch, Meaning the Haymarket Theatre for Mrs. Brown 
Potter’s dihut? Ho, Mr. Hires, I 
was not; but I sent a Re-potter who 
informed me that the lady is absolutely 
an amateur, and therefore I shaR defer 
my visit until— if she have in her the 
stuff of which real actresses are made 
— she has acquired such proficiency as 
time, study, and constant practice 
alone can give. 

Mr, Nibhs, Surely, Sir, everybody 
must have a beginning. 

Mr, Punch. Yes, but there is no 
necessity for everybody else to be there 
to see it. For myself, I do not judge 
by appearances, specially by “first 
appearances.” 1 think the lady’s well- 
meaning friends were peculiarly inju- 
. . , „ .. dicious, as such good people frequently 

“ Bunging her out for a run.” aj.0^ 

3Ir, Nihls, That clever and sprightly Journalist, the London 
Correspondent of the New York Tribune^ blew the trumpet for her 
pretty loudly. 

Jir. Punch, Yes, to drop into verse I should say, 

How would she have fared if she ’d. had to be judged, 

By a critic like what-you-MACAULAY r 
For tbe praise sbe received and 'which he would have grudged, 

She is Greatly indebted to Smalley. 

The lady may he possessed of some wonder-working charm, and, as 
we are but ordinary clay, what shall we become m the hands of the 
Brown Potter ? 

Mr, Nibhs. When yon do witness her performance, I ^ sure, Sir, 
your opinion will he given candidly, and your advice will be sound 
and disinterested. When do you intend to hear her appeal and 
pronounce judgment ? 

Mr, Punch. I will give you due notice of the proceedings, and will 
send you a summons to appear at Potter’s Bar. Au revoir J 



When Sir Arthur Sullivan conducted his Golden Legend at 
Berlin— where its first performance was a failure, owing to circum- 
stances over which the Composer ought to have had some control— four 
cro-wns were thrown to him. So that ’s the value the Berliners put 
on the work! Four crowns! Hang it, you can’t expect much for 
a sovereign. And, by the way, if the Emperor wasn’t there, besides 
these four crowns was there a sovereign in the house ? ^ How Sir 
Arthur must have even longed to be back again, flourishing his 
electric-lighted wand among the Savoyards of Ruddy Gore House. 
Later in the week Madame Albani came to the rescue, and the 
Berliuers'must now celebrate the triumph of Arthur. 
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Fair Eostess {wTuo piques Tier self on her Icnowledge of French), “ Oh— -a—vottlez encore joubr QI7BLQUB chose ? *4 
Satirical Fianist {whose first piece was drmoned in the deafening conversation that hurst forth as soon as he legan), **You VISH MB to 
ELAY point FAiRE CAUSER LE MondeV* Fair Eostess {rapturously), **Oh I oui — oui ! Four fairs causer ls Monde T' 

[STie supposes he is mentioning some favourite little Gompositim of his own. 


SALISBURY SISYPHUS. 

UiTENPrfrG task 1 Tke felon doomed to cope 
Witk the huge rock and the relentless slope, 
Bejoiced, song says,* in everlasting hope. 

And hope lives long indeed, hut how sustain 
This endless failure, this eternal strain, 

That tires the stoutest heart, the strongest 
brain? 

Swift roll the years, and stOl the ceaseless 
round, 

The toilsome press up the precipitous ground, 
The sullen slow ascent, the swift rebound. 

Tense sinews, straining shoulders, clinging 
feet, 

In vain nrge on a task stUl incomplete. 

How long shall rolling hours the tale repeat ? 

Hone other way ? High four-score times and 
ten 

In years as many 1 Soon the hearts of men' 
Will madden with the weary watch. And ! 
then ? 

He, the astute Corinthian,. subtle, strong, 
Who jockeyed Bis and cheated Death so long. 
Could cheer his age-long task with gleeful 
song. 

* The Thracian sighed, as, looming throngh the 
mist, 

The stone came whirling hack, Fool,” said the 
ghost, j 

“ Then mine, at worst, is everlasting hope.^^ | 

Again uprose the stone. , 

Lyttojt^s Lost Tales of Miletus, 


Hot Hades’ self could tame that merry knave 
Who joked with Charon, juggled with the 
grave. 

And e’en at penance piped a jovial stave. 

Hot so our modern Sisyphus ; he hurls 
His angry strength against the stone, which 
wmrls 

Reluctant up, and rapidly recurls. 

How long ? And is ’t inexorable Fate 
That whips him to the task, or doth there wait 
Hope somewhere on the path, though seen so 
late? 


Rathee “ Gashlt.”— Some Welsh people 
have a good idea of what a Jnhilee Memorial 
ought to he. This is from the Western 
Mail:-— 

“ At a public meeting at Llanwenog, in Cardi- 
ganshire, presided over by Mr. T. H. Hughes, 
J.P., it has been decided to celebrate Her Majesty’s 
Jubilee in that district by providing a public hearse 
far the parishes of Uanwenog and Llanwnen. The 
Chairman, who originated the proposal, was con- 
gratulated upon his happy idea, and an Executive 
Committee was formed to carry it out.” 

Excellent notion ! So full of variety, because 
such a Jubilee Memorial as this is capable of 
taking more than one form, not at a timcj it 
is true, but it may take a different form, in- 
animate of course, more than once a fortnight. 
The Jubilee in this district will be rather an 
undertaking. Will they get the eminent 
tenor, Mr. Haydesi Coitest, to sing the Ode ? 


REAL APRIL FOOLS. 

They say March comes in like a lion, 

And exits in guise of a lamb. 

Such fudge why will saw-mongers try on ? 
The thmg^ is a palpable flam. 

Here ’s April the First— such a twister ! 

It flows, and it snows and it blows. 

Wild March has bequeathed to Ids sister 
Ho soft lamb-like ways, goodness knows. 

We ’re all April fools who have flattered 
Ourselves with fond hopes of the vernal. 

We ’re bitten, and blasted and battered, 

In short, it is simply infernal. 

If March makes a baa-lamh-like exit, 

The mind for that boon cannot care, 

When April— to fool it and vex it — 

Comes in like a dashed Polar bear ! 

The Prince of Waxes opened the College of 
Preceptors last week. H.R.H. remarkea on 
the absence of any sculpture by Birch, and 
thought that Bean Eve would make the 
place a Paradise for Preceptors, The Pexstce 
then accepted the golden key, pocketed it, 
and forthwith declared the bmlding open. 

Ie the Fall Mall^ which will scarcely allow 
that “ many a true word is spoken in 
keeps on attacking the author of She^ Mr, 
Rihee will return from his tour in the East | 
looking rather Moore Haggard than ever. 

The “Potter’s Fjeld.”— The Haymarket 
Theatre, 
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"NOYEL-SUNDAT.^’ 

: S-i aeSlthS leLJ^n tiu hJtta with pWe. :- 

general practice (as will no doubt be the case after a suggestion from so initiential ** Supporting with one muscular arm the Blender figure of the 

a quarter) we shall probably see something like the following unconscious girl, with the other he opened his artist s^brella, 

« /TTi 7 * 7 j T-r-r * ^nr -n S r aud stood Calmly awaitiug the ouset of the mfunated animal, 

Scene Th 6 luxuviously-Oipj^omtsd LiovctTy ojmjc. Polygon Plastics {ji VBYScitilp x^hich was now rapidly careering in hia direction with lowering 
hut imitative young genius^ who has not finally decided as yet upon the manner hoj^g « 

he tni^sto adopt). Varmis newly-finished MSS. displayed eonspiouously ^ q 2). Is it possible that you dou’t feel that it is 
uponhandegn^reading-stan^. Author dwcorered in o«tJutfe of readiness greatest thing you have ever done, 3 Mj. PiaskckP 
to receive vmtors. a Gushing Lady, prepared to admire everything, g oharacter-^ting, such truth to nature, such 

mth nnenthusiastic Husband. originaUty. Wh^^, that smgie passage places you amongst 

The Ge X. [loohmg at title of MS e). This looks charming now. “The the Immortals. Don’t contradict me — I ’m swre of it ! 


The Ge X. [loohmg at title of MSe), This looks charming now. “ The 
Courtship of Parmenas Brown.” May we hear some of it, dear Mr. Plastics ? 
Please! 

Novelist, Delighted! It’sbyway of heinga little analytical study, and all 
that. This is the way it ends. [Reads ) : — 


Novelist [annoyed). Glad you like it, I ’m sure. [Aside,) 
It is odd they can’t admire the right thing the right way I 


jyovecm, jjeugmieai it's oywayoi oeinga iitue analytical smay, ana au Onrsum? i 

that. This is the way it ends. [Reads] zr ,7 w u t vof e«vT rrAn laxr if I 
xrmu i i j T. T* i. 11 . . -L ^ 1, V - Phe Susband, Well, I must say you aid lay it on 

“ The state of mmd with which Parmenas, after carefully wiping his hoots, and placmg pretty thick C ECILIA i ' 

his umbrella in the cast-iron receptacle in the passage, entpd Daffodil Green’s little ^ q jf sornethms, you know, and I ' 

parlour, was curiously complex in its convergmg waves and cross-currents of incongruous a vrrna oa if tir«a I 

Sesires.' He was conkious chiefly of a pervadini uncertainty whether he was glad to be really didn t think the ! 

there or sorry ho had come, and, whilst felicitating himself upon having at last decided rather original :^r poor Mr. Plastick, . | 

to make a caU, he found himself wishing almost earnestly that he had remained outside. CGpxSQweT&dread^l. But ve^t eleygimore^oyei- 
The parlour, as he gazed round it, presented few points by which it could be differentiated rsts to do, dear. Hadn t we better take a tianaom r 
from other interiors of a similar kind. It had the same^ ” Surely our Novelists will no longer deny themselves the 

WeU, I ’U sHp the description. It ’s rather long. stmudus of such ^TOuragemmt and appreoiaton as to, 

,, -o XI- • X 1 r.1 - • X .n-TA , j x und 3 /r. PwwcA fecls tolerably Certain that ths PainteTS 

^But to Parmenas it bore the unmistakable imprmt of Daffodil’s oddly insistent uaselfi.shly consent to relinauish in their favour the 

persmiaUty. He was still receding this impression when she entered the room .rtth that jn^o^opoly they have hitherto enjoyed. 

air of hers of unconscious actuality which surrounded her like an atmosphere, and seemed ^ ^ •* ^ 

almost to diffuse a palpable radiation. As she stood waiting for him to speak, he was trying — 

to read in her face some suggestion of what he had come to say— but it told him notmng. TM P VO I I i Nl TF F R S 

Daffodil was a little fluttered by this unexpected realisation of her highest hopes, but I nt vul.uin i c.c.r\o 

she reflected that she could scarcely be expected to take the initiative. Both had a tor- Reviewed hy X. Orcrnbo, Junior, 


menting sense of being up a mental euUde^sae ; unhappily it was not even the same ml- 
de-sae. He began to smooth his hat automatically in the reverse direction of the nap, and 
she was dimly aware, deep down in the recesses of her consciousness, of being faintly 
repelled b^ this harmless mannerism. To escape from it, she swept abruptly to the window, 
and occupied herself in tending the canaiy. Ten minutes could not have passed thus, before 
her thoughts were abruptly recalled to her visitor by the sharp closing of the front door, 
and, glancing up, she was just able to obtain a passing glimpse of Parmenas Brown’s 
ruffled hat as it vanished slowly down the long dull street. She could not have told how, 
but she knew by some unerring perception that it had vanished out of her life for ever ! 

** Daffodil resumed her occupation with a faint sigh ; she had realised that, hence- 
forth, life for her would be summed up in attending to that canary, but it did not 
occur to her to rebel against her destiny.” 

You can see, I daresay, whose inffuence I was under when I wrote that? 

The G. X. Oh, yes, Dickens, of course! only so much more refined! [Sees 
she has made a wrong shot.) How stupid of me, I meant Thackebat— -just 
his touch. Bnt then th^ both belong to the same school, don’t they ? 

Novelist [disgusted), I’m sorry you think it’s like Thackeray, — ^ it’s a study 
iu the American manner. 

The G, X. [unabashed). And that is the only true manner, is it not ? But 
do tell me, does the poor canary die f I ’m so interested in it all ! 

Novelist [suppressing a groan). The conclusion leaves the heroine with her 
canary—that is the note of her future life, the whole thing is a subdued tragedy ; 
what might have been, and ev—wasnHy don’t you know. But here ’s something 
I hope you’ll like better— my latest maimer, I own to being rather pleased 
with it. [Reads ) : — 

« Just then I happened to open my eyes, and there, at the entrance to the zereha, I 
beheld a sight the loathsome horror of wmch curdles my blood to think of even now ! For, 
crunching and smashing through the prickly mimosa as though it were a bed of parsley, 
was advancing a hideous brute, its massive plated sides gleaming a mottled purple, and 
edged with a fringe of coarse hair, which shone iridescent in the radiance of the patent 
night-light by which our camp was filuminated. It was an enormous lobster, about the 
size, I should say, to make a rough guess, of a Hausom cab-horse, and I had only to look 
at its projecting and blood-tinged eyes, from which the light of intelligence had long 
departed, to feel sure that the vast omstacean was in an advanced state of maniacal frenzy ! 
It was a sickening spectacle as it crawled on, its great jointed antennae dimly visible between 
me and the stars, its gigantic pincers outstretched with a blind groping action influitely 
horrible to look upon ! I tried to sing out : ‘ Mind your eye, you fellows! ’ but the words 
refused to leave my parched throat, and before I could ejaculate a syllable, the beast, 
with one contraction of its formidable claws, had nipped off the foot of poor Dnki Dorum, 
as a man clips the end off Ms cigar. As I write, I can see the severed sable foot of my 
faithful attendant as it went hopping over the sand— for aU the world hke a freshly landed 
chub ! I had no time to lose, and tearing open the tourist knapsack I had purchased in 
Piccadilly under happier conditions, I rummaged out a bottle of the salad-dressing, without 
which I never travel. The unearthly scream of the creature as I flung the contents down 
its foaming jaws, rings in my ears yet! ” . . . , 
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are supposed to take au interest m Literature 1 

Husband. But do the lobsters really ^w to such a size out in those parts ? 
Novelist. I may have exaggerated a little, hnt they are certainly all very 

fine and [recoueeting himself) I beg your pardon, really. I don’t know what 

1 was going to say. 
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NOBODY. 

“ Kobody to blame.” — Official Shihholeth, 

Nobody? Paugh! The glosing lips 
"Which shape the custom-honoured lie,— 
The stale excuse, which sleekly slips, 

With all the false facility 
Of maudlin drops from MawwornCs eye— 
Those lips— will no one rise and smite 
The falsehood hack, till, chilled with fright, 
They take the traitor^s tell-tale white ? 

Will no true man in all the land 
Make false official mouths to feel 
The buffet of Truth’s mailed hand, 

And shrink from the avenging steel ? 

Lack we the manhood that should heal 
The canker clinging like a curse 
That saps our strength, that drains our purse, 
And works us woe from worse to worse ? 

No one to blame ! ” That cry arose 
When England’s bravest, xmdismayed, 
Sank grayewards ’midst Crimean snows, 

By their own countr 3 nnen betrayed; 

Before the enemy had laid 
One ffout uwn them, doomed to die 
^ household traitors, — ^there descry 
The hideous harvest of a lie ! 

Tbere harpy Trade and fool Routine 
Together struck urdioly hands. 

Still the curst compact holds unseen ; 

The huckstering ghouls in ravening bands 
Hunt darkly,^ and no power withstands. 
CarruE|tion’s taint is on the air, 

Its trail is ^den everywhere. 

What fate is it these peats prepare f 


8hame, shattering shock, and ffnal fall ! 

The oak heart-gnawed by inward rot, 
Thongb greenly spreading, tower-taH, 

When the winds wake resists them not. 
Rouse, England, ronse ! A traitorons plot 
Lurks in your midst. These broadclothed 
knaves 

Would sell for gold— the sordid slaves I — 

The very flag that o’er them waves. 

Be not their dupe ! The thieves are smug ; 

Have you not seen them smiling stand 
Straddling on your domestic rug r 

Who’d think your guest’s soft -sliding 
hand 

Wonld close on bribes ? Yet no wild band 
Of black banditti have snch skill 
At ruthless theft, so surely kill. 

Or work a tithe of their deep ill. 

Wake ! High-perched Judases abound 
In well-paid places, unsnspeot. 

Corruptions which they radiate round 
The shaken commonweal iniect ; 

But if their trail you’d fain detect 
Trust not the sleek official mind, 

To truth conveniently blmd, 

To JPanghss pratings ever Mnd. 

The Trader-Traitor, base of soul. 

As false Taspeta, lies, and lurks, 

Eor gold blood-purchased. Lynx-eyed mole, 
In darkness snbterrene he works. 

Yet sees, too well. He steals, yet shirks, 
With chuckling ease and heart date. 

The hemp or lead a shrewder State 
Would make the crawling traitor’s fate* 


Him lies protect, false verbal mists. 

Which on the House like opiates fall, 

From dull routine’s apologists. 

No one to blame ! No hand at all 
Wrought what blunt Homan tongues would 
cdl, 

The Deed of Shame. Is it not such. 

When British fingers crook to clutch, 
Blood-money Judas scarce would touch ; 

The tainted gold which is the price, ^ 

Of poor men robbed, of soldiers slain ? 

Oh, for some hand whioh like a vice, 

Fraud’s throat should grip, and ease the 
pain, 

That racks the patriot heart and brain, 

By choking out greed’s reptile life, 

Deadlier than the assassin’s knife, 

That battens on a State at strife ! 

Who cares what Party, Creed, or Class, 
Produce the man ? A Man we want, 

Who straight to honour’s goal will pass, 
Down-treading falsehood, crushing cant, 
Mapfuanimously militant, 

Rending the webs State sophists weave, 

The smug evasions fools b&eve. 

The fables fashioned to deceive ; 

A fiail for fools, a scourge for knaves. 

England, heart- sick of smuous ways, 

The coming of a champion craves, 

True as the steel olcf singers praise. 

The British steel of other days. 

Ere bending bayonets smirohea its fame. 

Or office hacks, to hide the shame. 

Shaped the base lie, No one to blame 1 ” 
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taent mean to stick at it till Second Heading is passed. Members 
may be prepared^ to spend WMt-Monday in the House as •well as 
Good Friday, Signs of revolt in Conservative camp. Cavendish: 


BiafTiNCK says he ’s a good PJJty man, but if anyone tries to prevent 
his going to church on Grood Friday, they must take the consequences. 
Always voted for House sitting at Two o’ Clock on Ash Wednesday, 


BO that my friends might to church, and not going to give up 
the privileges of Good Friday.” Earnestness of good man quite 
affectog. Moreover, it may prove contagious, and the Grovernment 
may nnd themselves checked £rom unexpected garter, 

JBtisiness done.— Leave to introduce Coercion Bill moved for. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

BXTEACTBD BROM 

THE DIAEY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Home of Commons^ Monda^^ March 28 .— Rantdoiph hack to- 
night. Took up old position in comforting contignity with Treasury 
Bench. Catching si^ht of him there, toying •with his moustache as 
of yore, seemed as if nothing had happened during the last two 
mouths. Believe that much has happened. Eandolph unusually 
reticent. Wears regular diplomatic air. Fancy he is silent oiQy 
because he thinks the more, Chaplin very nneasy, though he tries 
to face the position with a laugh. 

‘‘Don’t suppose, Toby,” he said, “after your visit to the Dey, 
that Randolph did much at Algiers, and 
I ’ll answer for the Prince of Monaco.” 

^ Chief, in nis heart, heHeves 

he ’s been circumvented, and that his great 
^ never ripen. 

Honse crowded again from fLoor to 
topmost tier of Gallery. Lord Mayor 
of Dublin, fresh from Channel passage. 

A rushed in with notes of what provea 

liveliest speech of debate. 

y pret^ early hour Balpohr rose 

^ bring in what is proudly spoken 
Eighty-Seventh Coercion 
Spoke for two hours 
and halt, amidst running fire 
sarcastic commentary and 
^ / bitter laughter from Par- 

nellites. Speech would have 
^ beenthree times more efieo- 

Jw tive if it had been cwo-thirds 

M shorter. John Dillon very 

M prolixity. So 

vexed, that^ 

hours ; ^hus tEe two first 
T Ti Q Y, speakers in debate carried 

‘ ■ House on till half-past ten. 

(feve notice to-night to move for an estimate of the probable dura- 
j tiott of debate if there should be only filty Members tatog part in 
it, and all the speeches in length equal to two first.) 

At question-time Skith informed anxious inquirer that 'there 
would be no Easter holidays until Second Eeading of Bill was 
passed. Tih Hbalt says it ’s no use minoiug matters. If Govem- 



Eurse Cadogan introducing the little Land Bill. 

Ywcsd'oy.— House filled up again to hear Gladstone resume debate 
on Coercion Bill. A large proportion waited to hear Goschen, who 
followed dangerously close on the dinner- hour. But already signs 
of weariness. House pretty well empty for rest of sitting, Austin, 
new Member, bad curious experience. Made nsual little appeal for 
indulgence of new Member, then looking forlornly round benches, 
remarked upon their desertion. Up jumped Irish Member and 
moved that House be counted. Austin’s 
speech accordingly interrupted till count 
took place; after which Members fied 
again. When Austin resumed, pretty to 
observe his anxious avoidance of allusion 
to condition of the House. In fact, by 
some delicate touches managed to convey 
the impression that on the whole he was a 

little incommoded by the crush. / 

Gladstone still in good voice. Ablaze 
with energy. ^ A little embarrassed by / 

necessity or nicely observing personal re- 
lations with old colleagues. House oh- 
served with curiosity how he alluded to 
Habtington as “the noble 
Lord the Member for Eossen- 
dale,” to Henry James as 
“ the Eight Hon. and learned 
Gentleman the Member for 
Bury,”whilstofCHAMB£BLAiN, 
who sat near, he spoke as “ my 
Eigh^Hon^friend the Member 

Conservatives began to smell 

rats. Bates, indeed, declared / 

he could see them moving in 

the air, and growled scorn- 

fully in recognition of pheno- 

menon. q- t? n + 

Goschen, not yet accustomed &ir js. n-t-s. I 

to officially regard Gladstone as political adversary, a little ham- 
pered in speech. Interrupted, as usual, by the Parncllites, Tm 
Healt kept up consistent fusillade of interruption. 

“ Tim,” said King-Habman, “ reminds me of Mm Mi ^ ge ^ in the 
parting scene with the blacksmith’s family, with her “Hot good 
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gracious ! Iter Ha ! ■would you ! But then KiNG-HARMijN 
IS a disappointed man. Since deoate on Coercion Bill began, bas 
spent most of his time in walMng up and down before the Irish 
Benches, trailing his coat, and, with genuine pathos, iu'viting some 
one to tread on it. Has, specij5.eally and indiyidually, in hearing of 
Members, asked Dr. Tanner to “Come out,” Tanner, howeyer, 
thinks he ’s safer inside, and declines well-meant invitation. Eing- 
Harkan a full-blooded man. ConsecLuence of disappointment might 
be dangerous save for happy thought of Charlie Beeesford. Has 
rigged up in Cloak-room a dummy “ figger,” presenting resemblance 
that is a cross between Tevc Heaxt and Tanner. As a work of Art 
not above mediocrity ; as a relief to King- Harman’s feelings price- 
less.^ After five minutes -with the “figger” King-Harman returns 
to his seat comparatively cool. When paroxysm comes on, oif again 
to Cloak-room, and more play with the “figger.” Well enough, he 
says, But he ’d rather have five minutes on the Terrace with Tim or 
Tanner in the flesh. Business done. — More debate on Coercion. 

Thursday. — Pretty to see Baleoitr to-night gracefully reclining 
on Treasury Bench, ostensibly making notes, but really fixing Irish 
Members with watchful eye. On Tuesday report current that 
infernal machine had been sent to Chxee Secretary by Parcel Post 
(stamps omitted). Harcourt much excited on hearing news. 
“This ■will try Baleour,” he said. “Kothing shows so sharply 
what mettle a man ’s made of as to receive an infernal machine with 
morning letters. Kemember when I was Home Secretary had one 
delivered in my room at House. An interesting-looking box. What 
did I do ? Lose my presence of mind ? Not a bit. As soon as I 
saw box on table, hastily left the room, softly closed the door, sent 
for Inspector Denning, and ordered him to carry box away and have 
it opened in a remote chamber. Tnmed out to contain a rusty pistol 
with broken trigger. But that’s neither here nor there; presence 
of mind ’s the thing. Wonder how Baleoitr behaved.” 

BAiEOtTR no chance of distinguishing him- 
self. Infernal machine did not reach his 
hand. Taken np by police ; opened with 
great precantion, fonnd to contain smallhottle 
used for homoepathie medicines. Now filled 
with red tooth-powder. Balfour suspects 
Irish Members of the joke. Joseph G-illts 
too grave a personage to indulge in such 
pranks; hut suspiciously like one of Tim 
Healy’s flashes of humour. So Baleour, 
ostentatiously taking notes of Sage of Queen 
Anne’s Grate’s speech, keeps his eye on Irish 
camp, watchful for any chance disclosure of 
guilt. 

Long and not particularly lively sitting 
in Commons. Sage’s speech full of point. 

Lost some effect by strategic absence of 
Hartington and Chamberlain. At One 
o’clock in the morning breeze unexpectedly 
sprung up. Parnell moved adjournment. 

“ Very well,” says Smith, “ but we ’ll bring 
matters to conclusion to-night.” Up sprang 
HARCoirRT in best earthquake form. 

“This is the Closure,” he tlxuudered. 

“ You take the Speaker’s name in vain, and 
threaten us with the Closure.” 

Smith came forward to explain ; Harcourt 
wouldn’t give way ; so two stood glaring at 
each other across the table. “ Heenan and 
Sayers over again,” said liri Lewis. “ Go 
it, little ’un, i’ll back Savers.” 

^ House on both sides roared and yelled. Scene lasted a full minute, 
tiU Speaker inte^osed, and both combatants dragged off by their 
friends. After this. Members, who were growing wearied, went off 
home greatly refreshed. Business done. — ^More debate on Coercion, 

Saturday^ 3 a.m. — ^All over, even the shouting. Half-past -twelve 
last night, motion made to Adjourn Debate. Gladstone seconded 
it. Uproarious cheers, that greeted him from Liberal side, woke up 
Hartington, who had gone to sleep balancing his hat on bridge of 
nose. Hartington opposed motion for Adjournment. BIArcourt 
went for BLjlrtington. More speaking. House divided, and Adjourn- 
ment negatived by 107 votes. Dillwtn moved Adjournment of 
Honse. Smith appealed to Gladstone to stop further opposition. 
Gladstone declined. Another division. Government majority rose 
one. Ak ers Douglas smiled. Everyone knew what would come 
^ next. Smith’s appearance at Table hailed with howls from Irish 
camp, ^d cheers from Conservatives. Moved the Closure. Members 
rushed hotly down to floor, making for Dmsion Lobbies, Gladstone 
■ rose, ^d mov^ towards “No” Lobby. Instantly dense crowd 
! going in that dir^tion parted right and left, and Gladstone walked 
' torougn the hving line amid deafening cheers and wa-^ing ha-ts. 
Closure earned by majority of 108. Main question, that “ leave be 
given to bring in Bill,” put from Chair. wnereuDon Opposition rose 
as one man, and left the House. So the Coercion Bill was brought in. 


VERY HARD LINES. 

HOW THEY WERE WRITTEN TO ORDER. 

{Leaf froyn a Laureate's Diary.) 

9 A.M.~Bother the Jubilee ! What, iu the name of fortune, can 
one do with such a rubbishing subject? But here’s Macmillan 
waiting, and I haven’t done a single line yet. Must get something 
put on to paper, if only to qniet him. But how on earth to begin ! 
Get in “fifty” somehow. Want fifty somethings that come hut 
once a year. Christmas ? Good. That suggests Clown. I have it. 

Fifty times the Clown has grinned and tumbled. \ 

No. That won’t do. It ’s too shoppy, stagey. Has a soupcon of 
the Promise of May about it. Wants something wider. Ha !' The 
Row, suggesting the Season, of course. 

Ffl-y times the Bow has filled and emptied. 

No. Don’t like it.^ Reads as if I was talking of a cistern. Too 
heavy. Try something lighter. Pastry ? Heathers ? Elowers ? 
Ha ! that 's it. Elowers, of course. Here, I ’ve got it ! 

Fifty times the Bose has flowered and faded, 

^yhow, that']i do to go off with. Let’s see. I want fifty some- 
thing-elses to follow it up with. What shall it he ? Cartloads ? 
Handfuls ? Armfuls ? Autumns ? Harvests ? Good again. Not 
that there’s any precise connection between them; hut one must 
stick down something. How ’ll this do ? 

Fifty times the golden harvest fallen. 

Yes, that reads all right. Is there any other way of putting * ‘ fifty” ? 
Yes, “ twice twenty-five.” Bnt that won’t come in. Then there’s 
“ four times twelve and a half.” No ; that won’t do. Enough “fifty.” 
Now we want some allnsionto Her Majesty. Must get in a “ since.” 

I have it, “ Since our Queen assumed.” Capital. Here you are ! 

Since our Queen assumed the globe, the sceptre. 

Come ; that ’s a beginning anyhow. Three lines I But they ’ve quite 
dried me up. Besides I can’t go on in blank verse like this. Don’t 
feel up to it. Must try another metre. What metre ? And then 
what on earth am I to say in it ? I haven’t had such a job as this for 
a long time. Conld weep over it. A precious Ode I shall make of it. 
For though I, know not anything, 

Yet must I not my lot upbraid ; 

Since as the Laureate I am paid, 

And, being paid, am bound to sing. 

But, “ a glass of sherry, wiU make me merry. I ’ll try one. 

6 p.M. — Confound the Jubilee Ode ! Have now been at it all day, 
and am floundering worse than ever. Have got in something about 
illuminations, sanitary improvements, subscribing to a Hospital and 
Penny dinners, and given a kind of back-hander to George the 
Third, but wbo, on earth, I refer to as the “Patriot Architect,” and 
what I mean by asking him to Shape a stately memorial, Make it 
regularly— no, regally'^ — gorgeous. Some Im'perial Institute, Idon’-t 
know. But if I arrange it in parallel lines it will look like poetry, 
and that’ll be near enongh. 

Feel I ’m making a horrible hash of it. Might go for a turn on my i 
bicycle. May clear^my head.^ Might -try it. Will. ^ | 

Have dined, and now, at 9 p.m., have again settled down to it over 
a pipe and a glass of grog. Am in a more hopeless mnddle than 
ever. Trying to bring in everybody in a kind of wind-up appeal. 
But look at this, — 

You the snubbed, the unfortunate. 

You, the Lord’- Undertaker, 

You, the Lord Omnibus’- Conductor. 

That doesn’t seem to run very well, hut it’s the kind of idea I want 
to work in. Don’t seem able to manage it. 

You, the Lady-Amateur Actor f 

No, that won’t do ! Shall never get it done to-night. 

* * # # 

10 P.M. — After awful hammering, managed to knock off two more 
lines. Head spinning, hut must stick to it. Feel I ’ve never turned 
out such stuff in my life before. Hopeless ! 

* * * * m « 

10*30 P.M,— Two more lines screwed out. But what lines I Won’t 
scan, and as to rhyme, — ha ! ha I— cat<^ me rhyming to-night I j 

11 p.M.— Have come to a dead stand-still. Equal to it. Have had 
recourse to the wet towel. Refreshes me. Ha ! I see light. Happy : 
thought ! As I can’t do it in verse, why not -write it aU in prose, 
and then cut it up into ]poetry afterwards ? Sure to get cut up when 
it appearsj^ Why not do it myself first I will. ^ Anyhow, here goes, i 

^ Midnight.— D one it ! Labelled it Carmen Smculare. Looks all • 

I right, but quite the toughest piece of work I ’ve ever had to turn 
j out. Posted it to Macmillan. Hope he ’ll like it. 


St* KOTME.-^jectod Coimniiicatioiis or Coatributioas, whether MS., Priated Matter, Drawiags, or Pictares of aay deseriptioa, wffl 
Sere be^ao^e^eptioT^ accompamed by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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MR. PUNCH’S MANUAL FOR YOUNG RECITERS. 

Me. Puis'ch’s Poet has heen laid up lately with, an acute detenaiiiatiorL of prose to^the pen 
— a complaint to which hards are rather liable at this season of the year.^ In proof of his con- 
valescence he presents his pupils with a little Sporting effusion, which will almost recite itself, 
and is entitled:— 

(T m^IPEE J" KAt. 

{rather aggressively/^ as if someiodg had Just said it icasnH) — Steepleohasing is 'stirring 
sport, and the most exciting events of all 

Are at Puxlingham Park, when the held is large, and the ditches deep, and the fences tall. 

« And I for one shall never forget, till my brain is blurred and 

my eyes are dim (pass handover hroto and blink.) 

The day that Dot and Go One was steered by an infant hero— 
{toith hurst of candour ) — JtriiriPEE Jem ! 

{In tone of east/ explanation.) Eobeet Roeee was down to ride, 
and we’d backed his mount— for he knew the course. 
And, gad, he’d have managed to romp in first if they’d put 
him up on a rocking-horse ! 

But out of the paddock the horses filed — and a murmur ran : 
“ It is Roper’s son ! 

Why, where the dickens can Robert be, that he’s not in 
charge of Dot and Go One 

And the devotees of “the Ring and the Book,” said many a 
swear as they saw the lad. [sidered the outlook bad. 
While some declared that the bets were off. and we all con- 
Por Dot and Go One was a grand old gee— but a trifie groggy 
in wind and limb. 

And we feared that be wouldn’t run up to“his form with a child 
on his back like Jwipee Jem. 

y " But, Roper, it happened, was under 'a cloud, and the Stewards 
had given him notice to quit. 

For a Httle artistic arrangement in oils he ’d endeavoured to paint on the favourite’s bit. 

“ They might ha’ waited,” his trainer cried, “ and warned him off when the race was run! 
For where is the party to take his place, and perform as pilot to Dot and Go One f ” {Look 


round room despairingly.) 


last faint hope had gone, 


{Lower key.) And the silence answered— for no one spoke, till {brighten up here) just as the 
Came a chit of seven and said : trj— {pathetically) I am only a child— but {with modest 

confidence) — I can stick on ! 

See, my father’s jacket and cap I’ve donned, and his cords encircle my legs so slim. 

( With a childish frankness.) They are undersized ; I wasnussed on gin, which is why they’ve 
called me ‘ Jttn-iper Jem ! ’ 

But in spite of my size and my tender years, though I ’ ve seldom been on a horse before, 

I ’E keep in the saddle whatever befalls— and the finest horseman can do no more I 
And the simple boon that I crave of you, when the post is passed and my duty done. 

Is— My father’s pardon ! ” “A bargain, boy ! ” {Quietly.) So they hoisted him up on Dot 
and Go One. 

{Historic Dresent for following stanzas. Let your delivery he rapid^ hrilHant. graphic^ illus^ 
trated, sporting and dramatic^and you carCt miss your effects.) 

He has come into line with the pick of the field ; the hay, and the chestnut, the straw- 
berry roan, 

{With air of gradual recollection.) The Stiff un^ and Cats^meat^ Folonicls Dridey and Titup-^ 
ping Tommy, and Second Trombone. [skim, 

How they ’re off with a jump at the fall of the fiag, and the top of the hurdles they cleverly 
But the boy ? {Dubiously — then with enthusiasm.) Like a Itech to the pigskin he sticks ! 

And we shout to him, “ Bravo, Jtoiper Jem ! ” {Brio hero'-if you know what it ts,) 
See yonder I Ha ! Cats^meat has made a mistake, she has touched her timber— she ’sin to the 
ditoh! 

And little Bill Larrup is getting the lead, and urging The Stiffun with spur and switch. 

[ Work your arms here like a jockey. \ 
'QtA— { trembling accent) haven’t the heart to look at the child— it is Gtotee’s shop to a 
penny bun 

We shall see him off at the water-jump I for he doesn’t seem ^ppy on Dot and Go One. 
{Lower your voice ; suppressed excitetnenty vivid facial expression— you know the kind of thing.') 
They are close on it now, and his stirrups are gone, and — merciful powers ! what is he about r 

^Agonised look at host here. 

There ! what did I tell you ? They ’re both of ’em in I Who knows if we ’ll ever see both of 
them out ? 

But— wonder of wonders— look ! Dot and Go One has scrambled out— and on top of him, 
Damp and draggled, but sticking tight, like a game little limpet, is Jiinipee Jem I 
Coughins: and vmeezing, they canter on ; there ’s an awkward post and rails to be passed I 
See, Stiffun, ab, yes, has refused it twice, and the second time little Bill Laeeitp is grassed ! 
’Tis the boy’s turn now, and we hold our breath, and we watch for the daylight— By Jove ! 
there ’s none I {hysterically) — 

’Tween the baggy buckskins of Juniper Jem and the slippery saddle of Dot and Go One ! 

{Mesume more quietly.) 

And the gallant grey is galumphing on, like the scion true of a rare old stock 
(For isn’t he brother to Creepie Stool, and stable-companion to Golden Crock f). 

There ’s a brook in front, but he plunges in and strikes out boldly— he ’s game to swim ! 

{Horses donH strike out exactly, but that ’s nothing in a recitation.) 

And he ’s shafcing himself on the opposite side— hut he can’t shake off young JxnoPER Jem ! 
There are only a couple ahead of him now, as he shambles up with a raking stride t 
And the poor old Trombone ’s beginning te) blow, as he pants in the rear of Boloniois Pride. 
She is over the five-foot fence like a frog— hut the Trombone ’s down and out of the fan. 

( With a yeU.) How I cram him at it,' Jilopee Jem ! {Believed.) Well, he’s done it somehow, 
on Dot and Go One ! 


Onermore— and’’the finish ! How, neok and 
neck, they fiounder over a f urze-topped 
mound ; 

Poloniums Pride goes down on her knees — 
(jby)— and our noble grey has his nose 
to the ground ! {Horror.) 

{Pause— then triumph.) But he ’s up the 
first ! with the hoy on his back— though 
we cannot call his condition trim, 

And he certainly has a peculiar seat — but he 
sticks to the saddle does Juniper Jem ! 

There ’s a roar from the Ring, and a shout 
from the Stand, as “fliey bucket by with 
a final burst: 

For the maxe is beaten by half a'head, and 
the clever old greyia at home the first ! 

And the crowd are cheering the pallid child, ! 
as he capless sits in the burning sun ; 

“ Hip-hip-booray ! for the infant pluck i 
that has scored a win on Dot and Go 
One!^^ 

But the boy replies with a gentle smile, “ I 
thank you all. 1 have done my part.” 
{Keep this modest) 

“How I claim the guerdon— a Father’s name 
is dear indeed to his offspring’s heart I ” 

( Very tender here ) 

And even the Stewards are softened now, 
and the unshed tears at their ^eyelids 
brim 

As they pardon Roper his little ruse for the 
sake of their promise to Juniper Jem. 

Then we all of us rush to embrace the hoy, 
and to lift him down— surprise ) — 
but we strain our backs I 

And the child explains, with a simple glee, 
that he ’d rubbed the saddle with cob- 
bler’s wax ! 

“ With such a precaution,” the oynio sneers, 
“no wonder the danger he did n’t shun 1” 

{Turn up your nose disparagingly, then 
give the last line with a ringing inflec- 
tion (f good-humoured contempt.) 

Well — the ariswer to that is. “ it your- 

self at Purlingham Park and on Dot 
and Go One / ” 


The Latest Medical Advice. 

Doctor, Rheumatism! Can’t do better 
than have a rubber regularly. 

I Patient. Where 't 
\ Doctor. At home, of course. 

I Patient. All right, oume yourself and 
bring two other fellows. 

And when the Doctor has explained that 
by rubber he means au expert who’ll do the 
massage, the Patient, putting it politely, 
wants to know “How much am I to allow 
for friction ? ” 


HOW DOE3 IT LOOK THIS WAT? 

[Dedicated to all such Theatres as still keep up 
the irritating Fee system. ) 










Waiter ! bring me the Msmf 
** Ma fjvoo, Sir ? Yessie— J farjvootf am 
Sixpence each, Sir, please l " 

[*#• We refrain from meuticniDg names at 
present.] 
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IN THEIR EASTER EGGS. 

Mr, MandhookofFarliameniary 

Behaviour with. Apologetic Appendix. 

Mr, Gladstone.— HhB “Donny brook Fair Suit,” as ad- 
vertised, with shillelagh complete, together with directions 
for acquiring the whole art of dancing the IS'ational jig 
in one lesson. 

The JEmperor of Russia, — ^Bullet-proof overcoat, wig 
for public disguise, and small volume entitled One Hun- 
dred Ways of Governing without Getting into Hot Water, 

M, Katkoff,—OTdLer for one, filled up with the name of 
M. DE GriEES, for Siberia. 

M, de Giers,—1&., Katicoee's head on a charger. 

Mr, Bradlaugh.—Qomjo song, “ I fancy Vve made 
^em speak out,'* to be sung in the course of the evening 
with chorus, at the next City Banquet. 

Mr, A, J, Balfour,— of original Dissolving Views, 
illustrative of “A happy and contented Ireland” after 
the passing of the pending Coercion Act. 

Lord Salisbury, — New and appropriate music to ac- 




CONVERSATIONAL INANITIES. 

He. ‘*Op ootjebe tou ki^ow the ‘Heik oe KedoltfebM” 
HKe , “Tm not sure, Would you hind just Humming it?” 


The Members of the Colonial Conference, — Photo- 
graphs of each other, embellished with highly compli- 
mentary dedications, and a copy of a grand historical 
and allegorical oil-painting, representing “ The Spirit 
of Imperial Federation gradually disappearing at the 
approach of Sir Henry Holland and his Official Under- 
strappers enveloped in Colonial- Office fog p 

Lord Randolph Churchill, — Statue of Himself, pre- 
sented to him at his own suggestion, hy a Committee of 
Dames of the Primrose League. 

Mr, Chamberlain, — A Trimming Machine, slightly 
out of order. 

The Chancellor of the Fxcheguer,—OvfLme of a hum- 
drum Budget that will, when it appears, neither soothe 
nor startle anybody. 

Mr, Farnell, — Toy Target, representing the Editor of 
the Times with rifle and cartridges, for saloon practice 
complete. 

General Boulanger, — Prize Essay on “ Reserved Force” 
and its responsibilities. 

Frince Bismarck,— The “ Three-Emperor Tricky” with 
directions for performing the same, forwarded with the 
compliments of the New European Puzzle Company. 

Mr. W. H, Smith, — ^Programme, with Map of West- 
minster inclusive, of a really pleasant Easter Holiday. 


iHE MUCH LOWER CHAMBER. 

» Tea/rort^o,j 

bCENB— • House of Commons, The Seceetaet o± State tor the 

Colonies rises in a crowded House to propose jone of the chief 
Ministerial Measures of the Session, 

The Colonial Secretary {dodging a volume of Hansard thrown at 
him from one of the Opposite back benches'). In introducing, on be- 
half of Her Majesty's Government — {derisive howls) — a Bill for the 
i Better Protection of Life and Property in the Leeward Isles — {Shouts 
of*^ Whereas thatf ** — “ Draw us a map of *eml **— laughter .) — 
feel that I must ask the kind indulgence of the House, (“ You wonH 


The Speakes here mildly intimates that the Honourable Member's 
observations are somewhat out of order, 

Mr, Freely {resuming his seat). It's the Coloniaz Seceetaet 
who 's out of order— bilious, I imagine. {Laughter,) Well, fire away ! 

The Colonial Seceetaet (who hy tlds time has entirely lost the 
thread of his argument) proceeds to contend that life in the Leeward 
Islan^^ is at present not safe, owing to the inoursions of the savage 
Aborigines — (“ Three cheers for the Aborigines P*) — and be must 
therefore Ask away!**—^^ Who are yow ? “ FaA : 


Who poisoned his maternal aunt f** ^c., &c,, &e,) — ^the House to 
good enough to pass the Bill without needless delay. 


get itf* and more howling, continued for several minutes.) It is 
certainly not usual — (‘* Yes, it is/**) — for a Minister of the 
Crown, speaking on his official responsibility— ( Yah ! )— to be liable 
to interruption 

Dr, Boxer, Mr. Speaker, may I put it to yon, whether the 
charge just made, without any foundation whatever, against the 
Opposition, is not altogether unparliamentary ? 

Mr, Freely, And may I also put it to you, Sir, whether that 
section of the Opposition to which I belong is not particularly 
distinguished for tne courtesy and kind toleration which it 'always 
exhibits to its political opponents ? 

[ The Speaker signs to the Colonial Secretary to proceed. 

The Colonial Secretary, I had no intention 'of reflecting on any 
gentleman iu this House. {Cpes of'^ Walker J**—^ Yes, you had/** 
— ** There are no gentlememnit /*' — “ You *re anotTwr! ** — anduproar,) 
Perhaps I may he allowed t» give a few details with reirard to this 
measure. {Gives them, his voice being rendered almost inaudible by 
constant howU,) I must acknowledge the extreme, the almost un- 
equalled, patience with which Hon. Gentlemen have kindly listened 
to me. {Cheers,) I am aware that I may have presented my case 
somewhat imi)errectly— mes of “ You have /**— catcalls, and 
laughter) — hut the paramount importanoe of the preservation of liEe 
ana prop 

Mr, Freely {rising in his place). Humbug! ]i. Who cares about 
life and property ? 


be good enough to pass the Bill without needless delay. 

Mr, O* Scorner {indignantly), Mr. Spaker, Sorr! Ip 

threat in that remark. The Right Honourable Gentleman is | 
threatening the House. 

Dr, Boxer, His language is simply awful, Mr. Speaker I 
Mr, 0*Shy*un, Unpar’Ileled except at a wake. 


Mr, Funnybeer, It injures my most delicate susceptibilities. 

The Speaker. I have not noticed any threat. {^'You never do/** 
and “ Order / order/**) 

The Colonial Secretary Sarcastically), It appears, after all, that 
the point of order which ttie Hon. Members wished to raise is very 
like a vanishing point. {Laughter, amid which two Hon, Gentlemen, 
who have been threatening for some time to ** punch each other* s 
heads,** retire outside, and have several rounds in the Smoking- 
Room.) As it is perfectly impossible for me to explain the clauses 
further, owing to tne noise which prevails, I shall adopt the plan of 
having the Bill priuted, with a short exposition of the reasons for it, 
and go home to bed. 

[Does so. After eight or ten more hours of indescribable shindy, \ 
the Sergeant-at-Arms turns off the gas at the metre, and the 
House breaks up in some confusion. 


THE GREAT PARISIAN. CORRESPONDENT. 

Who writes for the Times f I “ I 'm ‘ iu the know ' it 's 

“ I,” says Db Blowitz, I I write for the Times,** 
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THE TIPSTER. 

{Dedicated to Sir Charles Bussell^ Q^G,, JLT.P.) 

COERCION! COERCION 11 COERCION!!! 

Randolph right again ! Sent the oorezct Tips to all* Friends Months ago I Randolph back again in grand old 
Form ! What did he sat about ExpbndithbeI What does he say abottt Smith and Bal-Foitr-to-Onb ? Who’s always 
Right ! Tblegeaphio and Telephonic Addbess, 

'‘GRANDOLPH, London.” 

Keep your Eye on your Randolph, and todr Randolph will pull you through I 


A Yert Fishy Appaie.— The Colonial Office reply (which was Poucb iNTEEEiGENCfE.— They have none ! At least such seems to 
hnng np ” for nearly a year) to the demands of the Newfonndland be the view tiien by Mr. Justice Grantham of the efforts to disoover 
Legislatare that fresh bait shonld be protected. I the ]Bio:idoii mnrderer. 
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deal of pains eyidently bestowed upon oration, lull of antitliesis, 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 1 anti-cHmax, and here and there a peroration. Sometimes, 'with 

^ coirngated brow, the great orator swung his body^ as it were, on a 

BXTaAorm) vbou pivot, whilst he enxmciated a platitude of exceptional ponderosity. 

r p H " R diary or TOBY, M,P, Much of his speech he addressed personally to Gladstone, empha- 

rk ‘i. • sising its point with threatening forefinger. Some apprehension 

of Cornmom^ Monday, April 4.-— Q,uite a toturbanoe m (3 -i,aj)sxone would fall into trap, and play the game of our wily 


dress. Attendants remonstrated with malcontents ; pointed outsat “Demmon”of Anarchy "with Ms Right Hon, friend 

at the opening of the performance the Speaker was thep Pro-ridence, and pictured as a result a “ smiling Ireland.” 

costume. Besides, money is never returaea at ^hat does he mean by ‘JJemmon?’” W. H. Smith, in awed 


^ his incident. Binding nottog to do on Saturday, ^ Jona.— More debate on the Coercion. 

^ Hoiwe being closed, he had attended a puhhc jf^^^^sday.^Orrt good Speaker still away. Courtney in the 
meeting where he brought Chair doing excellently well. In addition, some fifty or sixty Mem- 

. honesty ag^nst Peel in his Jf? ‘bers present. Large proportion have speeches ready. Some half- 

■ SPBAim Probablj ^ ““i do/eu worked tkem oU But ndgkt hw wdl been taken as read. 

L Opposition Bench nearly empty. Glabsionb already oom- 

^ But he menced Ms holiday. HARTiNaTON tom himself away from his 

escapes t^t^ eagle eye, beloved labours. Chamberlain at home packing up for his journey 

jmd%ben^6 ^ Highlands. Haecotoi says that C TTAMTB-BHL A i iif has ordered 
^ tebt^t nnS? fall HiglSad snit, and that he mil wear it as soon as he gets North 

■ - tWh Ohal Jbssb Collides has foUowed snit. Don’t know whether 

rat rnsB +/> Haecotjet ’s in earnest OX not. But CHAiCBEEXAiir not the man to do 

m Jfof ^^ntfu'S^ehlrle cJnyLsation oi Coercion cessed at Twenty minutes to Six in order 

^ his ^ Powell opportunity of mo'ving Second Reading of 

:^B^TS Church Sites (Compulsory Powers) Repeal Bill. Just time for it. 
the Cauuadocian Po'^^LL said few words in explanation of measure and sat down with 
eyes eagerly fixed on Deputy- Speaker. Courtney about to put 

^aid^thA <lo.estion, when up rose Joseph Ghus with his left hand hooked on 
% thumb to armhole of waistcoat whilst other extended with be- ; 


IM 9 trnst hA by thumb to armhole of waistcoat whilst other extended with be- ; 

m (SVX PAt h^r;i^ Wt ^race as if he were bestowing his blessing on the Hstening 

Onr^h^f havW Senate. “ Seems to me,” said Joseph, inhis most judicial tone, “ that 
Sn^fhi'W^T^fprfnrw^^ ^hk tlsk laft objects of the Bill have-not been sufficiently explained.” This argu- 

« All is not FHnt that looks st^^lumon It was touched quarter to six, after wMch 

risen from sick bed to meet a charge as baseless as it was base. his seat. Business done. Hone. .« x u lur -u 'l 

auite enough,” as Gent-Davis says, “ to make any man’s veins Morning sittmg, hut very few to sit. Members have 

swell in his leg.” paired by swres like turtle doves ; have fied away, and are now at 

After tMs, House, with average attendanoe of twenty - five rest. ^ Talking-machine etill goes on at W estminster ^th less of 
Members, had few hours’ desMtory talk on matters more or less practicalresult than ever. Business proposed, further diso^sion of 
nearly related to Civil Service Estimates, Business done. — ^None. .5*^embers tlueatened M talk at lar^ on fo^M Motion 

n, j o 1* 1. -o 1 rt j- j that House at its rising adjourn till Tuesday. Smith, finding dis- 

T«esifly.-So^ sensation at Four o|Clock. H™ohe discoyer^ eretion better part of vllour, at once hauled down flag just nailed to 
on Front Oppositmn B^eh. q^ mal im pression that he.’d come .to jliJ not p^rgig^ bringing on Coercion Bill. House 


on Front Opposition Bench. General ii _ 

read prayers. The Reverend Btng before commencing service oaionrnpd af ThTPA o’TiloAlr’ ° ° - 

looked inqutoglyatlHm. Made ^ IrEi^ter Mdays! Got all the time between now and 

no sign, ^mgs took orMnaxy / -VX Tuesday, Think I shall he able to get as far as Wandsworth Com- 

ri^’S^^SeventS^fo^nd mon or Hampstead Heath for change of air. J?tm«ess done.-None. 

something. Believe noyself ex- I 

pknation very simple. BL^oouet ?' THE EEASOH ‘WET. 

1.^1^ ^ The Parisian Press, discnssiog the alleged failure of the English 

OoDMition, elbowing GLADsroirE wai-sMps to answer the salute of the French squadron the other aay, 

S AttenS*^at nrav5^ <V W oflCamJas.accountfortheoiroumstauoevaiiously.asfoUows:- 

securU seat for remainder o?ni^ht. has bMba,Tio instocts, and is unao- 

By early attendanoe GLAnttOKE qimmted wi& ^e polite onstoms of civilised Mtions. 

got hwplaoe. and probably Hae- Because the Tice-Admiral m command is ‘‘ one poltooV: 

COURT ^e the hint. Koo ^ Because it was his design to fix an insult on the Municipality of 

not^untorStf d*of ^ riS^aMfed Because the Mariners on board are animated with the gross senti- 

during famous visit to Paris fM Gilbert-Sullivan. 

Nodiing happening at prayer- Ii B^anse Lu Duo d’Edinbourg wished to manifest his jealousy of 

time, next rumour to account for ml the Freneh Flag. . x* xv jfxt. j 

Gladstone’s unusual appearance wSm P i. Becausehewouldnotsanotion the expense of the powder necessary 

was that he intended to mie great / lo^the saMe. vv., -u^xi,* ttTi'vj 

speech; perhaps move the Ad- Because Prince Bismarck had telegraphed to Mm, “ I forbid you ! 

joutnment. All eyes turned upon =====================^ I 

him when order of the dajr called ^ 

on. Exclamation of surprise and Ij^A v^SNJK/ v Ho Demand for Indian Bonds.— The Bishop of Carlisle has 

disappointment when Perb Sam- espoused the cause of a Hindoo lady of the name of Rukhmabai 

UELsoN rose from a back bench and (wMch Mr. Punch suspects must be pronounced by that Asiatic- 

moved Amendment to Second LePerA Hibernian ^potentate, the great Padishah, “Rummy Bay”)j who 

Reading of Coercion Bill. Ambled seemingly is desirous of becoming unmarried during the lifetime of 

along for some considerable time, Members generally seizing the her titular first husband. It appears that poor Rukhmabai was 
opportunity to “write their letters. Then came Pease and War. War linked to her other half when she was little more than a RtiMima- 
in the person of Our CMef. What fine form he was in, and how baby. She wants the law altered. Heedit be said, after ilfr.PwncA’^ 
thoroughly he enjoyed himself ! House not very full, but Glad- historical advice “ to those about to marry,” that she has his earnest 
STONE m-nis pkee, and, at a safe distance, Hartington. A good sympathy? 


Le Pere. 
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MOTHER AND ME. 

A SCHOOX-BOAUP BALLAD. 

Billy Backslurn loquitur : — 

"Wnr yessir, it do ache a little, my head do ; goes swimmy, you see. 

It ’s along o’ the lessons no doubt, Sir ; I tell you that there Eule o’ Three 
Is a twister, and when a chap ’s ’ungry, and cold, and wet through with the 
rain, 

To set working it out all the momin’ is apt for to gaily his brain. 

Heducation, Sir ? Yessir, that ’s it, Sir. It ’s got to be done, Sir, of course, 

Eor without it a cove isn’t wuth any more than a ’og or a ’orse ; 

Leastways so the Board-teacher teDs us. I ’aven’t had much of it yet, 

But no doubt I should like it all right if it weren’t for the ’unger and wet. 

For them and for Mother ! You see. Sir, we ’re poor, awful poor, down our court. 
And my father, a sweep, Sir, he died ; it was sut on the chest cut ’im short, 
That and ’owling so ’ard for a living ; and me, Bob, land Betst— Jim ’s dead— 
*Was left to poor Mother to look after. Thankye, it ’s only my head. 

Don’t cry much, us common sort don’t. Sir ; it don’t do no good, and wastes 
time. 

Well, Mother— ah I she’s a good sort, Sir, so kind, and gin cold ain’t a oxime 
When it ’s took just for comfort, now is it ? and two D it doesn’t go fur. 

And it never would run to no more, so it’s ’aid to be down upon Aar, 

She had to look after us all, Sir, and I was the eldest, eleven, 

And Bjetst, the baby, just two, while young Bob, he was close upon seven, 


But crippled along of his ’ip, Sir, and never wuth nothink for uluok. 
So ’twas all left to Mother and me, Sir ; and I ’opped the Charlie — ^w 


■wuslnokl 


Played the wag from the Board School, I mean, Sir, it vjas snch a beastly 
wet day, 

Aad “ GIutgee”— that’s BAn-NEY GtBEEn’s hoy, Sir— was down in the smithy 
at play. 

It did look so warm and so cosy, and I was that wriugin’ and sopped, 

I thought of the hours in wet togs in that school-TOom, ana— well, Sir, I 
’opped. 

Next day little Bob he was ill, Mother had to go charing to Bow, 

So she left me at ’ome with the young ’uns ; they hadn’t no nuss, dontcherknow, 
’Cept me, and sometimes Dotty SPKiGODsrs, the lame nttle gal from next door, 
When Mother was out on the char or the wash-tub— cos why, wa’re so poor. 

That day, Sir, we ’adn’t no grub, not till Mother come ’ome late at night, 

’Cept a apple wot Q-rNOEK Q-beeit give me, though I only arsked for a bite. 

Lor’ it do give yer innards a doing to go all daylong without food, 

And when you ’re at School it seems worse, though book-leainin’ of course must 
i be good. 

Leastways, Sir, it ought to, aud chance it; else why did them coves take and go 
And come down so ’ard upon Mother ? She ’s ’ad to drop charing at Bow, 

As loses her three bob a week ; but that’s better than quod, dontoher see. 

Only fancy ’er took off to prison a-leavin’ them young ’uns to me ! 

Yes, that’s wot they threatened to do, Sir, unless I was kep’ at the School, 


^ VAAW AAW JUkVA. Mi 

And if I was a man with big fistes like BiJarEY— well, there, Sir, that’s wrong ; 
But learnin’ comes ’ard ou a cove when he ’s ’ungry and poor and not strong. 

It do make my head ache, I tell yer. I spose with good togs and good grub, 

A school may be no end of nice, and as cosy and warm as a pub. 

Heducation comes easy that way, Sir ; ah, even that there Buie o’ Three 
But tiiey don’t serve us poor people so, toe must take it like physio, you see. 

Oh, yessir, I goes pretty reglar. J shan’t ’op the Charlie no more, 

If t did I should fancy that black prison van would pull up at our door 
To carry off Mother. Poor Mother I she can’t keep me mended nohow, 

Little Bob ties her up so tremenjus, and Betsy seems sickening now. 

Wants nourishment— that’s wot the Doctor says; yes, and he’s right. Sir, 
you bet, 

Lor’, don’t Jjust want it sometimes, sittin’ there werry achy and wet f 


But Fm told heducation ’s a blessin’, and praps by-and-by I shall know. 

A blessin’ I Well, Mother ’s gone thin, and she coughs awfol too of a night, 
And Betsy ’s fell into the fender, and done somethink bad to her sight, 
Along of not hemg looked after. It may be a blessin’, you see, 

But it looks like a new kiad of torment to worry poor Mother and me I 



BAatsBOTHAiOAirA. — ^Mas. Bam, who, whenabroad, reads 
none but French papers, says she thinks that they do 
put extraordinary things in them, and, in proof of her 
assertion, points to this paragraph:— 

“ Dinrpx. — ^La chaudiere de la dragu# No. 3 a ^elat^ dans 
le port. Le uayire a eoale. Quatre hommes out dte tuSs, B 
y a pluaieurs blewea. Ua ouonua moreeau de la ekaudidre a dtl 
laaed d treis centi nidtres.” 

— which she thus translated for the benefit of her audi- 


Za chaudiere ” — ^The woman who keeps the warm , 
water for your feet after your hath— “d# la dr ay us 
Wo. 3”— who belongs to the Humane Society’s drag I 
No, 3 (just the same, my dear, as they have on the Ser- 
pentine, if you remember)— a Jeiaw dans U port ^^ — 
shouted out loud (which I suppose is gainst the mles) 
in the pert .— navirs a souU ” — The Hawy (her 
husband, I fancy) was eeoling himself at the time.— 


DKOTEcroisr of the SiruATiair ai Pokt-au Peince {fty Our Own Typical 
Coc^y).— Hayti in the Shade. 

Advice to Irish Landlords on Bent Day.— “ Temper the 0ale to the shorn 
Lamb.” 


“ Quatre hommes ent iU it took four men to 

catch her. — Hya pkuieurs Many people 

blessed themselves — Vh enerme moreeau de la ehau^ 
Here a He lance m irois cents metres '^ — ^An enomeus 
pieee of the poor chaudiere has been lanced for three 
centimes (they call tiaem cents as in America, you know) 
— “ mStree ’’—which were paid down on the spot. Mrs, B. 
says i^e shall advise her brother not to get a Fren^ 
remess for her nephews and nieees, as she can teach 
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ADVANTAGES OF A FOREIGN EDUCATION. 

Young Muller (from Hamburg) accompanies the Miss Goldmores in some op Rubinstein’s lovely Duets —to the envy 

AND disgust of BROWN, JoNES, AND ROBINSON. (R.B, — ^YOUNG MULLEE CAN ALSO SPEAK SiX LANGUAGES, LIVE ON A PoUND A 
Week, work Eighteen Hours out op the Twenty-Four, and do without a Holiday.) 


LITTLE MISS BUDGET ! 

Fine old Family Butler loquitur : — 

Ah ! poor little dear, you ’re still waiting 
Alone on the stairs. It ’s too had ; 

And to you, Miss, I do not mind stating 
The family, I think, has gone mad. 

You’re the general ]pet, are yon not, Miss ? 
And always come in witli dessert. 

This ’ere dawdling is regnlar rot. Miss, 

Ho wonder you feel a hit hnrt. 

I don’t know what ’s come to the house, Miss, 
Good form seems a saying good-bye ! 

Though you ’re sitting as stul as a mouse, Miss, 
I see there ’s a tear in your eye. 

You feel you’re unkindly neglected, 

And sort o’ shut out in the cold. 

Well, it isn’t what /had expected, 

’Tain’t right,— if I may speak so bold. 

Praps the likes o’ me oughtn’t to judge it, 

Me being a servant, you see, 

But to see you a sitting, Mum Budget, 

As some one has writ, worries me. 

You’re ready and well literated, 

But, bless you, they’re not, my dear Miss; 

And— well, aJl the years I have waited 
I ’ve never seen nothink like this. 

The dawdling^ and noisy noration — 

They calls it “ discussion,” my dear — 

Is reg’lar right down aggravation, 
like brickies, who row o’er their beer, 

1 may he a old-fashioned sinner, — 

Though I thinks as I knows my own walk — 

But 1 hold people spiles a good rtfnnAy 
By using their jaws for mere talk. 


Dessert, dear ? Lor’ bless yer, not yet, Miss I 
They ’re thick at the second course still. 
You must wait a hit more, I regret, Miss ; 

Assure you it ain’t with my will. 

We ’ll see if this wintage will move ’em 
To using their throats the right way ; 

If reg’lar prime wine can improve ’em, 

This crusted old “ Closure” should— hay ? 

There ’s one gent is longing to see you, 

And that’s Mr. Goschen, my dear. 

Be patient ; I’ll soon come and free yon, 

And then you ’ll be welcomed, don’ t fear. 
You ’re pretty enough to be painted 
By that Mr. Millais, I say, 

And when you and the guests get acquainted. 
You ’ll soon ’ave it all your own way. 

OHE WAY TO CURE A RANK ABUSE. 
” And so. Sir, I am to have no redress ? ” 


“ Ho, nor yet the Accountant-General, nor 
yet the Surveyer-General of the Ordnance, 
nor yet the Chief Clerk.” The desperate 
man turned paler than ever, and puUing his 
ancient hat over his wrinkled brow, left the 
ojQice and wandered into the street. 

” What shall I do ? ” he murmured, as he 
stumbled rather thau walked idong Pall Mall. 
“How shall I get my grievance redressed? 
A letter to the papers?— useless. It would 
find its way to the waste-paper basket. Wliat 
shall I do r ” 

He had now entered St, James’s Park. 


Suddenly he stopped, and his face assumed 
an expression that would have made the very 
demons shudder. Evidently he had hit upon 
a plan too terrible for human thought. 

“Ho, no,” he cried, in a piteous voice, “ it 
is too horrible ! ” 

But the shadow of crime came back to 
him, and with it the dreadful determination 
to do that terrible, that awful deed! In 
vain he fought against it, in vain he tried to 
turn a deafened ear to the frantic promptings 
of the spjrit of unforgiven, unforgiving 
wrong I He was now in Eaton Square, Sud- 
denly aU his strength of will gave way, and 
the beast was uppermost. 

“ I must do it ! ” he shrieked. “ It is my 
only chance of obtaining publicity. I must 
do it I ” And in another mom^t a stone 
went crashing through the Secretary of State , 
for War’s library window. 

* * * * * : 

The next morning the unhappy man got 
two months’ imprisonment in the House of 
Correction, and— a first-rate advertisement I 


Tactics. 

“ A little reserve on my part will, I befieve, help 


our adversaries ... to profit more effectively . . . 
W the teaching of events.” — Mr, Qlaastone^a 
LetUr to the Chelsea Liberals, 

What ! not appear at Chelsea’s Town HaU ? 
Why? 

Can Gladstone from the fray desire to fiy ? 
Hay, think that from fight he shrinks or 
swerves ?— 

He ’s only falling back on his “ reserves ” I 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCH'S STUDIO. 

ISo , XSV,— Ths Jubilee Mitoe op Pudlletok. 




“ Aldeemef, Councillors, Townsmen, Friends,” said tlie newly 
elected Mayor of Puddleton, in returning thanks for the honour which 

h^ heen^onf erred upon 

m front of this noble Hall, 

' edifice^of his amSEion 

^ f if ! ma with the highest distinction 

I/m I *r^'' which this Honourable Cor- 

‘ ^oration can confer upon a 

^ Friends and Fellow-work- 

ers, in the interests of this 
ancient borough, I feel sure you will excuse me if, in the fulness 
of my heart, I venture to refer to the next landmark in my 
not uneventful career. Fifteen years after that first rash, but 
earnest vow, I had the good fortune to wait npon a lady, for the 
first time in my then master’s establishment, in regard to whom I 
made a pledge none the less audacions ; for as I handed her into her 
I carriage, I said to myself, ‘Chaelis Haemoity Scettple,’ I said, 
* that lovely woman shall he jrour wif and, Gentlemen, that lady 
I by your votes this day, is at this auspicious moment the Mayoress of 
Puddleton ; and I can honestly declare that she is worthy of your 
homage.” (Great applause,) 

It is. worth while to recall these memorable sentences of a remark- 
able speech in order that we may impress upon the reader the resolute 
character of the gentleman who now presides over the destinies of 
Puddleton; and it is useful also as a record of the text of the 
leading article which shortly afterwards appeared in The Puddleton 
Timest defining the principles of the English Constitution iu relation 
to civic functions, and hearing upon an ever memorable event in 
the life of Her Majesty the Gtjeee, namely ttiis gracious year 
of Jubilee. “It is inherent in the Constitution of this great 
Empire,” wrote the Editor of The Puddleton Times, “ that merit and 
a blameless life shall he recognised in the distribution of civic, 
i national, and imperial honours ; and it is fortunate for the future of 
this entity of Puddleton in the great nnion of lEnglish-spesiing 
I peoples that the Corporation do not undervalue this fundamental 
basis of the nation’s liberties.” 

Chaeles HAEMomr Sceuple was a linen-draper ; so also, he was 
wont to say, was JoHH Gilpest of famous London town; but the 
Mayor of Puddleton had never been known to do a ridiculous thing in 
presence of his fellow- townsmen. When he first began to study the 
art of deportment as it should he exercised in the active duties of a 
retail draper, he practised before a mirror ; when he began to under- 
stod the importance of a graceful manner and a persuasive tone of 
voice to a salesman engaged in a store patronised by the county 
gentry^ he experimented upon those lay-figures whose plastic 
rotundities exhibited his artful taste in the arrangement of 
draperies and colour ; hut in these rehearsals he was alone and un- 
seen. As a young man he was the only assistant in the Puddleton 
emporium with whom the great ladies of the shire would condescend to 
exchange a single word that was not of a purely business character ; 
as an elderly gentleman, they freguently consulted him upon the 
latest fashions both of dress and decorations, and it is believed, while 
these lines are being penned, that in his capacity of Chief Magistrate 
of Pud^eton he will be permitted to join the county committee for 
providing funds to estahlish almshouses for the relief of distressed 
landowners and impecunious territorial lords. 

He was short in stature ; but venerable in appearance. His florid 
complexion was picturesquely heightened by nis white hair; he 
spoke iu a soft propitiatory voice, whioli, however, could rise to the 
ocoasioh of mat events, and his kindly smile never seemed to descort 
kifii.; though he had once had to oonpromise a case of assault in 


which, during a moment of exasperation, he had pinched the ears of 
the youngest of his shopboys, whom he had caught in the act of 
making faces at him while he was engaged in giving his best advice 
to a forlorn townsman, who had solicited him fox assistance more use- 
ful at the moment thanV‘ pearls of honest counsel.” 

The marriage of Mr. Sceuple was not the least interesting example 
of that “ steadfast perseverance ” to which the editor of the Puddleton 
Times “ fearlessly declared ” that his Worship, like all great men 
owed his success in life.” She was a confiding widow. Mr. Chaeles 
Haemost Sceuple sold her the very weeds in which she after- 
wards received his addresses. His sympathy, in the trying moments 
of her first orders, and his gentle smiles of comfort when the time 
came to discuss the question of half-mourning, were full of a benign 
consolation. When the conventional hour arrived for laying aside 


the last coquettish indications of the widow’s cap, he was her accepted 
suitor, and in due course he entered into full possession of *^the 
lamented deceased’s” hard-earned savings, together with a most 
comely and simple-minded little woman, who is devoted to Mm, 
listens in private to all Ms impromptu speeches before he makes 
them in public, is Ms best audience at the penny readii^s, and 
has “many a time and oft” begged him to remove to London, 
where his talents would have a wider scope for exercise and develop- 
ment ; but he is bound to Puddleton, he says, by ties of gratitude, and 
he will never desert the town of his adoption, which is not only 
hallowed to Mm by commercial and civic success, but is the happy 
spot where first he met Ms darling Maeia. 

You should see the Mayor and Mayoress of the Jubilee Tear going 
to church on Sunday moruings to take their seats in the Corporation 
pew. There is no person too lowly for them both to recognise, and no 
^rson 80 Mgh with whom Ms Worship wiU not pause to shake hands. 
It is a lesson in humility, and a rebuke to pride that walk to church 
on Sundays ; and prisoners the next morning who are sentenced to 
various terms of hard labour, for wandering abroad without any visible 
means of subsistence and other awful crimes known to the law, seem 
almost anxious to thank the Chief Magistrate for the kindly and 
eloquent manner in wMch he confers upon them the heaviest sen- 
teuces legally allowable in their respective cases ; his WoxsMp never 
forgetting to tefi them that the first duty of a Justice is to see that 
justice is done, in wMch he is often very warmly supported by a Mass 
I of Magistrates according to whose professional calling one might ex- 
pect that mercy would not be considered of secondary importance. 
Not that we would for a moment suggest any natural shortcomings of 
benevolence in the personnel of the Bench of Puddleton ; hut we 
confess to have noticed, more in sorrow than in anger, that, from the 
Mayor downwards, a sense of duty to the blind lady with the scales, i 
is apt to override the more beneficent exercise of the mercy wMch i 
tempers justice in the higher teaching of the law, as expounded by 
that learned Judge in the courts of Yenice, who tried to soften the 
heart of a certain J ew who carried a pair of scales for a very different 
purpose from that wMch is supposed to actuate the classic lady whose 
effigy adorns the stucco of the Puddleton Police Court. 

It was the rich, and at the same time, the loving hand of the tender- 
hearted widow, to whom reference has been made, that enabled Mr. | 
ScarrPLB to buy the flourishing business he has now for more than a i 
decade conducted on his own account ; and it is a graceful tribute | 
that he asks Puddleton to offer to her and to their noble QuEEsr. in i 
I the subscription which he is raising, to build a Home for Poor Neeale- I 
! women, fto be called after the two ^eat ladies of these Pud^eton | 
days, *Hhe Maria and Yictoria Institute;” and he “is persuaded I 
that in thus, as it were, hringmg Hee Majesty into their home-life, I 
and allying, as it were, the Chief Magistracy of the Queen’s loyal 
town of Puddleton with the greater and grander CMef Magistracy of 
the Empire on which the sun never sets, they will he, in a manner, 
upholding those glorious liberties for wnich their fathers fought on 
many a gory field.” 


The Puddleton Times^ the Editor of which Mgh-spirit^ journal con- 
fesses (in language which demonstrates the infectious character of 
civic eloquence) his belief that when the Jubilee honours are Gazetted, 
the present Mayor of Puddleton, will be amply endorsed “ in one of 
those Mstoric scenes not quite foreign to the experienees of CMef 
Magistrates of less important boroughs then ours; one of those 
stirring scenes of constitutional government, wherein a ^reat Queen 
confers the dignity of Knighthood upon a worthy subject, in dis- 
tinguishing whose merits before the world she casts a reflected glory 
upon the Throne itself .’J 

Obvious. 

“ The Elements are out of order,” says 
A Newspaper. ’Tis true ; in various ways, 

Earthquakes, volcanoes, storms, are raising ruction. 

But all this shindy upon sea and shore,— 

Earth, air, fire, water,— only proves still more 
The need of “ Elementary Instmetion.” 
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A DRAWBACK.^^ 

UUFn&ni to Thrifty Br^ad-witiTur), *‘Oh, TOtr stick too close to Work. No woirDBa tof ’re Seedy Why do^i’t yof rfh 

DOWN to the Sbi-sidb fob a Week ? Yof want Ohanob and Rest, my dear Fellow ” 

Dyspeptic {mappishly), ‘^So I did— ’tried that. But— the Waiters got all my Change !— and— and —the Hotel Bill took 
THE Rest I ” 


A COUNTY CHORUS. 

{Ai re:ently sung ly a Dtp\i,fatvm of Q-siUU- 
TTusn from, the Mop and Barley districts^ 
with fair success^ to the Chancellor of the 
Bxcliiquer,) 

See us, lost iu coustemation. 

Begging you at least will tear 
Of the gross adulteratiou 
Now ajBEecting British heer. 

Hops have from the compound vanished, 
Aad the Brewer with his wiles 
Introduces, barley banished, 

Quassia and camomiles ! 

’Tia not that the public daily 
Drinks this poison that we mind, 

Dor they take to it ^uite gaily, 

And the taste enticing find. 

’Tis not that the stuff is heady, 

And of drinks is quite the worst. 
Making brain and legs unsteady, 

And tenfold increasing thirst. 

No ; what moves us in the matter 
Is the stake we ’ve in the hop, 

For the Market still grows flatter, 

And the prices daily drop. 

So let loose the analyser. 

Out with penalty and flne, 

And he very soon, mwn wiser, 

Wbn^t at water (fraw the line ; 

But will hunt up each inf^redient, 
Catalogue and make quite clear 
What the Brewer fluds expedient 
To put in his miscalled beer.” 


Till, tbe Law in vain defying, 

All the spurious traffic stops, 

And we once more are complying 
With a brisk demand for hops. 

Help us then, as to the Nation 
Thus we teU our piteous tale. 

Just a little agitation— 

In our object we shan^t faiL 
H elp us, and you’ll surely think soon, 
While the wrong you deftly cure, 
As the British beer you ’ll drink soon, 
That our motives are as pure ! 


The Ship and Turtle.— The Lord Mayor i 
should lose no time in convening a meeting at 
the Mansion House to consider the statement 
put forward by Colonel Trotter of the iU- 
treatment received during a voyage from the 
West Indies by Turtle. The poor creatures 
are kept, from four to five weeks together, 
absolutely without food, insomuch that their 
stomachs are actually concave I Their fins 
get trodden upon and bruised, their shells 
crushed and broken, their eyes knocked out 
or in, they lose weight and condition, they 
become too weak to move, and are landed in 
a semi-dying state. If these terrible alle- 
gations are exact, the thought of them must 
Be enough to take away the appetite of every 
sympathetio Alderman. The idea of eating 
unsound turtle I Until the horrors of the 
middle passage are abated for those nnhappy 
reptiles, the Oorporalion had better abjure 
real turtle, and addict themselves to mooL 


DOMESTIC MELODIES; 

OR, SONGS OF SENSE AND SENTIMENT. 

{By Sancho Preston Panza,) 

No. III.— Upon Thyrsis taking a Journey. 

Thyrsis, when we parted, swore. 

This was very wrong of Thyrsis ; 

Yet, xefiecting what ’twas for, 

One can half excuse his curses. 

For he saw his luggage neat 
T’wards a distant platform trundled, 
While upon the carnage seat 
Alien packages were bundled. 

Quickly as the deed was done, 

Faster flow’d his speech reproving ; 
While upon a two-hours’ run 
Faster still the train was moving. 

Thyrsis was. as usual, late ; 

I had told him he would be so ; 

(Which was not an adequate 
Reason for his blessing me so.) 

Careless words a friend may staV; 

No one’s temper could be shorter. 

Yet I had to pay the cab, 

And I had to tip the Poit^. 

He was hustled in, poor soul, 

With three babies and two nurses : 

I am glad, upon the whole, 

I ’m not travelling with Thyrsis. • 
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COLONIAL PEESSUEE; 

Ob, Teachi^hG youb Gbanp-Motheb-Cotosttey, 

Act I. — The DecJc of a Homeward-hound Mail Steamer. 
Enthnsiastio Colonial Premier discovered concluding 
farewell speech on the protective blessings of a 


closer union with the Mother Country^ to a stimulated 
and excited throng of intending Hedercded^^ Colo- 
nists. 

Colonial Tremier {finishing his yeroratvon^ much 
moved). So, my Brothers, I bid you adieu, and as I do so, 

I ask you to respond with three hearty cheers for our 
union with that glorious Empire, which it is my mission 
in taking this lengthy voyage to accomplish. {They re- 
spond frantically^ I go to the great centre from which 
we are all proud to boast our commou life-blood fLows, 
there to meet together with the representatives of out 
far-scattered colonial brothers in solemn conclave the 
Ministers of that mighty Empress- Queen whose children 
we claim to he, and for the mutual defence and consoli- 
dation of whose fax-spreading Empire we shall consult 
lovingly and loyally together. Farewell, then, my 
Brothers. Wish me Gk)d speed. 

[They do^ and continue shouting themselves hoarse 
till the Vessel is well out of sight. 

Act II. — An Ante-room in the Colonial Office^ seven 
weeks later. Polite Junior Official discovered hold- 
ing brief explanatory conversation with Enthusiastic I 
Colonial Premier. 

Polite Junior Official {quietly concluding reply to\ 
several leading questions). No, 1 fancy the meeting will 
be held here in one of our spare rooms ; and if you ask 
me, I do not think Lord Salisbxjbt has any intention of 
being present. 

Enthusiastic Colonial Premier. What ! Not the Prime 
Minister ? 

Polite Junior Official. No, I don’t think so. But the 
announcement seems to take you quite by surprise. 

Enthusiastic Colonial Premier. By surprise ? 1 shordd 
rather say' it did I Why, how can the matter be dis- 
cussed with any dignity without Mm ! 

Polite Junior Official.^ Ha! but you forget. There 
will most probably, I might say, certainly, be the Head 
of our Department present. 

Enthusiastic Colonial Premier. The Head of yom 
Department, indeed 1 Do you think I ’ve come all this 
way to see him I I have quite enough of him on paper 
seven thousand miles offi 

Polite Junior Official. Really? Ah! but I’ve no 
doubt you’ll iBnd it will aU be satisfactory enough. 

Enthusiastic Colonial Premier. Satisfactory I Why, 
SiAmoPE’s Circular said it was to meet to discuss “ The 
general defence of the Empire,” Is the Secretarv of 
State for War, I should like to know, going to attend ? 

Polite Junior Official. Oh, no, I don’t think so. 

Enthusiastic Colonial Premier. You ‘'don’t think 
Bo”!^ And I’ll be hound the First Lord of tht 
Admiralty hasn’t been summoned. 

Polite Junior Official {judicially). No, I should cer- 
tainly say he had not. 

Enthusiastic Colonial Premier. And I dare say the 
Postmaster-General even hasn’t a seat at the table, and 
we’re going to discuss “ Imperial Interoommunioation.” 
Well, I’ll tell you what it is. What with the Prime 
Minister out of it, too, the whole thing is a farce and a 
swindle, that ’s what it is ; and what ’s more, you ’ll find 
that men who have come from all parts of the earth as 
representatives of the Colonial Governments won’t stand 
it. Eeorganise your arrangements while there’s yet 
time, Sir. Good morning. [Exit indignantly. 

Act hi. — Official Transformation Scene. {For further 
particulars see Newspapers.) 



Beakdino CoifTBEABE.““The other day an evening 
London paper complained that Mr. Conxbeailb was too 
old to plead extreme youth as an excuse for his un- 
mannerly attack upon the Speaker. “He is no hot- 
headed boy,” said our twilight contemporary. This may 
be the ca^ but, for all that, the M.T. for one of the 
Cornish Divisions is certainly a representative of Miners. 


Scarcely a Light Matter. — The retirement of 
Professor Tyndall. 


Jones. “OoBTOirND it! here’s that frightpul old Bore, Bkowjt!'* 

Smith. “Well, he’s a Bore, no doubt— the gbeatest, Dsr pact, I ever 

MKT— BUT HE 's GOT HIS GoOD POINTS, FOB INSTANCE, WHEN ONCE SB ’S TAKEN 
A Ljkisg to a Fellow, he rtiobs to him fob xriRt Hje ’s taken a trb- 

MENDOXTS Liking to You Ta-ta!” | 

— - ' ■ - • ■■ - ■ - ■ ■ 

MR. PUNCHES MORAL FAIRY TALES. 

YII.-— Betty and the Beast. 

When the Merchant heard his youngest daughter (the clever one, from Gir- 
ton) express her wish for a singing laurel-leaf (after the two elder girls had 
mentioned a diamond necklace, and a cachmire cachemis^re), he thought it was 
only her way of showing off. - 

‘‘ A singing laurel-leaf from ApoUo’s own crown, my girl,” said he, and, in 
his heart, he registered a vow to fetch her Mr. Todhuntee’s excellent 
I for he hated ostentation. I 

His business dmie, the necklace and the cachmire purchased in the flowery 
valley of Caohemisere, the Merchant was returning, when his train was delayed | 
by one of the snow-storms so prevalent in April. Stamping about, to keep his 
feet warm, the Merchant found himself witMn the splendid grounds attached to | 

* ^ E^gaij^’^d he, “I’ll pluck a laurel-leaf for Bbattty ’’— that was hia 
youngest daughter’s name. No sooner did he approach the laurel than all its 
foliage chanted, — 

“ Oh, what a surprise, j 

Two lovely black eyes ! ” i 

which, indeed, were promptly inflicted on the Merchant by an unseen fist. 

When the Merchant came to himself, he found one standing over him, whom 
he recognised as a perl'ectBeMt. i. icrr 

“ The insolence of the modem tounst is excessive,” said the Beast. How 
dare you pluck my singing laurel ? ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

“ Please, Sir,” said the Merchant, “ I have a daughter at home , 

“ The old story,” sneered the Beast “ Bring her with you for my Bride, or 
it shall be the worse for you.” . 

The Merchant, to tell the tmth, was not sorry to have a chance of getting 
Beauty, with her airs and exercises, off his hands. In vain had he hoped mat 
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a Tutor of Trinity would come forward. Beautt was a dialectician 
so skilled that the cleverest young men shrank in terror from her side. 
But, when the Merchant had returned home, and dashing away a 
tear, began his tale, the eldest daughter, Betty, interrupted him, 
saying,— 

“ I, and nobody else, will sacri6.ee myself for my father and my 
family. Let the Beast devour me, Never shall it be said that the 
youngest of us, a mere child, was deserted by her eldest sister ! ” 

The resolution of Betty was unshaken, and the Merchant returned 
with her to the remote and rural residence of the Beast. 

He received them with unexpected cordiality, and at once 
introduced Betty to his Aunt, an elderly lady of unimpeachable 
propriety. 

(J2ere, says the Arabian scholiast, the advantage of Mr, "PuneVe 
over all other Fairg Tales is unusually manifest. In no other ver- 
sion, except in that collected hy Mr, Punch from the lips of his 
attached and highly respectable subjects, is the beloved of the Feast 
provided with a Chaperon.) 

The Merchant now returned to his affairs, and Betty and the 
Beast were a good deal thrown together by the kindly old Aunt, who, 
for her part, was exactly like any other lady of her age. One day it 
occurred to the Beast to show Betty her own family in the Magic 
Mirror, when, looking over her shoulder, he observed Beauty. 

“Why,” exclaimed the Beast, “yow are the plain one of the 
family ! Go home and send me Beauty.” 

Poor Betty reddened, but she was the best of girls, and made 
allowance for the frankness of the Beast. Associating for a long 
time with pigs and tigers in the Garden of Circe, he had partly lost 
his manners. 

Beauty came, and Betty went, but, before she departed, the 
Beast gave her a diamond ring. “That diamond,” he said, “will 
turn red as a ruby, if I am dying, blue as a sapphire, if I am 
bored.” 

At home with her dear father, Betty had almost forgotten the ; 
Beast, when one day, glancing at her ring, she fonnd the stone as 
blue as a sapphire, yet slowly changing into ruby red. 

“ My poor Beast is bored, my Beast is dying,” she said, and hur- 
ried off to his palace. In the garden there lay her Beast, a volume 
of Professor Seeley’s Books of History beside him, and surrounded 
by the later works of several esteemed English poets. ^ 

He faintly smiled as Betty drew near, then, raising his head, 
remarked — 

“ You come too late ! Your clever sister has brought me to this ! 
She never left off improving me. She let me hear about the Ding an 

about 




I , enohanted me” 

reformed my manners, and restored my interest in existence ! I am 
for ever yours I ” 

So saying, he led her within the castle, where his old Aunt received 
him with tears of joy, while Beauty, coming down with inky fingers, 
too ^te for lun<meon, ohserred she was delighted that dear Betty 


t happy at last. 

Moral , — ^A good heart is better in a wife than, a pretty face and a 
(uaBsioal education. 


THE REAL GRIEVANCE OFFICE. 

[Bef(yre Mr. Commissioner Punch.) ' 

An Officer of the Peserve was introduced, * 

The Commissioner, Well, Sir ? 

Applicant, 1 am a Captain in the Reserve of Ofl5.oers. 

& The Commissioner {after search- 
ing), I find no entry in the monthly 
Army List of such a body. 

Applicant. No, Sir, and that is one 
of the grievances of which I have to 
complain. Although Warrant Ser- 
geants and Retired Majors of the 
Auxiliary Forces appear, yet my 
hrotherofficers and myself are left out 
in the cold. Our names are published 
once a quarter in an unwieldy volume, 
which practically is never consulted, 
and there the matter ends. 

The Commissioner. I presume, 
then, that your duties are purely 

Applicant, On the contrary, they 
are very real indeed. During peace 
; we may never be called upon to 
j serve ; but, at the first hint of war. 
we are liable to be sent anywhere and 
everywhere at a moment’s notice. 

The Commissioner, Then I sup- 
pose yon receive a retaining fee, like 
the rank and file of the Reserve ? * 

Applicant, Certainly not. On the 
contrary, those of ns who have re- i 
^ ceived our Commissions in Her 
Majesty’s Land Forces after long 
qualifying service in the Militia, may be called upon to join a Line 
Regiment for a month’s duty, at our own expense and without pay, 
every year. 

The Com77iissioner, May I ask of what body of men the Reserve of 
OjOdeers is composed P 

A^licant, Ofdcers in the Regular Army on half -pay, OjCdcers of 
the Regular Army who have retired in the prime of life, and the 
very pick of the Officers of the Auxiliarj^ Forces, In this latter 
class, a Major usually serves as a Captain, and a Captain as a 
Lieutenant. ^ ^ I 

The Commissioner, In the event of war, of what service would the ' 
Reserve of Officers be to the Nation ? 

Applicant, As a body, they would be of incalculable value. As ] 
every one of them holds a Commission in the Regular Army, they 
coula individually be drafted at a moment’s notice into any battdion 
requiring their services, and sent, I repeat anywhere. In times of 
peace their services are also available, though as a rule they tben are 
only accepted when they have been tendered on their own initiative. 
The Commissioner, The Reserve Officers seem to be a useful body. 
Applicant, This has been frequently admitted in Parliament, and 
confirmed by the Horse Guards. In spite of this they are utterly 
ignored by the War Office—exoept of ooprse when their services are 
required. Then they are huntedf up pertinaciously. 

The Commissioner, What would you propose ? 

Applicant, That at least their names should be enrolled in that 
Military Court Guide— the monthly Army List, 

The Commissioner [smiling). That should not be a difficult request 
to grant. 

Applicant, And yet it has been made for the last seven years 
without success,^ And secondly, that after a fixed number of years 
of faithful service, they should obtain the honorary rank on retire- 
ment granted to all other branches of the Service. 

The Commissioner, And that also seems reasonable. Is there 
anything else you can suggest, Captain P 
ApvUcant. No, Sir, save that you deserve the thanks of hundreds 
of Officers in the Reserve for thus espousing their cause. 

The Commissioner. Not at all. I will mention the matter to my 
friend Colonel Hughes Hailett and two or three other Honourable, 
gal^t, and right feeling Members of the House of Commons, and 
i with their assistance I have no doubt you will attain the well- 
deserved reward of your almost too modest ambition. 

[^The Applicant saluted, and withdrew. 

The Promise oe Mayeloweb. — ^It is to he hoped that the pro- 
posed Yaeht Race between the American Mayflower and the Eng- 
lish Arrow may come off. Latest advices report that the rules are 
still sub judice, Oip Cousins on the other side of the Atlantic 
should be satisfied with the terms. They have the great advantage 
of knowing that, even if the Britisher wins, it will be still only an 
Arrow Victory. 


NOTICE.— Bejected Oomm^cationa or ContributionB, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 

when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this lulo 
thare wiil bo so ozeeption. ’ 
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RURAL FELICITY.'^ 



Sympathetic Old Farson. ** You appear in deep Thought, my Friend, May I 
A8K WHAT CHIEFLY OCCUPIES YOUR MiND 1 ” Countryman, * ‘ Maistlt nowt ! ” 

ROBERT AT HYDE PARK. 

Well, there I was, as usnal, ri^ht in the worry middle of the whole 
Bhoutmg mob, without no more intenlioii of being there than the nnhom babe. 
Having been at the two last demonstrayshnns, I thinks they calls ^em, without 
no bother nor trubble, I natrally thort as I shood like to see a third, hut only 
jest from a distance as it were, but to my great estonishment I found mysefi 
oarried along by such a mob as 1 never seed afore, rite up to a platform where a 
wild-looking Inshman was a raving away like a wild Ingin. liter a little wile 
it struck me as so worry comical that I larfed out lowd, wen a werry sawage- 
looking feller arsked me wot I was a larfing at, and afore I could arnser him. 
said he wood punch my hed for a stoopid old fool if I did it agane I I am prowd 
to say that in all my perf eshnal career that is the werry first time as them power- 
ful words was ever said to me, but I was quite ekal to the oeashun. Without 
daining to say one word in reply, I flxt my eagle gaze upon him for a brief 
moment, and then turned away and disdainfully squeeged my way out of that 
part of the mob, with sitch a xpression of supreme oontemp upon my ancient 
wisage as must as driven him wild with hanger if he could but have seen it. 

When I got ont of the dense mob to where the peeple was ttdnner, I arsked a 


which may he a werry wise saying, but I don’t think if 
as I had had to select the mottos, that 1 should chose one 
about Donkeys. Peeple is ginerally so werry sarkastick. 

One of the Irish gentlemen made a speech as made a 
great himpresshun on me, and witch I thinks as our 
werry prime Minister ought to hamser. He said that 
if this wicked BUI was passed, the only peeple who wood 
be safe to live in poor Ireland, woua be aef and dum 
people, as for anybody who wasn’t so fortnit, the best 
thing for them woud he not to be bom at all, or if they 
must be born somewheres to take care and be bom some- 
wheres else ! There ’s a degree of good sound common 
sense in this powerful statement, that I should hardly 
have xpeeted m so excited an Irish Mimherof Parlymint 
as uttered it, and if he would but favour us with a 
xplanation of how it ’s to he done, there ’s a goodish lot 
of the next generation as would feel werry much obliged 
to him. 

One thing as struck me werry powerfol was the almost 
butter habsince of wittels, that is to say such wittels as 
one woud think was absolutely necessary to keep poor 
body and sole together whUe marching or standing still, 
for about six or seven ours, in about as fine a spessimeu 
of East wind as I have felt for sum time. How it affecs 
others of course I don’t know, but I do know that a 
rattling East wind makes me that hungry that I can eat 
amost anythink, ewen chops and stakes don’t cum amiss. 
My Postman told me as it was their entbusyism as kep 
’em up. Well, all I can say is, that isn’t my xperience, 
for I allers finds as them as makes the most noise at great 
dinners, eats and drinks the most. 

Praps the thing as estonished me more than anything 
else during the hole ewentful day, was to hear one Dish- 
man tell another as how as the Lord Mare was a speaking 
at the next platform ! Ardly able to beleeve my ears, I 
made the best of my way there, but instead of the Bite 
Honnerable Sir Eeginald Hanson, Lord Mare of London, 
I saw a werry differing sort of gentleman altogether, who 
I afterwards heard was the Lord Mare of Dtibijn ! As 
the poet sings 

Oh, what a surprise. 

To my two wondering eyes! 

However, tho’ of course it was ardly expected that he 
coud give us such a speech as our owu poplar Lord Mare 
woud ha’ done, I will say this for him, that he drew a 
picter of a full drest M,P. entering the Hons of Com- 
mons on the Conservatif side after partaking of a Liberal 
dinner, as deserves to be emortalized for its truth. He 
said as he had seen honnerabel Mimhers enter the House 
night after night, ewidently not tea-totallers, with 
flashed faces, and with shirt-fronts like the Jibtopsail of 
* a Skooner Yot, to wote against his poor Country. 

Upon the whole I ’m inolLued to think that Monday’s 
! meeting let off perhaps quite as much steam as will keep 
: us all the quieter for some time to ceme. Bobert. 


mean that not nobody hadn’t no right to prewent any^dy from doing what- 
ever they liked to do, purwided it wasn’t contrary to Law. So I then arsked 
him why a feroeions non-coersionst shood threaten to punch my head for 
! larfing? To which he replied that probberly he was a irishman, which he 
I seem^ to think xplained the hole matter. 

I didn’t think as the hemblems of wiotory as was carried in sum of the per- 
I oeashuns was quite so apropriate as ushal. For instance, a corfiin isn’t a partick- 
ler lively hobject to carry about four mile for fun, or much calkerlated to raise 
the sperrits^ of the carryers, but there it was, and when it’s acumpaned by the 
Ded Marching Sorl, as I was told it was, tho* I didn’t see it, I carnt heln 


tried to xplaiu that it was not xaotly that, hut related to some ancient legend 
about Donkey Carts* with springs being better than Donkey Carts without ’em, 


ADVICE TO SINGERS. 

JBy Jimius Minirms. 

Note. — ^Where the male sex is designated in such words as 
** Singing-MaBter,” the female equivalent may in all cases be 
read with equal, and sometimes with greater, force. 

1. You should all be told, to begin with, a fact of 
which you were doubtless hitherto supremely ignorant, 
hut wmch nevertheless remains. It is seldom^ if ever, 
that your singing of any vocal piece gives entire satisfac- 
tion to the composer of such piece (unless, indeed, you 
sing your own music). On the contrary, so rarely do you 
convey an adequate or even an intelligent idea of the 
writer’s intention, that not unfrequently you rob a com- 
position of any merit which it mi^t possess. This is not 
said in disparagement of your vocal ability, hut merely 
in order to clear the ground of rubbish. 

2. ^ Learning, as you mostly do, of singing-masters as 
distinguished from music-masters, you are generally 
made heirs to the stoek-in-trade of vocal prejudices 
which your teachers have previously inherited. It is 
true that some singing-masters are ^o music-masters, 
hut with few exceptions the singing-masters most in. 
vogue being, or havmg been in their time, singers, will 
he willing, like yourselves, to sacrifice music to vooaJism. 

3. In the prevailing state of our musical ignorance, 
when barbarous and loud cries are accepted as musical 
utterances, the arrogance of vocalists is hardly surprising. 
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Such, expressions as “interpretation” and “creation” tend neces- J 
sarily to foster complacency, and even to delude you into the notion 
that you may perhaps emhellish or even improve upon the notes 
you have to sing. ISTothing could he more unlikely. Only occa- ; 
sion^y do you not spoil your songs by singing out of time, by 
singing out of tune, or by loading with afiectation what should have 
been simplicity itself. The last you love to do. 

4. One of the first things you should aspire to is to sing in time. 
If you are engaged in the chorus, either for a concert or operatic work, 
you will be made to sing in time. If, on the other hand, you come ' 
out at once as a soloist, the chances are that the conductor wiU keep 
the band and the audience waiting while you dwell upon unimportant 
notes and drag the time agreeably to your teacher’s instructions or 
your individual measure of original sin. Therefore, as you are strong 
bemerwfuL 

5. It is of course very desirable that you should also sing in tune, 
and remain throughout a song, however long, in about the same kej 
as the accompaniment. I am aware that most singers find this 


difdcnlt, and perhaps it is waste of time to insist upon such a detail. 
But a paper that touched ever so lightiy upon singing might perhaps 
he considered incomplete hy the fastidious, were not some passing 
allusion made to the desirability of an entente more or less cordiate 
between vocalist aud orchestra, 

fi. Desire for selfish display is the bane of vocalism. In solos from 
a ballad to a scena, your want of taste is remarkable, aud you must 
not think, because a composer thanks you at the end of a perform- 
ance and pays you compliments, that he is really pleased with you. 
He is merely thankful that you have got through at all, and his 
compliments are given in fear lest you should turn aud rend him. 

7. It has been hinted above that yon are not always ideal expo- 
nents of musical composition. It would seem, ther^ore, scaroely 
unreasonable to suggest that, when possible, yon might, with advan- 
tage to yourselves and your audience, accept any hints that the com- 
poser might be in a position to give. Provided always that yon are 
not— as, of oourse, you generally are— better musicians than the 
person whose work you are good enough to render. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM 

THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Some of Com7nons, Tuesday^^ A^7'il 12. — “Well,” said Gean- 
DOLPH, “ maa and boy I ’ve sat in this House for thirteen years, but 
never before have I witnessed a scene like this— Joseph: Gillis 
Biqoae, Escl., of Butlerstown Castle, cheering Chiij)Ees1” 

Y et so it was. A quietly impressive scene. House resumed to-daj 
after mockery of Easter Recess. Only a few score faithful in their 
places. The rest, with true Con- 
servative instinct, holding on to / 
complete constitutional holiday. 'i - • 1 

Gladstone in his place hungering ' ' ' 4/ 

and thirsting for the fray ; sitting ^ 

on edge of seat whilst Childers (^\^k . 

spoke; worrying at his own coat- 2 

tails like kitten using up reserve ' 


Sorry His 


disappointed. But certainly we’re in low 






ready for anything 

that may turn up, especially the dinner hour. The Speaker hack 
in the Chair, and everyone glad to know he is better. Grandoiph 
in his comer seat regarding Joseph Giliis seated below the Gang- 
way opposite, dressed in the profound decency of funereal hlacK, 
with head resting on his hand. For all sound the monotonous 
murmuring of Childers brokeu in upon now and then by the harsh 
cry of “ Hear I hear I ” from J. G. 

“ Really astonishing,” Grandolph continued in his soliloquy, 
** how circumstances alter cases ! It was hut a year ago that tins 
remarkable man was hand-in-glove with me. Used to shout down 
Childers and-his ooReagues 'smenever they rose from the Treasury 
Bench. HowTie passes me without sign of recognition, and cheers 
the amiable platitudes of Childees. This aU 
comes of the Castle. Joseph is an Irish land- 
^ lord now— a chdtelain. Was very near being 
foreman of Grand Jury. Is evidently inchnea 
to behave as such. Shouldn’t a bit wonder 
if iio distant date he takes his seat on 
Conservative Benches, and calls out, 

* Name ! Hame ! ’ when Tm Heaxt or 
Redhond Junior misconduct themselves.” 

- More talk about Coercion Bill. Nothing 
new to be said, but certain number of 
speeches to he delivered. Treasury Bench 
came out better than usual, Irish Attob- 
NET-GiaTERAi. and Home Secretary both 
delivering speeches quite rattling by com- 
parison with the average run from this 

BimnesB done.— None. 

^Hr YAwraday.— King of Belgians, who 

MM J in time to see Bttfpalo 

Bill’s Show, looked in at House to- 
Bight. “Always like to advance by 
degrees, mon frere^^ he said to me ; 
^ toke House of Commons en route 

for BtJKFALo Bill. But what a dis- 
^ appointment is this I Heard in Brus- 
sels that you were engaged upon most 
Ambrosial Eloquence. momentous issue of modern times.! 

i ^ Expected to find crowded House, and 

bfahblmg excitement. But there *s nothing hut half empty benches, 
and wholly sleepy gentlemierL We can do better than this cAez nous.’’' 


water just now. Everybody tired to death of incessant talking. 
Two-thirds of House judiciously staying away. Big guns won’t go 
off in such depressing circumstances. ^ All holding back till Monday, 
when House will be full again. To-night Ambrose gets his chance ; 
been walking about for a week with notes of his speech in hand, and 
that curious expression on face which some people think is a smile. 
Just now Speaker returned his smile with a nod, and Ambrose added 
to current depression a speech hour and quarter long. 

Only ripple in stagnant pool of sitting occurred at Q,uestioii Time. 
King-Haeman discovered sitting on Treasury Bench, violently 
blushing. Instant concentration of attention upon him. Swift pro- 
cession of inquiry. By what authority was his new oflBlce constituted ? 
Is there salary attached? Would he vacate his seat? Is he an 
Orangeman ? and was he at one time Secretary to Home-Rule Associa- 
tion in Dublin? King-Harman wriggled about on seat; his red 
face took on peony tinge. Felt his biceps, and expanded his chest. 
Only ten days ago, whilst yet a private Member, had paused in 
passing Irish Camp to invite Tanner to “ come outside.” Might 
rarliamentary Under- Secretary for Irish OfiS.ce extend invitation to 
John Morley, Gladstone, and the rest putting^ these inconvenient 
questions? The Attobney-General advised in the negative, so 
King-Harman remained dumb, whilst Arthur Baleour put in the 
responses. A promising outlook this, hut closed up as hastily as 

K *" ’ B, aud thereafter only the thrioe-hoiled colewort of Coercion 
. 

Business done» — ^Noue. 

Friday Night— Hm, Hbaly looked ’dangerous some hours before 
he broke out. Seated, amid scanty attendance, below the Gangway, 
he from time to time broke in upon Plunket’s speech with ironical 
cheers. Plunket disarmed him by graceful appeal to his gentleman- 
hood. Thereafter, sat quiet. Speech after speech ground out. 
Benches nearly empty, and dulness settled, like thick fog, over the 
House. Some time before midnight, Colonel Saunderson rose, and 
matters improved in briskness. The Colonel made fine play with 
his shillelagh, twisted it between thumb and finger round his own 
head, and brought it down with a whack on any other he chanced to 
see. Would not, in his extreme moderation, go so far as to accuse 
Parnelhtes of having imbrued their hands in blood. “But,” he 
added, uplifting his voice, “I do accuse them of associating with 
men whom they knew to be murderers.” 

Tr&t on his feet in a moment, asking the Speaker whether this 
was in order. Speaker admitted gravity of the charges, but pointed 
out that they might he met in debate. Finding him immovable, 

f speaking without emotion, as if he were moving 
uopposed return, said, — “ I have no hesitation in 
g the Hon. Gentleman that, if he refers to me, 
a liar.” 

use lively enough now. Fog swept away as by 
h of passing hurricane. Chamber resounded 
cheers. Cries of “ Name ! ” and “ Withdraw 1 ” 
Speaker asked if Tim withdrew the expression. 
But even in moments of intensest excitement 
Tim nothing if not orderly. Speaker still on 
his feet; according to Rule no other Member 
allowed to stand at same time. This Tim 
respectfully pointed out. Speaker resumed 
his seat, and then Tim quietly argued the mat- 
^ ter, incidentally repeating his accusation that 
' Saunderson had strayed from the line of strict 
veracity. 

So the Speaker named him. Smith, with 
scared look, moved his suspension. House 
divided, suspension confirmed, and Tim got 
; away quite early, walking out amid frantic 
f cheers feom his friends. Next, Sexton, stand- 
ing with arms a-kimbo, called Saunderson a 
liar, with the addition of an adjective. There 
; " liar ! ” were at least a score of Paxnellites athirst for i 

j the distinction achieved by Tim. Would take J 

more than an hour to gratify individual as£)iration. Happily, Satin- ^ 
DERSON induced to withdraw. Sexton withdrew, and scene ended : 
as abruptly as it had opened. Evidently no use going on with debate, 

[. so House adjourned at 12 ‘SS. Business done. — ^None. 


Ambrosial Eloquence. 


A Turning in the Lane.— According to the papers, Augustus 
Druriolanus (who no doubt took his cue from Mr. Punchy who 
showed last week how the cold neglect originally intended for our [ 
“Brethren beyond the seas,” had been exchanged for a most cordial 
reception), on Friday, entertained our Colonial Visitors with another 
Transformation Scene. The copy, like the original, seems to have 
been a success. : 

Treating Him Lightly.— T he Gladstonian Liberals dismiss Mr. j 
Chamberlain’s anti-Home-Rule argumentslas “ Ayr-j nothings.” 
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MR. PUNCH'S MORAL FAIRY TALES. 

yiII.“ItiTTLE Eel Eog-ub Eilebjblool. 

Thebe was once a woman who had the prettiest little girl in the 

E axish. For this favourite child she made a red hood, which became 
er so handsomely that all the neighbours called her Little Eel 
R oaoE Eilebhool. The name was weE deserved by the cleverness 
of the little girl, as yon will learn from the following tale. 

One day jLiitle Eel Eogtje Eldeehool’s mother had done the 
baking and also made a plum-cake, which she gave the child, bidding 
her carry it to her Great Aunt, a wealthy but miserly old lady, from 
whom the little Eogtje well knew that she had great expectations. 
So the young girl set out, with her basket on her arm, and, from 
picking out a plum here and .there, she soon advanced so far in her 
studies as to finish the cake 
altogether! \yhen she saw 
that there was no more left, 
and reflected on the disap- 





BLUNDERBORE AT BOW STREET. 

{Suggested ly a receTd Police Report,) 


pointment to the old lady (from whom her expectations were con- 
siderable), Littie Eel Eogtje Eilebhool sat down in a wood, 
and wept bitterly. At this moment who should come up but a great 
Wolf. 

“ Where are you going, my little maid ? ” asked the Wolf. 

“ GK)ing to my Great Aunt's in the cottage at Six Mile End, if you 
please, Sir,” said Little Eel Rogue Eilebhool, adding the full 
address, and dropping him a courtesy, 

“Are you going the long way, or the short way?” asked the 
Wolf. 

“ The long way,” said Little Eel Rogue Eilebhool, thinking 
that she was in no hurry. 

“I’U he off then,” said the Wolf, “and mention that you are 
coming 1 ” So he trotted away, 

Row Little Eel Eogub Eilebhool fell a-thinking. She knew 
that there are no wolves in England, and she remembered that there 
was a WEd-Beast and Waxwork Show in the village that day. 

“He^s escaped from the Show,” said the little girl, “and I^d 
better go hack and tell Mr, Yablet,”— the spirited Proprietor. 

So back she went to the village, and the Wolf trotted on, till he 
came to the Great Aunt’s house. He knocked at the door, Toe ! Toe I 

“Who ’s there ? ”said the old lady from her bed. 

“Little Eel Rogue Eilebhool,” said the Wolf, “with a cold, 
and so hoarse.” 

“ Pull the latch, and the bar will fall,” said the old lady, "and the 
Wolf ran in and worry^gurTy~‘Voorried her 1 

“ I ’H wait here for the child,” he thought, and he fell asleep. 

Presently, Toe / Toe 1 somebody came knocking at the door, 

“ Who ’s there ?” says the Wolf. 

“ Little Eel Rogue Eedeehool I ” 

“ Pull the latch and the bar will fall ! ” says the Wolf. 

Then flash ! hang I hang ! went several guns, and the Wolf dropped 
hack in bed riddled with bullets by the local Yolunteer Corps ; for 
Little Eel Rogue Eilebhood had brought a Corpora's Guard to 
look after her, and Mr. Yablet of the Show. 

Little Eel Rogue Rileehool wept bitterly over her Great Aunt, 
observing that, if she had not given the Wolf the old lady’s address, 
this might never have happened, which is not unlikely. 

But she now inherited all the old lady’s large property, and after- 
wards married the Squire’s son, paying Mr. Yabley, of course, 
handsomely for the loss of his favourite old Wolf. 

JforoZ.— Do not give information at random to inquiring strangers. 


We may take it that a Giant, 
When aggressively defiant. 

An extremely awkward client 
May become. 

Though the Police (Division D.E.) 
Yery portly men to see are. 

And in stature not (as we are) 
Medi-um. 

P.C. 46, patrolling, 

Met a Giant out a-strolling, 

And suspected, from his rolling, 
He was screwed. 

But he “ temporised,” the Optim- 
-ist! and civil speeches dropped 
him— 

Whereupon that Giant whopped 
him — 

Which was rude! 

Then he wanted satisfaction 
For his own high-handed action ! 
To the Constable’s distraction 
And surprise ; 

Is it intellect he ’s queer in ? 

No; the e^lanation’s herein— 
’Twas the Emerald Isle of Erin 
Saw his rise ! 

For of logic they are less full, 

In that country so distressful, 
And coercion’s unsuccessful 
With the Celt. 

So he showed an animation 
Fully worthy of his nation, 

When they took him to the station, 
Which he felt ! 

And with rage and fury roaring, 
His unjust arrest deploring, 
Threw himself upon the flooring, 
Where he kicked ! 
Laid about him with his gingham, 
Said insulting things to sting 
’em, — 

And it ’s lucl^ Sir James Iis^gham 
Isn’t strict I 

Not a Magistrate ’s less donnish, 
More contented to admonish, 

Or less easy to astonish, 

Or to shock ; 


Still next day he almost flinches, 
And he tests himself with pinches, 
Seeing seven foot nine inenes 
In the dock I 

But the prisoner colossal — 

Who could topsy-turvy toss all !— 
Is as meek as an apostle, 

Or a mouse. 

With a penitent regard on. 

He begs everybody’s pardon, [on 
And he hopes they won’t be hard 
His carouse. 

What he ’s done he only guesses ; 
But he candidly confesses 
He had taken to excesses, 

Trouble-tossed ! 

For the van he showed himself in. 
With his portraits 7 , 

By a freak of Fortune elfin 
He had lost ! 

After months of foreign travel, 

By a Belgian’s carping cavil, 

Like a sslmon on tne gravel 
Is he left I 

Of each highly-coloured panel 
Of his native caravan— all 
That he took across the Channel, 
He ’s bereft. 

* ^ If you ’ll shun the cup of Circe,” 
Says Sir James, “I’ll fine, in 
mercy. [purse ?— see— 

You’ve ten shillings in your 
Have you not?” 

Cries "the Giant, “Shure ye’re 
sportin’ at 

An overgrown unfortinate— 

For nothin’ of the sort in it 
I’ve got 1” 

So his woful plight was pitied, 
And the penalty remitted, 

And in tears the dock he quitted, 
Blunderhore. 

Let us hope they’ve tamed the 
Titan, [on. 

And he ’ll not presume Ms height 
Nor with minnows play the Triton 
Any more I 


Mrs, Eam is thinking of writing her Jubilee Recollections of the 
Last Half-Century. Among her theatrical reminiscences she remem- 
bers having seen The Comedy of Errors at the Strand Theatre, but 
can’t call to mind who played the two Dominoes in it. 


COMPOBT EOB A EOTAL ACALEMICUAH. — 
“ The Man who is born to he himg will never 
be drowned.” 



“ Bobxb to be Hung,” 


Mostly Smoke 1[ j 

Dubimg Friday 
Night’s debate Mr. 
De Lisle was told 
that “he wasnot worth 
shooting ! ” Surely 
this is easing mat- 
ters a little too far 
when the question of 
assassination is ac- 
tually canvassed in 
the House of Com- 
monst 

Shotild revolversbe- 
come the fashion, it 
will be necessary to 
placard the Chamber 
with “Eubbirii must 
not be shot here,” or 
else ihe noise of fire- 
arms will become ab- 
! solutely deafening ! 
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THE TULTUEES; 

Ofi, 'VTHA.T OF THE FIOHT ? 
(A Sitffgestion from JSioin-burne.) 

England, what of tTie fight ? — 

The fight that maT come again, 
When the ridge of the battle plain 


By the last Inrid snn-ray is lit, 

And thoTL in thine armed might 
Hast fought the good, fight, and thy men i 
Lie low where the night-birds flit, — ! 

What then, oh land, what then ? 

Pr^het, what of the fight ? 

What is the vision yon see ? 

England the stubbornly free, 

Erect, ^midst the whirl of her waves. 
Harbours she traitors and slaves, 

Harpies, of gold- worship bred, 

Who grope for their gain amongst'graves 
That bide the hosts of her dead ? 

Dead men, what of the fight ? 

Weapons that fail in the hand. 

No true Excalibnr brand ! 

Ah, thought that the fancy shuns ! 

Better the raven and kite, 

The maw of wolf or of hound, 

Than the sight of our daughtered sons 
With the V oltures of Trade around. 
Houmers, what of the fight?— 

Cry for the gibbet and cord 
For the traitor, shaping a sword 
To break in the grip of the brave.— 
Hucksters, ghouls of the night! 

Grabbers of cent, per cent. !— 


Was it for snob ye gave 
Your sons to be slain and spent F 

Statesmen, what of the fight ?— 

Think ye it is not time 
To crush out the crawling crime ? 

The flaring of faction’s lamp I 

Does it blmd you quite to the light j 
Of duty ?’ Are ye indeed 
Sophists who glose and vamp. 

Your honour a broken reed ? 

Officials, wbat of the fight ?— 

Whether or when it may be 
Who is it knows ? Not ye ! 

Gorging at Party’s feast, 

Ye are the nation’s blight. 

Have ye no thought save pay ? 

Greed is the mark of the beast. > 

When shall 'we sear it away ? 

Yoltnres, what of the fight?— 

Ah 1 hat ye crowd for gain. 

Little care ye for the slain. 

Only your maws to cram. 

There they he in the night, 

Sold for your sakes to death. 

System ? A scoundrel sham 
That leaves ye with wings and breath ! 

England, what of that fight ? — 

House vou, and raise a hand. 

These Yultures swarm in the land, 
Incompetence, traitrous greed. 

Scourge them to headlong flight, 

Yermin of office and mart, 

Ere the harpies batten indeed. 

Their be^ in the nation’s heart. 


THE DEMMON OHATOH. 

Mr. Chapun is the gemmun 

Who pronounces “Demon” “Demmon.” 

No authority is “ Lemon” 

For pronouncing “ Demon” “ Demmon.” 
He an Orator of course is, 

He our “ Chaplin of the Forces.” 

Grand to see him wrestlin’, grapplin’ 
With the Demmon I Worthy Chaplin ! 


Ob-Knox-iotjs.— The Fast Days— these j 
Nodes AmlrosiancB, or Knox’s Festivals— | 
are to disappear from Scotland. The Fast 
Days are to be holidays, and the Elders 
say that in future they’ll be uncommonly 
fast days. 

New Royal Jubilee Title. 

Ip it be true, and so the story goes, 

That, fearing for the Hoyal Duke’s repose, 
They would not fire a salute gallant, 

But simply, when at Cannes, replied, “We 
can’t,” 

Then should the Prince, not quite a sailor 
thorough, 

Be known as Duke of Sleept-’Ed-inboro’. 


A Good Joke that Everyone will 
See bimediateit.— Mr. Harry Fitrniss’s 
“ Artistic Joke,” The Gallery, New Bond 
Street. 
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T he benevolent bayonet is a 

perfectly i noffen sive weapon. 

T he benevolent bayonet will, 

however adroitly haudlcd, injure no- 
body. 

T he benevolent bayonet is 

made of the finest pewter. 

T he benevolent bayonet can 

be melted down into a pint pot. 

T he BENEVOLENT BAYONET bends 
up double on the slightest touch. 

T he BENEVOLENT BAYONET may, 
by a slight pressure of the finger, oe 
made to assume a graceful cnrL 


T he BENEVOLENT BA.YONET can 
be instantly fiattened out straight on 
the knee, and returned again to its scabbard. 

T he BENEVOLENT BAYONET makes 
a serviceable hat-peg. 

T he BENEVOLENT BAYONET will 
not infiiot a wound on anything or 
anybody. 

T ‘ HE BENEVOLENT BAYONET may 
be freely distributed in the Nursery. 

T he BENEVOLENT BAYONET can 
b e converted into a n adm irable hoop. 
ftmE BENEVOLENT BAYONET may 
X be introduced with perfect safety into 
the cradle. 


T he benevolent bayonet greatly 

assists the baby at teething. 

T he benevolent bayonet can 

be utilised at pie-nics as a corkscrew. 

T " "HE BENEVOLENT BAYONET is re- 
cognised as an efficient drawing-room 
toasting-fork. 

T he BENEVOLENT BAYONET would 
be quite at home as an elegant meat- 
fikevrer. 

T he BENEVOLENT BAYONET 
crumples up like cardboard in action. 
r I mE BENEVOLENT BAYONET merely 
JL pleasantly tickles the enemy. 

T he "BENEVOLENT BAYONET is a 
highly humorous weapon. 


T he BENEVOLENT BAYONET stag- 
gers its possessor by its unique per- 
formances. 

T he BENEVOLENT BAYONET when 
used against an opponent, sends him 
into fits of laughter, 

T he benevolent bayonet may 

be regarded as the foemau’s friend. 

T he benevolent bayonet is 

supplied generally to Her Majesty’s 
Forces. 

T he benevolent bayonet. 

“Oetstehai, Oppicee” writes;— It 
is a most peculiar weapon. Finding myself 
in the face of a determined enemy, in com- 
mand of a division armed with nothing 
better, I should certainly at once turn tail 
and retire from the field, giving a general 
order of * Sauve qui pent ! ’ ’’ 

T he benevolent bayonet. 

“ Expert ” writes “ We made fur- 
ther trial of the new weapons yesterday, 
taking a sheet of blotting-paper at the f cdl 
charge. The result was marv^ous. Every- 
one of them doubled up instantly.” 

T he BENEVOLENT BAYONET. For 
aH farther particulars as to the supply 
of this highly useful and popular weapon, 
apply to the Director, Bogus Department, 
War Office, PaU Mall. S.W. 


OUR ADVERTISERS- 

War Office, Departmental a^j> Other. 

T he blazino breech-loader is 

the coming Qnn. 

T he blazino breech-loader is 

the latest triumph of the Ordnance 
Department. 

T he blazing- breech-loader is 

designed by thoroughly unpractical 
Officials. 

T he BLAZINO breech-loader is 
constructed on unscientific principles. 
m'HE VLAZINO BREECH-LOADER m 
JL made of d efective Metal. 

T he blazTng' breechTloI^^ 

can never be loaded. 

T he blazing breech-loader 

must never be fired. 

T he blazing breech-loader, h 

loaded, at once Jcracks from end to 
end^ 

T '" HE BLAZING BREECH-LOADER, 
j if fired, instantly blows up at the 
breech. 

T he blazing breech-loader" is 

not a reliable Weapon. 

T he blazing breech-loader. 

‘ ‘ Vice- ADMtEAL ” writes “ I started 
last August for a cruise in the South Pa- 
cific, in H.M.S. Phlegethon^ armed with 
four of the above-named guns. The first 
exploded in the Channel at target-practice, 
killing forty-eight of my crew clean off, 
and the next two foRowed suit blowing 
away the whole of my upper deck down to 
the davits, as I was saluting a Mongolian 
ironclad. I thought it better to remove 
the breech from the fourth, and, picking 
my way home for repairs, I am now utilising 
the stem as a telescope. That's the only 
way to get any good out of it. Take my 
word for it, the Blazing Breech-Loader is a 
nasty weapon,” 

T he COMIC CARTRIDGE is, a sur- 
prising novelty. 

T he COMIC CARTRIDGE is a per- 
manent source of exhilaration to the 
Contractor . 

T he COMIC CARTRIDGE is an art- 
fully designed explosive. 

T he COMIC CARTRIDGE is sometimes 
tilled with sawdust. 

mHE COMIC CARTRIDGE frequently 
X contains nothing. 

T he comic cartridge bums w51 

with coke in a Kitchener. _ 

T he ■ comic cartridge blows up 

suddenly, when not expected, 

T he comic cartridge refuses to 

go'off when wanted. 

T he comic CA^RTRIDGE jams in the 
breech in action. 

T he comic cartridge is “real 

Jam” to the enemy. 

T he comic cartridge.— TH shighly 

humorous and laughter -provoking 
contrivance is supplied hy the Authorities 
in any quantity to Her Majesty’s troops 
about to enter upon active service, and will 
be found by the merrinaent its unsuspected 
vagaries create-in a crisis on tbe battle-field 
an invaluable addition to tbe surprise and 
amusement inseparable from the officM 
catastrophes that may he expec^ to arise 
in the course of a foreign campaign, 

T he comic cartridge.— Fot aR 

particulars apply to the PraoticalJoke 
Department. War Office, S. W. 


T O GLN MANHFACTURERS.-Tweuty 
Tons of Fluid Steel to be disposed of. 
As it has been unscientifically prepared, 
hastily cooled, is full of fiaws, and has 
therefore been officially “passed” by the 
irresponsible Inspecting Committee of tbe 
Ordnance Department, it may be confidently 
recommended for utilisation in the con- 
struction of a weapon calculated to crack, 
burst, or blow up immediately it is fired. 
Youthful nationalities, at a ^ distance, 
struggling for independence, might com- 
mu nieate. 

P ATENT FOR SALE.— The Constructing 
Departments of Her Majesty’s Military 
Amalgamation Office, having just com- 
pleted the invention of a new Time-Fuse 
Shell, which invariably hursts either iu the 
breech or muzzle of the gun, or even before 
loading if desired, are anxious to meet with 
an enterprising firm who are willing to tahe 
the new projectile in hand, with a view to 
making it in some measure available for 
the existing requirements of the Service. 
Plans, with full statistics as to previous 
damage, explosive power, &c.. will be fur- 
nished on application at the Office. 

T O CONTRACTORS AND OTHERS.— 
Notice.— This is to certify that the 
Director-in-Chief of Her Majesty’s Mili- 
tary Hoodwinking Department is prepared 
to receive Tenders for the supply of the 
under-mentioned goods ; to wit : — 

50,000 yards of second-hand three-quarter 
inch gas-piping (cut into proper lengths), 
and available for conversion into rifie- 
Tbarrels of the Woolwich model. 

20 cwt. of old hoop-iron, suitable for the 
manniactnre of sword-bayonets of the 
approved Government pattern. 

And 500 reams of inferior damaged brown 
paper, required for the strengthening, and 
giving consistency to the soles of 20,000 
pairs of regulation hoots. 

The Director wishes to point out tojcompet- 
ing Contractors that, as the Department 
assumes no responsibility whatever for the 
character of the goods supplied, they will not 
be so narrowly scrutinised as the amount 
of articles that can be manufactured 
which last he Trill tf^e principally into Ms 
considera tion in maldng his award. 

O ' 'FFICIAL appointment VACANT. 

Wanted immediately to fill a Mghly 
important position in one of Her Majesty’s 
Inspecting Departments, a well-trained ex- 
pert accustomed to discharge the duties 
devolving on him in such a fasMon, that 
when called upon to furnish any personal 
explanation of matters coming within his 
reasonable cognisance, he is able to shirk 
all individusl responsibility by referring 
the inquirers for further information to the 
system of which he alleges he is merely an 
unrecognised representative. He must 
know how to play a good hand at “Poker,” 
thoroughly understand “Blind Hookey,” 
and have someacquaintancewiththe “three- 
card trick,” and must be able to gather by 
instinct when he is es^eoted either to shut 
his eyes to the condition of anv damaged 
goods he is called upon to “ pass ’’ as sound, 
or wink at the Contractor who has been 
commissioned by him to supply them. Can- 
didates will be expected to furnish refer- 
ences from some noted member of a well- 
known and recognised swindling Long Firm, 
together with all further necessary particu- 
lars to the Director GeneraL Inner Ring 
D^artment, Her Majesty’s Unoontrol 
Omce, on or before the 25th mst. 
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L TOOL OT TEADE. 

(Imitated frwnMrs. Browning’s "A JIvskal Irntniment.") 
A% Allegory on the Banks of the — Pa^ctolus. 

What is lie doing, the Middleman, 

Do'wn by Trade’s Golden River ? ‘ ' 

Spreading ruin and scattering ban, 

G&ubbing up grain with the greed of a goat, 

And swamping the tiny shallops afloat 
On the golden £ood of the River. 

He tore up a reed, did the Middleman, 

A dourishing reed, from that River. 

The troubled water turbidly ran, 

And the broken reed all helpless lay 
In the cunning hand which tore it away 
From its root in the Golden River. 

Hi^ on the shore sate the Middleman, 
while turbidly flowed the River, 

And hacked and hewed, as your huckster can. 
With his cruel steel, at the severed reed, 

Till there was small sign of life indeed 
To prove it fresh from the River. 

He cut it short, did the Middleman, 

(How big he swelled by the River !) 

Then drew out the pith, on a patent plan 
Devised by his like of the cruel Trade Ring, 

And sucked through the poor dry empty thuig 
Deep draughts from the Golden River. 

I “ This is the way,” laughed the Middleman 


THE DRAMA. 

Critic {at the Club, after the Theatre). *‘Oan you imagine anything 
MORE UrXERLY SOLEMN THAN THE DfeNO^MENT IN JSOJfEO AND JULISTf TwO 
Lovers, both Dying in the same Yault ! What pate more weirdly tragic 

COULD 

Cynical Old Bachelw {who has e^ideiUly never read the Play). “Um — ^’s NO 
KNOWING. The Author might ’a’ married 'em ! ” 


To suck Trade’s blood, they could fuUy succeed.” 
Then popping his 1ms to the conduit- reed, 

He drew, drew, drew from the River, 

Heat cheat, 0 Middleman ! 

Vampire-ghoul of the River ! 

Blind most neat, 0 Middleman! 

You idly sit as the stream flows by, 

And suck at ease whilst your victims die 
For want of a draught from the River. 

Yet a bloated brute is the Middlemau 
To laugh as he sits by the River, 

Playing the leech on his patent plan. 

Trade’s heart depleting, sucking its brain, 

And bruising and breaking to ]^ump his gain 
The myriad reeds of the River I 

Full op Local Colour.— Primrose Day. 


HOLIDAY OHAHGES. 

{As they affpear to the dyspeptic and disordered iTriagmations of Aggrieved 
Corre^enderUs of the Daily Papers, who have sons at the Public 
Schools.) 

jScENR — The School Souse, Bodahester, Headmaster discovered 
surrounded by Assistant-Masters, all in Jubilee high spirits. 

Seadmast&r {bursting with suppressed laughter). I’ve had such a 
screaming letter &om a Parent ! It’U half kill you. He wants to 
know — fancy the impudence of a Parent wanting to know anyt^g ! 
—whether mere ’s “ any truth in the report that m commemoration of 
Her Majesty’s Jubilee, we intend to leng^en the holidays {general 
merriment) which, in his opinion, are already monstrously excessive 
{s^uts ) ; and whether in that case the equitable course will be 
a^ted of proportionately lowering the school-fees for the following 
Term.” 

{Screams o/ laughter. Several Assistant-Masters carried out in 
hysterics. Five minuted interval allowed to recover from the 
'SP '* ^ exhilarating effects ofthe communication just read. 
Headnuister {contmuing). Yes, I thonght it wonld amuse you. 


if th^gr ditot, they ought to {cheers and laughter) and that if they 
are dissatisfied they have only^ to withdraw their sous, whioh will 
enable ns to fill tlmm places with some of the numerous applicants 
who have been waiting for years for the privilege of admission to 
this educational establishment. {More merriment.) That’ll fetch 
’em I ^ {Boars of laughter.) And now to proceed to ousiness. YSThich 
shall it be F An extra we& at Easter, MidBainmer, and Christmas, 
or three weeks in the summer ? 


Several Assistant- Masters. Oh, in the' summer, any day ! We 
might run over to California, or India, or do the Caucasus, 
even 

Seadmaster {jocosely). Or go round the World— Jules YEBNE^did 
it in eighty days, and why shouldn’t some of you ? 

Another Assistant- Master {boldly). Wouldn’t it look more hyal 
if we were to give an extra month, instead of three weeks F 

Several more {with animatior). Yes ; or a month in the summer, 
and another month each at Easter and Christmas. 

All the Best. Or, better still, six months’ holiday in the summer, ’ 
and three at Easter and Christmas. 

Headmaster {a little staggered). Why, that would make the whole 
year in holidays ! ( Cries of ** So much the better ! ”) I don’t quite 
know, Gentlemen— whether — ahem! — such a course would not he 
ultra vir^ as Horace says, or, in English, trying it on a little too 
much. We must {genially) temper the holiday to the shorn Parent. 
Well, then, suppose we say a month F {Murmurs.) Ho, I know 
you won’t like it, but I dou’t see how we can give more without 

sacrificing some of the fees for {Loud and indignant shouts of 

“ No ! no ! ”) Mind, I don’t personally advocate a return of fees. 
That’s not my Plan of Campaign at all. But I don’t see quite how 
we can make the Jubilee coyer more than an extra month. Very 
well, then, that’s settled, and I’ll notify aU Parents aceordmgly. 
WTiat a shindy there will be to be sure! {Laughter.) Look out for 
your morning papers, all of you, and look out I think I may add, for 
squalls,- They’ll be simply crammed with letters from Roman 
fathers {more laughter) saying how glad they’ll be to see their brats 
— mean their interesting progeny {streams of laughter)s^t home 
for as long as we like to send them. ^ Of course they will ! A most 
excellent instinot is parental affection ! 

{Exit hurriedly, cramming his handkerchief into his mouth. 

Curtain. 
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GOSCHEN TO THE RESCUE. 

Sure a song of FrencH pence, 
Tempers all awry ; 

Hone will take the foreign “ browns 
All are asking ‘‘Why ? ” 

Small shopkeeper, tramway-man, 
Pray keep np yonr pecker. 

Ton ’ll have Goschejts sympathy, 
Help from the Exchequer, 

To relieve you from your mess, 
Goscher says he ’s willing ; 

They shall go, like penny buns, 
Thirteen for a shilling. 

That shall wipe the ’busman’s eye, 
Pacify the nation, 

And, what ’s better, purify 
John Btjix’s “ circulation.” 


PRIVILEGE OF PARLIAMENT. 

{Notes from the Sj^ak&r's CommcnUiry ) 

Ton may say that a Man is not wedded 
to the truth ; 

Or sometimes suffers from a spirit of 
exaggeration ; 

Or occasionally finds it difficult to confine 
himself strictly to actualities ; 

Or is unfettered by the lour comers of 
hard matter-of-fact ; 

Or is a Past Master in the pleasing art of 
realistically romancing ; 

Or is partial in describing Nature, to 
borrowing from the pages of Romance ; 

Or is much given to an artificial recollec- 
tion of misleading: statistics ; 

Or cannot distmguish the false from the 
true, with a bias towards the former ; 

Or has a distinct liking for the utt^ance 
of statements of a misleading character ; 

But you must not ! No, you must not ! 1 
T on really must not ! ! ! Call him A Lur ! ! 1 ! 
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THE DACHSHORSE. 


EDUCATION MADE EASY. No. 5. 

In the City, before Alderman Slashes. 

Alderman {to Clerk). I suppose you have the usual number of 
Education summonses to-day r 

Clerk. Yes, Sir. (7b Officer.) Call Thomas Sikes. 

I A Man in his toorking-clotkes appears in the Bock. 

School-Board Officer. Tour Worship, this is an exoeedinely bad 
case. Thomas Sikes has been summoned before, for not sending his 
boy to school, and your Worship’s Colleague, Mr. Alderman Bun- 
combe, dismissed the case, with a caution, that if he continned to 
disobey the law, he wotdd certainly he committed. That caution has 
been thrown away upon this man, who openly and obstinately defies 
law, 

Sykes. Nothing of the sort. 

Alderman. Then why does not your hoy go to school ? Here is a 
certificate of his attendances, and I find that he stops away much 
more than half his time. 

Sykes. No fault of mine, your Worship, I wnd the hoy to school 
reglar. If he don’t attend, it ’s no fault of mine. I does my best. 

Alderman. But you must see that he goes to school. 

Sykes, How can I, your Worship, when I have my own work to 
do? 

Alderman. Then your wife should see to it, 

Sykes. I hain’t got no wife. Missus died two years sin’ last Chriat- 
mas. Since then I have lost Cisset too. I 

[The man seems more affected hy the last hsSy than hy the first, 

Alderman. Who is CissEl ? 

School-Board Officer. His youngest girl, Sir. We never could 
get her to attend school. 

Alderman. How old was she ? 

School-Board Officer. She was six, Sir. The Act applies, as your 
Worship knows, to all children above five. 

Sykes {indigently). It does nothing of the sort. If it applies to 
everybody, why don’t you summon Mealface, the huttoman, as 


Alderman.' Well, Mealpace is not before me. When he comes I i 
shall know how to deal with him. Have you anything more to say 
about your own hoy ? 

Sykes. Nothing more. Only that the boy is a good boy, no 
bad scoUer either, as School-Board man knows if he cares to tell you. 

School-Board Officer. Only passed Third Standard, Sir.]^ . . 

Alderman. Anything more to say. 

Sykes. Only, Sir, that I have walked over five miles'" to your j 
Worsldp’s Court, and wfil have to walk five miles hack, an<C isn’t 
that punishment enough without fining or locking me up ? That is, 
for no fault of mine 

i Alderman. I can’t listen to this. You can’t be allowed to set 
yourself above tbe law. 

School-Board Officer. I must ask your Worship to conyict this 
man. He is very obstinate and thinks he can defy the law, 

Alderman. That he must not do. He must pay five shillings 
fine. 

Sykes. I hain’t got the money, and wouldn’t pay it if I had. 

ClerL Have you any goods ? 

Sykes. Yes ; more than enough to pay your five bob. But stop— 
you shan’t have them. I shan’t part with Cissei’s cradle for all the 
School Boards and Beaks 

Alderman. Take care what you say. 

Sykes. I beg your Worship’s pardon, but I’d rather go to quod 
than pay five bob, or sell CissEi’s cradle. , 

Alderman. Committed for five days. {^Exeunt omnes. \ 

From Cannes, — ^The salute couldn’t be fired because the Royal 
Ducal Musician had just composed himself— to sleep. H.R.H. the 
Duke of E. is now learning a solo from Sonnambula^ and Sullivan’s 
Lullaby from Cox and Box. He is also getting up his part in a 
“ Canon quartette.” 

Woe (not Weal) Barrow!— At Barrow, the other evening, 
Mr. Caine made a vain attempt to obtain a hearing at a meeting of 


Eves in the next street to me, and ’as two boys, reglar devils, runnin’ 
about the streets all day long? But then, don’t your Worship see, 
Mealface pays a bigger rent nor me, and Mealface is a ye8tr:pnan, 
and 


that CADiTE was positivdy not t 


Skib-Larks.— Joe and;JESSB, 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCHES STUDIO. 

No. XXVI.— A. BBiErxiss, Jot., 

Taken from One of Sis Oicn Sketches, 

One of the incidents of my income is the possession of certain 
rents and pr^jOits of some leasehold property known as Royal 

w indsor Castle Palace Terrace, 

a North End, Fulham. My rents 

and profits (which were left to 
me by an eccentric spinster 
relatiye said in her lifetime 
to be extremely fond of prac- 
tical j okes) are not particnlarly 
lucrative. My tenants are ex- 
tremely worthy people; but 
experience has taught me that, 
when I attempt to collect the 
rents, I ^nerally lose all the 
profits. Feeling that a land- 
lord should take a personal 
interest in those who live upon 
his estate, for some time I 
attempted to do without an 
Agent, and ^peered in person 
on duarter Day. On the first 
occasion I was received some- 
what coldly, but soon propiti- 
ated my sub-lessees by yielding 
a ready consent to whatever 
they reguired in the shape of 
alterations. Thus, by a judi- 
cious promise of a bath-room 
here, a conservatory there, 
and a copper yonder, I easily 
gained their good-will. How- 
ever, when I came to balance my accounts at the end of the 
year, I found that, although I had no doubt greatly improved 
the value of my property, still the balance was decidedly, very 
decidedly, on the wrong side. It was then, by the advice of a 
friend, tnat I placed myself unreservedly in the hands of some 
eminent Estate Agents, who, ever since, have saved me an infinity of 
trouble ; although, from the reproachful glances of those who live in 
Royal Windsor Castle Palace Terrace, North End, Fulham, which 
are levelled at me whenever I go near that delightful locality, I fear 
I have secured the reputation of being a landlord with a will of 
iron, and a heart of stone. 

Some little while ago, a dispute about the payment of rent ne- 
cessitated cert^ unpleasant proceedings, not totally unconnected 
with the propriety of placing a man in possession ; and, as nsual, 
my Agents acted with their customary promptness, and gave me most 
excellent advice. I did not trouble myself verv much about the 
matter, having other anxieties pressing themselves more promi- 
nently upon my attention; still, I had labelled the affair under 
the very general heading of “ Worries ” in the storehouse of my 
memory, aud left it there unsettled. 

A few days since it occurred to me to pay a visit to my chambers, 
to clear up any arrears of work that might have accumulated during 
an unusoally lengthy absence from Pump Handle Court. My excel- 
lent and admirable Clerk, Pobtington, received me with some 
hesitation, invited me to follow him into my room, and then oare- 
fnllyclosed the door. 

“Hope you enjoyed your Ghiistmas holidays,” I said, pleasantly. 
Is there anythmg for me ? ” He placed before me my usual hatch 
of circulars (which were soon read and relegated to their temporary 
resting-place, the waste-paper basket), and then again hesitated. 

“Has anyone asked to see me?” I continued, in my usual per- 
functory manner. To my surprise I received an unlooked-for answer. 
^ “ Yes, Sir,” replied PouTiNGTOsr, with more sorrow than exulta- 
tion, “ someone has been here several times during the last few days. 
In fact he was most pressing, and wouldn’t believe me when I said 
that I thought you had gone on an arbitration case to Canada.” 

“Dear me!” I observed. “You should have reminded me, 
PoKTiKGXoisr, that I had such an engagement— it had entirely escaped 
my memory.” 

“Well, Sir, to tell the truth,” replied my excellent and admirable 
Clerk, “it was a subterfuge. I did not quite like the look of the 
man, and thoi^ht it best to get rid of him ; hut of course, Sir, if you 
wish to see him, I will show him in when he calls again. He told 
me that he would look in the first thing this morning, and he has 
been here twice already, and the last time said he was coming back 
in a quarter of an hour.” 

“ By all means admit him,” I replied. “ I never deny myself to a 
possible client. In these hard times. Pobtington, it does not do to 


I neglect business. No doubt he will give me some work in one of the 
i Courts,” 


“ I think that most likely, Sir,” said my Clerk, rather dryly, and 
withdrew. 

I must confess that when I was alone I felt rather apprehensive 
that my interview with my unknown visitor would not he altogether 
of a pleasant character. I ransacked my memory to find if by any 
act of forgetfulness I conld possibly have rendered myself liable to 
disagreeable consequences connected with that most useful institution 
I the County Court, hut could not recollect any incident of grave 
importance. So far as I remembered, in spite of the extreme depres- 
sion in trade now prevailing, I had done nothing warranting measures 
vindictively hostile. Then it occurred to me that I had promised to 
sit for my portrait ; perh^s it was the artist who had wished to 
catch my expression when I was actually engaged in forensic work. 
However I had not long to wait in suspense, as a few minutes later 
PoBTiNGTON, with a “Here he is, Sir,” ushered in my importunate 
visitor. 

The moment he had entered I recognised the reason for the hesi- 
tation and distrust sho^m by my Clerk. The man before me was 
unmistakable. He carried a hooked stick, wore a coat buttoned up 
to the neck, and held in his hand a perfectly napless hat. 

“ 'Well,” I said, with the air of Sang Chables the Fibst surren- 
dering to anon-commissioned officer in Cboitwell’s army, “Well, 
and what do you want ? ” 

“I am very sorry, Sir,” he answered uneasily, “but I am only 
doing my duty. I hope I don’t intrude.” 

“ Certainly not, my good fellow,” I returned. “I do not blame 
yon.” 

“ No, Sir, I humbly say you should not, as I have been trying to 
get at you these three days.” 

I was a little surprised at this, as the man spoke as if he expected 
me to he personally obliged to him for the embarrassing attention he 
had paid to me, | 

“ Give it me,” I said, putting out my hand. ; 

“ Certainly, Sir,” he answered, producing a document, and pushing 
it towards me. 

“ I was not aware that there was anything due,” I continued, 
without looking at the paper. “ However, that is a matter of detail, 
and of no interest to you.” 

“"WTiy, Sir, in course there was! The total was seven eight 
twelve, aud I would have got it that I would, but I couldn’t find 
a stick of furniture ! ” 

At last my spirit was roused— the British Lion began, like a worm, 
to turn upon his taunter, 

“Yon have dared to go to my private address, annoying my 
wife ! ” I exclaimed in tones of thunder. 

“ Oh, please, Sir— no, Sir 1 I only went to North End, Fulham ! ” 

I looked at the paper in my hand, and instead of— well, what I 
had expected to see there— found a letter. It was from my Agents 
I for collecting the rents of Windsor Castle Palace Terrace, telling 
I me that they had put their broker’s man at my disposal, as I, as a 
Barrister, might tell him what I wanted done. 

“ How dare you. Sir ! ” was all I could say. 

“ But, please Sir — 1 didn’t mean to do it — please Sir, I tried so 
hard to find yon ! If 1 have been here once, I have been here at least 
a dozen times during the last two days! It wasn’t my fault I 
couldn’t find yon.” 

I pondered. It was a serious matter. Here was my credit at 
stake. I am not very rich, but I am always respectable. WTiat 
should I do ? At length an idea occurred to me. 

“Have you told them what you came for, Sirrah?” I asked, 
severely. 

“ No, Sir,— I never do,” tremblingly replied the broker’s man. 

“ Take this,” I said sternly, and I gave him an old packet of 
papers that happened to he lying on my table, “ and for yonr life do 
not utter a word. Give them me hack when 1 get you to the door.” 

“ Yes, Sir,” returned my visitor, in a frightened whisper. 

“Now, yon villain!” I said in a low tone as I opened the door, 
then raising my voice as I got into the passage, continued cheerily, 

“ You may he sure, my dear Sir, that I will give the matter^ very 
careful consideration. Perhaps it would he better for me to discuss 
the various points you have raised with the Attorney-General. Good 
day, my dear Sir, good day,” And I thrust hiTn out. 

‘ Will you give me your brief. Sir, that I may enter it in the fee- 
hook ?” said PoBTiNGTON, relieving me of the bundle of papers I had 
just received from the broker’s man. 

I looked at my admirable and excellent Clerk very gravely, nodded 
and left my chambers. Then I joined the poor fellow in the napless 
hat outside, aud gave him half-a- crown, hut on the condition that he 
promised never to speak to me again. He has kept his word. 

A. Beieeiess, Jotioe. 

Upsetting theie Union, — As to the wisdom of appointing 
Colonel Kjng-BEaioian to the Irish Under-Secretaryship there are 
two or three opinions among Conservatives. It certainly does not 
tend in any way towards ma-king Harmany. 


VOncE — Sejeetod tonm^catioiu or ContribntionB, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any deseripaon, will 
m no CMC he returned, _ not even when aoeompaniod bjr a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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OH, WHAT A SURPRISE ! 

Th£ Fojoular Budget Ballad^ sung u'iih general 
rounds of ajiplause at the St. Stephen's 
Music Ball, by the neio Bxchegucr Startler, 
G. J. G-sch-n, 

Am—** Tu'O Lovely Black ByesJ’^ 

DoyN' at the House, in the days that have been, 
This grave Sage you might often have seen, 
Haecoujrt and I, and the Chief between, 

But oh, what a surprise ! 










V ‘VS'''* 


I joined the Conservatives frank and free ; 
Gladstone got angry right speedilce, 

All in a jiff to see G. J. G-. 

Eat to the To-ries. 

Chorus,--! join the To-ries? 

Oh, what a surprise ! 

Eads were aU telling me G, J, was wrong 
To join the To-ries. 


'When to resign Eandolph thought it was best, 
The Chancellorship upon me was press’d. 

A humdrum Budget I feared, I confessed, 
When oh, what a surprise I 
A surplus I found ; it was small, ’tis true, 
Less than a million, but what did I do ? 

By a neat little dodge made it more than two ! 
That opened their eyes ! 

Chorus , — Eevenue on the rise! 

Oh, what a surprise ! 

Haecoxtrt was dumfoundered, Churchill 
was dished ; 

Loud cheered the To-ries I 

Didn’t the Chaplinites hallo and shout? 
Harcourt .and others, of course, expressed 
doubt, 

But the Tories may leave me to fight it out ; 

In that they’ll be wise. 

Cut down the Annual Charge on the Debt ; 
Penny off Income Tax— good bait, you bet, 
Lib’rals or Tories, they’re all glad to get 
That little surprise. 

Chorus , — Long it has been on the rise. 

Ah ! what a surprise ! 

Who will be telling G. J. he is wrong ? 

This is penny-wise ! 

Working Man’s ’baccy tax— give that a wipe, 
Please the poor feeders on porter and tripe 
Friend of the Masses” put that in your 
pipe,— 

Ain’t that a surprise ? 

Fancy my Budget ’s a fine work of Art. 
Eandolph may sneer ; shows he ’s feeling the 
smart. 

’Tisn’t so had, eh, my friends ?— for a start, 
With my new allies. 

Chorus,— Qive ’em a fall, not a rise ! 

Oh ! what a surprise I 

As for Eetrenohment— well that in the sweetest 
Of “ sweet By-and-Byes! ” 


THE GEAMMAE OF DISSENT. 

J UDGiN<x from the proceedings of the Grand 
Old Grammarian and his followers on one 
side, and Messrs. Chamberlain, Collins, 
Caine & Co., on the other, the leading pecu- 
liarities of the “ Grammar of Dissent ” would 
seem to be as follows : — 

1. The Articles are all indefiLnite— very. 

2. The Adjectives are strong, and mostly in 
the s-^erlative decree. 

3. The Substantives are singularly unsub- 
stantiaL 

4. The Verbs are all exceedingly irregular, 
and confoundedly hard to conjugate, tbe im- 
perative mood predominating in most of them 
in a quite disproportionate way. 

5. The Adverbs share the characteristics of 
the Adjectives. 

6. Tne Pronouns are mostly relative, but 
very seldom agree with their antecedents. 

7. The Prepositions, as governing the “ ob- 
jective” or “ accusative,” are quite the most 
popular parts of speech— on platforms, and 
other places where they perorate. 

8. The Conjugations are exclusively dis- 
junctive, even at Eound Tables. 

9. The Interjections are invariably derisive 
and denunciatory, each being as provocative 
as Miss Miggs^ “ Oh, Miml ” and as contemp- 
tuons as Mr, BurchelVs “ Fndge ! ” 

It will he seen at once that the study of 
these parts of (partisan)^ speech must be con- 
ducive to mutual coneiKation, and general 
harmony. 

Reply^to an Abel Exposition. 

* Sir Frederick told them all “ what ’s what ” 

In the Institute Imperial, 

But the Public do want to know who’s who, 

Which is far more material. 


The Court Journal of April 16 is quite The Wild West {atBarPs Court, S,W.), 
wrong about Tobx, M.P.,, and almost right At present we don’t know^ much about 
about Afr. Vice Versd, Such mistakes must “Buffalo Bill,” but one thing is certain, 
occur in any paper wMoh is “ regularly that the Buffalo Bill-poster is doing his work 


taken in.” 


uncommonly well. 


“NEWS!” 

From the most ReliabU Sources,") 

Court.— That the Duke of Edinburgh intends supplying saluting- 
guns for his ship at his own expense. 

That Prince and Princess Henrt of Battenherg are shortly to take 
a tour round the world, unaccompanied. 

That for the convenience of the Jubilee celebration, Her Majesty 
will occupy Buckingham Palace for a month after May. 

That Sir John Somers Vine is to he the new Master of the Cere- 
monies in further recognition of his services in South Kensington.^ 

That the Prince of wales discouiitenances the further collection 
of subscriptions for the Imperial Institute, 

PoLmcAL.— That Lord Sausbuet has invited the following 
Gentlemen to visit him at the Chateau Neville, near Dieppe, to meet 
each other when the Session is over 3/r. Punch, Mr. Conybeare, 
Mr. Laboucheee, Sir William Harcouet, Mr, Chaplin, the Editor 
of the Times, and Mr. Gladstone. 

That the Lord Chancellor, in the event of the Premiership be- 
coming vacant, would be called to assume the leadership of the Party 
by acclamation. 

That a Bill for tbe encouragement of Good Breeding in Parliament 
will be backed by Messrs. Healy, Sexton and Colonel Saunderson, 

General. — That aU persons who have ever been presented at 
Court wiU be expected to appear at the next Drawing Boom, to be 
received personally by Her Majesty standing. 

That Covent Garden Theatre will be shortly taken by Mrs. Brown 
Potter for tbe performance of Man and Wife, the Haymwket 
having proved too small to accommodate her present enthnsiastio 
audiences. 

That the proper celebration of the Jubilee will be a source of mneb 
anxiety to Mr. BLenry Labouchere. 

That Her Most Gracious Majesty CIueen Anne is not yet dead. 


IN THE SPRING. 

In the Spring the bleak North-Easter urges on its wild career ; 

In the Spring Asparagus comes in, as tasteless as ’tis dear. 

In the Spring those awful cads go howling “ Flowers all a-blowing I” 
In Hie Spring “sweet April showers” bless us— when it isn’t 
snowing. 

In the Spring Spring-cleans are on ns in discomfort full and fell ; 

In the Spring house-painters flock and kick up a confounded smell. 
In the Spring the gardener rouses for another year’s extortion ; 

In the Spring come young potatoes,— extra tuppence for a “portion,” 
In the Spring our winter vesture snows a shabby sort of sbeen ; 

In tbe Spring tbe early wickets stick into tbe sodden green. 

In tbe Spring tbe artful “tipster” spreads flat-oatohing webs anew: 
In tbe Spring tbe Clerk comes asking— vainly— for a rise oi 
“screw.” 

In tbe Spring “May Meeting” summaries burden tbe newspaper 
column ; 

I In the Spring the Budget Night makes all tax-paying folk^look 
solemn. 

i In the Spring the merry Artist ups and puts his works on show ; 

In the Spring the R. A. Dinner brings forth spe^es stale and slow. 
In the Spring the little poets pump up gushing little lays, ; 

In the Spring the shivering public cusses all the poets praise. 

In the Spring— well, then there happens every blessed kind of thing, 
And, in fact, the only thing that ’s really missing is— the Spring I 


Pabneihsm and Parallel.— Expert examining specimens of 
Mr. Parnell’s signature, quotes from Twelfth Might, Act iL, 
Scene 5 ; — 

“ Malvolio. By my life, this is Master Parnell’S hand : these be his ve^ 
C’b, his H’Sj'his R’b, his L’e; and thus makes he his great S's. It is, in 
contempt of question, his hand.” 
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SOCIAL AGONIES. 

{Bisadvmiage of resevribling a Celebrity.) 

She. “Oh, sow do you do, dear Mr, Lyon. S^ave you yorghyen he 

EOR CUTTING YOU AT MrS. LeO HuNTBR's LAST NIGHT ! I WAS ACTUALLY 
STUPID ENOUGH TO TAKE YOU TOR THAT HORRID BoRB, MR. TbTTBBBY THOMP- 
SON, WHOM you're said TO BE SO LIKE. It *S A HORRID LiBEL— YOU 'rB NOT 
LIKE HIM A BIT.” 

Se. “ A— A— I wAsifT AT Mrs. Leo Hunter's last night— a— a — ^A— and 
KY Name is Tetterby Thompson !” 


DESPAIH! 

A MOODY Man sat by Ms cheerless ire, 

Angrily gazing on its fading glow. 

His aniioiis wife besought Mm, but in vain, 

To tell the secret of Ms agony. 

His flaxen-headed boy, with loving eyes 
Gazed at Ms sire and wondered at his silence. 

His little baby girl, just two years old, 

Crept to Ms knee and sought his usual smile. 

But all in vain ! WitMu his gloomy soul 
There seemed but place for one overpowering thought. 
At length Ms poor fond wife, with streaming eyes, 
Entreated him to speak, and thus he spoke ; 

“ The ^Busman gave me fippence for my change^ 
Andj out of them five pennies^ three is PrenchJ!^^ 


CAMMING IT STRONG. 

Mk. Punch, Master of All Arts and Doctor Doctissimus 
oonwatulates Sir Reginald Hanson, M.A., and Lord 
M.A.-yor of London, on the Grand Cantab Re-unionist 
Banquet of Wednesday last. The MuncMng House was 
temporarily transformed into the Cambridge Senate 
House, and had the Yice-Chancellor proposed a Wst, 
“ The Dons ! ” with “ They are jolly good Fellows,” it 
would have been drunk with enthusiasm. 

As a foretaste of the good dinner in store for them, the 
Academical guests were welcomed in the vestibule by a 
genial Cook, by whom manyof them visiting the Mansion 
House for the first time were “personally conducted'* 
up to the Lord Mayor, Mr. Campbell-Bannebman 
and Mr. Marriott, Q,.C., sat cheek by jowl—whioh was 
“cheek** and wMch “jowl** must be decided by their 
friends— and exchanged stories about the Cambridge 
Dnion. The A.D.C. was powerfully represented by 
Evelyn Ashley and Mr. Charles Hall, Q,.C., who 
had comic speeches in their pockets, which, for some 
reasons or other, they did not deliver, even to the re- 
porters. Druriolanus, on whom, in spite of Ms having 
entertained the A.D.C. men, an honorary degree has not 
yet been conferred, was not present, bnt was supposed to 
be amply represented by Pasha Broadley. Smith of 
world-wide renown was there : so was Brown, bnt Jones 
was conspionous hy Ms absence. Jones missed a good 
thing. There was another Mayor present, a Canon Mayor, 
bnt not such a big gun as my Lord in the Chair. Alto- 
gether it was a great occasion and most enj oy able festivity. 

“ It is late for me to he out,** observed the Archbishop 
of Cantebeuby, as he referred to Ms watch and gave 
Sir Richard ’\Ybbster the correct time by Benson*s 
chronometer. Ptis Grace regretted that the Church House 
was not in existence, as he and his chaplain might have 
finished the evening there, and offered hospitality to 
many old friends. As it was Bnt here the Arch- 

bishop sighed, and saying “Good night 1 bless yon!** 
generally, departed. Then the waiters went out, and the 
ughts went out, and there was an end of the evening. 


INYOLUNTART CONTRIBUTIONS. 

{Items from, an Unpublished Tage of a Jubilee Bwnd Svhsc/nption Booh. ) 

Tommy Atkins (equivalent to one day’s pay), screwed out of 
agamt Ms will, by the “Collecting Major** , . .£012 

Like amount, ^ot by similar means, from seventy other protesting 

brother privates m Ms regiment £4 18 

Jack Marltn spike. — IQs subscription towards the “Lubberly 
Institute,** dragged out of him, neck and crop, by the blamey- 

taltog First Lieutenant . £0 16 

Simil a r amount captured in like fashion from Ms white-feather- 

showing messmates £4 10 6 

A Country Parson. — Amount which he st^ds sorely in need of 
for the purchase of a new waistcoat, given out of no sympathy with 
the ImperM Institute or its ahjeots, but forced from Mm through 
fear of losing Ms local character for respectabilily, and dread of 

social ostracism £0 5 0 

Second Subscription prom Dr. Bramber’s Academy, ooutri- 
but^ by One who wishes the Jubilee at the bottom of the Red 
A Chap who would much rather spend Ms Shilling in Jam,** 
aim five o^r recalcitrant pupils, who think the Imperial Institute 
beastly fwlery,” and hope tiie Q,ueen won’t get up half enough 

money for it . ^ £0 7 0 

The Falagfi Tril» (per the Mongo Islands Missionary Society’s 
Secretary), who send aH they’ve got in the world to help the Great 


White Mother to build herself a palace, but wish she could manage 

to do without it £0 18 

And from the average British Tax- payer, up to Ms eyes in calls 
upon Ms purse for things that concern mm much more nearly than 
the sentimental celebration of an epoch, pending further considera- 
tion of the matter £0 0 0 


A Bainty Dish, to Set Before the dueen. 

Let all merry children subscribe to complete 
The House for Sick Children in Great Ormond Street! 
They want Sixteen Thousand to make it all right — 

A pretty round sum— let each mite give its mite ; 

The Children of England will raise, you’ll soon see, 

A Fund to thus honour the Gueen’s Jubilee. 


The Irish Home-Rulers say that if the genuineness of the Parnell 
Letter can be disproved, the Times ought not to be known hence- 
forth as Jove the Thunderer, hut as Yulcan the Forger. 


The Chanobelor op the Exchequer’s Greeting to tthb 
Payers op the Income Tax. — “ A Penny for your thonghts.” 


The Air (just now) in Richmond Park.— “ O Deer! what can 
the matter be ?** 
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“the jubilee budget.” painted by J. G. GOSCHEN, R.A. 

John Bull, ** Vert good, J, 0, Congra.ttjla.tk tod. The Figures are in tour happiest Style, and the Landscape 

CHARMING.” 

Gh-anMph(mthprofessioml)eahii^^ *'Don*t thine much op rr. Ip I’d painted such a Pictitre, the Critics would hays 
BEEN AWFULLY DOWN ON ME. {Dugxisted wUh •'^erythmg amd everybody,) Bah I ” 


Song for Mr. G-oodallround, K«A* 

Evident to Evertbodt.— Is Mrs. Weldon prepating for the 
Fray ? Afau en t^ra-i-elU pour se$frais t Cett d imr* 

0 Susannah ! don’t yon ciy for me, 

But for Presidim^ of Bristors Art Sooie^«, 

See my Andromeda who fresh from rock and waves is, 

Shown at the Andron]edjuie8,’’--known as Mr. Chaves’s, i 

iToLA’A play, lUnSe^ is a failure. The Pnhlio is not taken mth the 
piece, ana the Manager isn’t taken by surprise, as he had provided ior 
a J^Se Bay. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT- 


in hand waiting opportunity to rise, soothing to the perturbed 
spirit. When he rose, regarded empty benches with a kindly sindle. 
1^0 one would have been surprised if he had asked after their home 
affairs, how the wife was, and whether Mary Airar was better of the 
THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. hooping-cough. His speech was like a benediction; and De Worms, 

oloaely; nodded Lia head in aeqmeacence, the regnlarity and 
rSnutea^lSsr ®™Plia'Sis whioh strangely contradictory of his subseq,nent refnsal 

he took his seal Stranger put on his &t. ThrUl of horror went five K w 

round crowded henohes. Everyone expected to see attendants faU je+fp- deliveripa ■w'hiV'ti'-witb nprilmia^pboniw 
upon the reckless man, andoondnot him to lowest dungeon beneath 'RifVb^ 

Clock-Tower. Nothing happened. “ What’s sauce for the goose is A^,l W S!^P 

sauce for the gander,” said another Stranger, putting on his hat Md Ho^®c™S^d^nt “ -^grioultural Education, Members fled, and 

•pAli^'I'nni l^'In A-nwiH Tt» ora rran^-om^ o+^orai^ nrr +a errrooraoi^ rflorrrTa /\Ta Tarawa itUlAOO V/ULLUuCLL V/Ut. 


EXTRACTSD FROM 


folding his arms. In an instant attendants swooped down on him. 
To remove his hat and lead him forth, work of a moment. “ Booh ! ” 
he cried through the keyhole when door shut on him. “ And this is 


Business done . — Some homely talk. 

Wednesday . — ^Parliament chiefly out of doors to-day. Speeches in 


what yon call justice between and Tyinn ? ” Yet this is only the parts of the country by aU sorts of men. Harcoxtht came out at 
bpg TTmiTig^ j ‘FoT. iTBis Tn'WTa thinTrfl , We shall presently have the ]\^^ses Shoreditch. By the way, forgot to make entry at proper time of 
demonstrating in Strangers’ Hallery, fand perhaps insisting upon little conversation between TTar coubt and Bereseori). It was just 

» xr xr o xr o-Ffri-,. ■NToTrol T.Af/T>o oniaiiAVi /\ri iro+^rrraf/sef 


taking part in debate. 

Cause of all this was Tim Healt. Suspended on Friday night by 


after Naval Lord’s speech on Estimates. 

“ Capital speech,” Harcourt said, in his patronising way. 


Danse ot all tnis was XIM HEALT. ousp ended on r nday nignt by ^apiuai speeun, saia, m ms paiiromsmg 

order of the House, he voluntarily hung himself up on topmost tier Ch^lie, you don’t look l^e a Statesman.” 


of seats in Strangers’ Gallery wearing his hat in mute defiance. Hence 
looked down through greater part of night upon varied scene below. 


“Well,” said Charlie, “ and you don’t look like a Weathercock.” 
Thursday . — Budget Night, though nobody would think it looking 


Pire Sa^uelsoh took earliest opportomity of clearing a character I round at benches. No‘ crowding anywhere, and many g^s, the most 


hitherto unimpeached. Goscheh, speaking at Edinburgh, had hinted 
that the Pere had been an instrument in the hands of the guilty 
Gladstone, and had been put up to move amendment on Coercion 
Bill. Evidently what hurt the Pere most was, the suspicion that he 
could be taken in.— he, the Father of such a son ! Inwgnantly and 
at some length rated Goschen, who with ill-aflected lightness of 
heart withdrew allegation, and so incident closed without bloodshed. 
Fancy they ’ll leave le Pere alone after this, 

Tuesday^ 1*45 A.M. — House divided on Second Reading of 
Coercion Bill. Everyone relieved. Last instalment of debate con- 
siderably above average of former nights. Sexton made many good 
points in speech of hour and half duration. Would have been 
capital if it had been shortened by the odd hour. But the Windbag 
will have its way. Hartington followed in comparatively brief 
speech, which, Like Gladstone’s and BALEoxna’s, was constantly 
interrupted. 

“ Haven’t heard Hartington lat^,” said the American Minister, 
looking down from the Gallery. “ Has wonderfully improved as a 
speaker siuce he went into Opposition against old friends.” 

Curious spectacle Hartington rising from side of Gladstone to 
support Conservative Coercion Bill. Gladstone uneontroUahly 
wrought by old friend’s observations. Across the seat vacated by 
Hartington he leaned, commenting with much gesticulation to 
John Morley on. successive passages. Hartington must have heard 
much he was saying, which made matters a little awkward 
for everybody. Gladstone in fine form when, fafter dinner, 
his turn came. Constantly interrupted. But, with hack against 
the waU, planted some resounding Hows among his assailants. 
Then Arthur Baleodr, whose speech was rather an 'altercation 
^ with Irish Members ; next 

^ Parnell, denouncing as “an 

\ unblushing fabrication” letter 



prominent and remarkable on Front Bench 
where Gladstone’s seat is empty. Hasn’t 
missed a Budget Night for nearly fifty 
ears. But takes holiday to-day. 
[arcourt there with large sheet of 
foolscap designed to cow Goschen. 
Desired effect obtained. What 
with Harcourt in front and 
Grandolph on his flank, Goschen 
looked picture of misery; spent 
early hour of sitting in forlornly 
wringing his hands. “ Looks more 
like as if he had a deficit than a 
surplus,” said , Montagu, who is 
something in the City and interested 
in finance. 

Goschen got on at five o’clock, 
another peculiarity of the occasion 
being that no scene intervened. 
This not John Dillon’s fault. 
Rose after questious, and so- 
lemnly indicted Hartington 
forasmuch as he had brought 
I forward certain accusations 
without attempting to substan- 
tiate them. Hartington 
according to genial custom, de- 
layed his coming. No one to 
answer Dillon, and promising 
scene smothered in infancy. 

Goschen spoke for three 
mortal hours. Good business 


VI t'’ ^ jT 1 “Something in the City.” uoschejjj spoRe lor mree 

unblushing fabrication” letter ^ o mug ux tue mortal hours. Good business 

which Times says he wrote to address, not absolutely entrancing in interest. EUrcourt followed, 
Patrick Egan after Phcenix and then Grandolph brought up his guns, raking^GoscHEN fore 
P^k murders ; and, finally, and aft. Goschen a little alarmed by attack, hut House not quite 
Division, showing .^60 for the certain that since National Finance a serious business, it would 
Amendment that-JPere Sam- not on the whole prefer Goschen at the Treasury rather thaTi 
XTELsoNlwas^ wo^&“put up to Grandolph. 
move ; ” against, 370. ^ Business done . — ^Budget brought in. 

-r. Lords, Friday Crushed worm will turn at last. 

& CO a Aime. Denman stood years of obloquy from brother Peers. Have snubbed 

Tuesday Night . — Sudden and him when he rose to take part in debate ; out-manoeuvred hi-m when 
complete transformation- scene, he has obtained precedence for his motion ; fill the House with 
The crowd that swarmed on conversational chatter when he argues, and fix him with stony stare 
every ^ bench, and filled the when he declaims. Generally too many for hiTn. But this week he 
Galleries in the ear^ morning, had them in a fix. Gave notice to move the rejection of Land Bill, 
has disappeared.^ The tossing so got leading place in important debate, and Lords compelled to 


"Little Hussey!” 


placid and pamstaking, and for the mighty whilst he rolled Ministers in the dust. At midnight debate ran out. 
torrent of Gladstone’s angered eloquence Lord Chancellor about to put the question. 

Hdsset Yivian mildly expostifiates with a My Lords,” said Denman, rising, and preparing to deliver a 
Government that wiU not straightway find two-hours’ speech, 

money to build National Harbours. Com- Lord Chancellor on his feet at the same moment. Put Amend- 
plaints occasionally made of managementof meat— declared it Negatived ; put Second Reading : “Those— who— 
XV X X DRsmess: but this putting up Htjssey Yivian are— of— the— opinion— say Content-contrary— Not Content— Con- 

f alter the tempestuous scene of this mommjr, a stroke of genius, tents— have — it.” 

To see him sitting forward on the bench with notes of his speech Denman still standing, with notes in hand, beheld the House 
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THE CHALLENGE. 

Tee jfaiiiitlet ’s down. I In tonmey days 
The Knight who failed the gage to raise 
Had courted instant shame. 

But who needs set his lance in rest 
In days when knighthood seems a jest, 

And chiyalry a name ? 

The fire of hononr hums so low, 

The lying charge, the felon hlow, 

The modem lista disgrace. 
Swashbuckler champions ding the gloye, 
And cravens falter ere they move 
The swelling foe to face. 

Of swaggering champion, shrinking knight, 
One who provokes a needless fight, 

Or shuns a needful fray, 

Which most degrades a noble cause, 

Or violates fair honour’s laws, 

Let casuist critics say. 

The wanton challenger, perchance, 
Overconfident in ponderous lance, 

Or mighty mass of mail, 

As little chivalrous mav be 
As he who shirks the. glove, or he 
Who falters in the fray. 

The Philistine colossus fiung, 

With vaunting mien and mocking tongue, 
His haughty challenge down 
Before the hosts of Israel ; 

The braggart Titan, when he fell, 

Miss^ honour's golden crown. 

It is not giant stren^ of thews. 

Or power the time, tiie lists to choose, 

That wins a champion fame ; 

’Tis honest cause and coun^e high, 

And knightly magnanimity 

That dares not stoop to shame. 


The gauntlet ’s down ! That glove to raise 
Will win the challenged trust and praise ; 

For men love not the shift, 

Whatever its motive, that evades 
Arbitrament of crossing blades, 

Or fears the gage to lift. 


BLOWIHa THE FHENISS. 

When two of Mr, FuncKs young men put 
their heads together to produce so exeeUent a , 
literary and artistic joke as that now on view 


at the Gainsborough Gallery, Bond Street, 
Mr, Punch has only to recommend the acute 
Public to go and judge for themselves if he is 
not right m saying that the humour exhibited 
in the pictures and the catalogue is about as 
mirth-provokiagly original as anything they 
ever remember to nave seen. Mr. Milliken’s 
caMogue is quite a third of the joke. 

Mr, Punch would advise them, when the 
London Season is over, to start a caravan—a 
Eoyal Academy on wheels— travel all over 
England and Scotland, cross to Ireland, and 
then visit the States. If they could onlv 
obtain the services of a third humorist with 
the cackling and singing powers of the cele- 
brated Mont Blancist, Albert Shitk, and an 
impressartOf like Lis brother Arthur, they 
ought to mfiie a fortune with their show here 
I and in America. Prosit ! 


THE SOLDIER’S FEAR. 

Upon the hill he turned, 

To take a last fond look 
Of the alehouse, and the village church. 
And the cottage by the bro^. 

To use his pockethandkerchief , 

While tears began to swell, 

The soldier leant upon his sword— 

It bent— and down he fell. 

Amid the roar of battle, 

The warrior’s feUest blow 
Has failed to penetrate the coat 
That shields the vaunting foe. 

But though the pliant steel may cost 
Our bravest and our best, 

Be sure the sword most yielding.there 
Has passed the strictest test. 


Mrs. Ram is m a very excited state oi mmd 
about Pamellism ana Crime, **I cannot 
believe,” she exclaimed indignantly, “ that 
any Imh gentleman woula be associated 
with such rufiians as these ruffianly Inour- 
ables. And why doesn’t Government do away 
with the Fenian Park in Dublin P ” 


The Bobadil Bayonet.— Ben Jonson’s 
Every Man in his Humour ^ might be pro- 
duced at a War Office performance. There ’s 
a capital scene where Bohadil, bending double 
the bo^s weapon commended to him under 
that name, contemp^ously cries, ‘‘This is a 
Toledo I Fob I ” Tommy Atxins’s blade in 
action would probably “ foorhim to the top 
of his bent.^|^ 

A PROPOS of the above, Mr, Punch, wishes 
it to be distinctly understood, that in his 
“ War Office Advertisements,” in last week’s 
Humber, no refieotion was intended on the con- 
duct of any particular individual official. 
With the fresh energy shown in every depart- 
ment, and the decisive action taken at Chat- 
ham and Woolwich, Mr, Punch looks forward 
hopefully — STANHOPE-fully — to vast im- 
provements in the future. 
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Mrs, Earcourt Qainp {loq,), ‘‘Pabnbllijm and Grimes ! It’s all EuBBEDasl” 


ORACLES IN COUNCIL. 

Being a lUifort of the first Meetmg of the BMlosophico^Poetico-Professo^^ial ** Committee 
of Public Safety,** a^;pointed to ;preserve the British Em'jpire from dissolution. 

Professor T-nd-ll {confidently), Well, Gentlemen, thank Heayen and the 
Nineteenth Century 

Professor E~xl~y {emphatically). And the Fortnightly Pemew 

Mr, R, L, St-v-ns-n {mysteriously), Not forgetting the Contemporary 

Professor T-nd-ll {impatiently). Well, thank Heayen and our Monthly 
Mentors, that confounded Talking Shop at St. Stephen’s 

Mr, R, L, St-'o-ns-n, Of which we are all so ashamed 

Mr, M-Uh~w Arn-ld, Which is so dismally lacking in lucidity, so wanting 
in sweetness and light, and 

Professor T-nd-ll, Oh bother ! Don’t let us be the slaves of catchwords, the 
fools of phrases. ^ I was saying, thank Heaven, and— well «s— that Talking Shop 
at St. Stephen’s is at last superseded, or at least suspended ; and we, appointed 
as a Committee of PuhHo Safety with dictatorial powers pro tern,, have now set 
before us the business of Saving the State ! How shall we begin ? 

Professor E-xl-y, With the Endowment^of Science and the establishment of 
a pro]^er System of State-directed Technical Education. I have a plan here 
{drawing from his pocket the MS, of a lengthy Magazine Article) which I flatter 
myself 

Mr, M-tth-w Arn-ld, Ahem I Stop a moment. Highly important, of course, 
my dear Professor. But hadn’t we better settle the Irish Question fbrst ? 

Omnes {angrily). Hang the Irish Question I 

Mr, M-tth-w Arn-ld {sweetly). With all my heart. Only, we can’t hang it 
up, unfortnnately. It stops the way. 

Professor T-nd-ll {irritally). But that ’s exactly what the sophistical old 
Sciolist of Midlothiau says ! ( General howls,) 

Mr, JD-e-y, I entirely agree with yoiu>— ululations. Still, the question must 
be settled, though, of course, not in the Hawarden Incubus’s scatter-brained 
style. (‘ ‘ Eear T hear I have here an article — {murmurs)— wldoh I intended 
for Enijsri: PLkrw— { producing a manuscript ro?^),— -but which may find fitter 
use here. It is a complete plan for the settlement of the Irish Question. It may 
save time if I read 

Professor T-nd-ll {nervously). Pardon me, my dear Professor, but as Chair- 
man I feel hound to suggest that we should introduce s<mie measure of law and 
order into our debates. 

Anonymous Oracle {from the T-m-s), By the way, talking of Law and 


Order, there lies the root of the matter — of all matters, 
indeed. I’ve been hammering away at it, in my 
“ leaders,” for months, hut nobody pays any attention to 

me. The primary duty of a Government is 

Mr, R, Z, SUvens-n {acidly). Oh, yes, yes, my dear 
Sir, we know all about that. {Aside— We ought to,^^) 
But what is Law ? What is Order ? If Mr. Hyndmar- 
and his horn-hlowing supporters have their way, Law 
wiU lap and swaddle Liberty into the infantile impotence 
of senility. Our legislation already grows authoritative, ] 
grows pmlauthropical, bristles with new duties and new 
penalties, and casts a spawn of inspectors who now begin, 
note-hook in hand, to darken the face of England. As 
to Order— order is not everything. Danger, enterprise, 

hope, the novel, the aleatory, are dearer to man than 

Mr, R-d-r E-gg-rd {impatiently). Pardon me, but it 
seems to me I have read something very much like this 
before — somewhere, 

Mr. R. L, St-v-ns-n {drily). Very likely. Tou seem 
indeed to have read a good desl— somewhere, 

Mr, R-d-r H-gg-rd {hotly). What we want is a good, | 
sound, manly, Palmerstonian, Civis Romanus sum Im- | 
perial policy, that shall teach the brutal Boers to tremble 
at the name of 

Mr, M-tth-w Arn-ld {dulcetly). Oh, come, come, Mr. 
H-GG-np Fx Africa semper aliquid novi is all very well 
—in fi.etion. But this is not novel, nor are we here en- 
gaged in novel- writing. 

Mr, Fr-de {hinocently). By the way, what are we en- 
gaged in ? 

Professor T-nd-ll, Why— a— a— Saving the State, to 
he sure. 

ilfr. Fr-de, Have you read Oceana f 
Professor T-nd-ll {warmly), Bveryhody has read it, 
my dear Sir — of course. But— — 

Mr, M-ll-ch, Seems to me to advocate Tory men, 
and Radical measures. I don’t object to the combina- 
tion, if you ’ll show us how to work it. But I think I ’ ve 
a better plan, which I teas going to send to the National 

Review, hut which, if you ’n allow me, I ’ll 

Lord T-nn-s-n {abstractedly, and dpropos de rien), 

I hold it true with him who sang i 

“ The Fbtet^^ that England’s going to pot : ' 

That all this talk is utter rot, 

And all you'habblers may go hang. 

Omnes (appealingly). Oh come, I say, my dear Lord 
Lord T-nn-s-n {gathering his cloah around him). 
Come ? Nay, I go / [Does so. 

Professor E-xl-y {sardonically) , Just like these Poets ! 
Mr. Alfr-d A-st-n, Well, there are differences and 
degrees, Professor. We ’re not all alike. 

Mr. M-tth-w Arn-ld {sotto voce). No, thank Apollo ! 
{Hereupon the Council breaks up into groups of two or 
three each, and argue angrily their various points, 
each man flourishing fiercely a bulky roll of manu- 
script, The Poets take the lead in this hot polemic, 
the Professors making a good second, the Politicians 
out of work being “ well up^'* The terms sciolist, 
dreamer,^^ pedant^^ dogmatist,^* Philistine, 
8fc,, <^c., fly about freely. Earl Gr-v, not being (Me 
to make his voice heard above the din, sits down in a 
corner to write one more denunciatory]letter to The 
Times ” ; and Mr. G-ldw-n Sm-th, who has come \ 
over for the occasion, drafts a brand-new Coercion 
Act, empowering himself to exercise summary Juris- 
diction over all his polemical opponents, and pop all 
amateur legislators into strait jackets on suspicion^* 
of insanity without the formality of a trial. 

Professor T-nd-ll {making himsetf heard at last). 
Gentlemen I Gentlemen I This is not Law and Order, 
neither is it Sweeteess and Light. I adjonm this Com- 
mittee for a month, to give yourselves time to cool down. 
Up to now we’re “no forrarder” I fear, hut our next 
sitting will no donht be a settler. Your respective manu- 
scripts, which I am sorry not to have utilised on this 
occasion, will no doubt come in handy for the Symposia 

of next month’s Magazines. When we reassemble 

[But here he finds himself alone,^ all the members 
having rushed off with their MSS, to the 
oJB^s of their respective publishers. 


SsASOiTABLE CoN*. — What is the difference between 
Spring rains and Royal Academicians P The former are 
April showers, the latter May Show-ers, to he sure. 
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THE PILGKIM OE HATE. 

A FojnUar SoT^g, sfimg ly Ur. GhrW^*rl-n in Scotland and elsewTure. 
BEdTAXiyN. 

Ch-hb-bl-n, my beloved!— he calls ia vain. 
Gh-hb-bl-k I Echo hears and calls agrain. 

A grand old voice repeats the name around, 

And with J. Ch-kb-bl-b Scotland’s hills resound. 

Atr. 

A Hermit who dwells down at H-w-rd-n had crossed me. 

As wayward and proud up Earners mountains 1 pressed; 
The aged man feard from his stuff he had lost me, 

And offered— a sell !— in his Cabinet rest, 

** Ah I nay, Grand Old Hand, 1 would far rather wait ; 

1^0 rest, save at top, for the Pilgrim of Hate.” 

“ Yet tarry, my Son, till my H. R,' Bill passes ; 

Let ’s bow to the League and P-bb-ll, its great head. 

You ’U not leave the Masses and vote with the Glasses ? 

Gome in, take your seat. Eeform^s banquet is spread,” 

** Ah I nay. Grand Old Hand, 1 ’m not caught with that bait. 
Ko rest under you for the Pilgrim of Hate,” 


A Maoazibe pob the Mobth. — London Society is worth going 
into for the sake of meeting Mrs, Ltbb Libtob and hear^ what 
she has to say about ** Pretty Polls,” and what Gaptain Hawley 


sne nas to say about * Pretty Polls," and what Captain Hawley 
Smabx has to tdl about “A Ealse Tart.” Mrs. Lovett Gahebob is 
rather to be condoled with on her acquaintances, if ** Some men 1 
^ve known,” is a tame account of them. Save her from her friends I 
London Society in its present form is a considerable improvement on 
its old arrangement mth double-barrelled columns, when the reader 
had to go down one side and up the other, and then down hgain, in- 
stead or straight across as now. And, thank goodness, there are no 
ulustratbns. 


THE ROYAL SOCIETY OE PAINTERS IN WATER- 
COLOURS. 

“ SPBiNe^s delights are now returning,” — and one of the deHghts of 
Spring are doubfless Water-Colours, How could they mix their 
colours without the Spring ? Eh P But no matter, the combination 
of spring and colour seem to have been more than usually success- 
ful. Sir JoHB Gilbeet’s “ Cardinal Wohey^^ is an admirable 
picture. Excellent are the views of London by Mr. Herbebt Mab- 
8BCALL, Mrs. Allibgham^s Picture Mr. Sjcallbieed’s 

“ MingersofLauncelVe Tower Mr, Mabks’s Listening Monk^^ and 
Mr. Bubbby Moose's seascapes. There are notable contributions too 
by Messrs. E. K. Johnsob, Gael Haag, Bibbet Eostbb, Bbavis, 
A. W. Hunt, S. P. Jacksob, Waltee Eieid, A. H. Mabsh, P. J, 
Nattel, and Miss Claba Mobtalba. The Old Watermen’s is a mighty 
pleasant exhibition— it is just about the right size and never gives 
you the headache, 

BROUGHT TO BOOK. 

It is seriously suggested that duelling is likely to.he re-introduoed 
into England, to meet the necessities of Brawlers of the House of 
Commons. Under these circumstances it is as well that a Code of 
Regulations should he formulated at once. Always equal to the 
occasion, ilfr. Punch supplies the want : — . 

1. The weapons used wiaJl he squirts full of dirty water, or thick 

single-sticks— the challenged shaR have the option of choice, | 

2, The duel shall not he stopped untD. either or both of the 
! comhatants are drenched with water, or have their legs and arms 

hlaok-and-blue with hruises. 

3, When the principals shall have been well drenched or soundly 
thrashed, their honour shall be deemed to have been vindicated, and 
they shall retire, 

4. An account of the proceedings shall be reported in Mr. PuncUs 
pages—pour encourager les autres. 
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THE TENANTS’ BALL. 

ifr. Algernon (the Young SqiUrc), “Mat I have the honour of a Waltz with you, Mrs. M'ClusitI** 

Mrs. M. [of the Home Farm--a Heavy Weight. “Wbth Plee-sure, Sir. Shall we 'Op it or Slide it, Mr. Ale-gernon? 
I THINK we'd better SLIDB— 'WHICH IT ’s LESS FATIGUING FOR THE BULKY ! " 


THE PEELEE AND THE POLL. 

Ought to feel ever so much. Lapmer and^rouder this morning, 
because Parliament has given me a v ote ! Wish it had been extra 
week’s holiday, or rise of pay. Afraid the Corrupt Practices Act has 

prevented my making any good use of my electoral pri'vileges as 

but no, I must not pursue this train of thought. Don’t know where 
it ’ll lead me to, quite. Possibly Newgate. 

Called on already by an Electioneering Agent. Said that under 
happier circumstances he would have been glad to have given me a 
sovereign ; but now can only ojBPer me a primrose. Asks me to stick 
it in my button-hole, as a particular favour* He seems to intend a 
joke. 1 do* 

Went on my beat, as usual. Cook wants to know where I’ve got 
“that there beastly yellow flower” from. Says she believes a 
“Dame” gave it me. Don’t know what she means, but can see 
she ’s jealous. 

Cook asks me if I ’m “ a Rad ? ” Try to find out first what she is. 
Says she’s a “Liberal-Unionist, now, but a little while ago she was 
a Tory Democrat.” Find she hates the Radicals. Says, “she can’t 
abide that hold Q-ladstone,” and wants me to promise to vote against 
him. 1 do, but ask why. Cook says he’s always speaking against 
the Force. That settles it. Cook says her two favourites are “ that 
dear Lord Randolph,” because “ he ’s got such a lot of bounce, and 
doesn’t mind who he cheeks, not a bit,” and Lord Hartington, who ’s 
“a pet.” Well, Cook knows all about it, of course, but still don’t 
feel quite sure whom to vote for. And an election ’s just coming on 
too. Read the papers, and try to get insight into political situation. 
Papers don’t help mnen. Seems to me that both sides ought to he 
run in, and get a couple of months’ “hard.” 

Just taken up a man for being drunk and disorderly. Said he’d 
injured himself, and wanted me to “ examine into the state of his 
poll.” Used shocking expressions, and then tried to get round me 
oy saying, “he was sure his la^uage was quite PaTliamentary.” 
Ajsked him for his name, and said it was Sexton. Believe it ’s an 
o/ww, as he was dreadfully drunk. Lodged him in gaol, anyhow. 


Polling day. Off duty. Meet pleasant chatty feRow, Takes me 
into pubuc-honse and insists on treating me. But isn’t “ treating ” 
illegal? Must look it up. Long talk on politics. Find he’s an 
Irishman, and says Irish peasantry cruelly oppressed. He himself 
evicted seventeen times. Sounds improbable. He argues that 
Peelers must be in favour of Repeal. Promise him to vote against Lord 
Saiisbuey’ s Irish policy. Don’t know what it is, hut can’t break my 
word very well. Goto poU. Little boys very rude— shout, “Does 
Cookey know you’re out ? ” Yote for Jones. Hope he’s a Liberal- 
Unionist, but don’t feel sure. Meet my Inspector. Frowns on me, 
and says that I ’ve “ been seen talking to very suspicious character,” 
The chatty Irishman, it seems, was a Fenian from New York. Amd 
I’ve voted for his candidate! Get a severe wigging: wonder if 
there ’s such a thing as a severe Toryinp; ? Hang politics ! 

Pay call on Cook in low ^irits. Discuss my vote. Also discuss I 
something else, in larder. Have evidently made mistake in voting 
for Jones. Cook wipes her lips savagely with dish-cloth, and says i 
i “ Then you have bin and gone and woted for hold Gladstone after j 
all, young man, eh ?” I say I don’t know. “ Don’t yon never come | 
down this area no more I ” she shouts, and as her attitude is threaten- 
I ing, I leave hastily. Is this what they mean by an “area of dis- 
I turbance ? ” Wish, on the whole, I hadn’t been given a Yote. 


Shelving: Them. 

{Address ly Mr. Henry Irving on behalf of the Shakespeare Memorial 
Library at Stratford-on-Avon.) 

A Libbaet’s been built there, and very well it looks, 

We ’ve got a lot of shelves, but we haven’t any books, 

So now yon are requested by this meeting and myself, 

To get some fine Shakspeanan works and — put ’em on the shelf. 
For Stratford-upon-Avon, my dear Shakespearian elves. 

Is than London far more central. Here ’s to “ Our Noble Shelves I ” 

A Tune to distuhbLthb Hing-Habmant of the Meeting.— j 
“ HayderCs Surprised 
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But tlie Duchess, who had been poring over the Employment 
Advertisements of Work and Lmure^ rising from her chair, stopped 
them hy a dignified gesture. ^ ^ 

is the dining-room ringing about dinner,” she said, 
“ and I had better take the orders.” 

Spite the aristocratic hauteur of her manner, there was a subtle 
tremulousness in her voice as she proudly swept through the kitchen- 
door that told of hidden emotion, stified by superior breeding. The 
Duke noticed it. 

** And only last season she, in her train and plumes, was presenting 
you at Court ! ” he wailed, piteously surveying her four fair daughters. 
Then he buried his head in his hands on the dresser, and wept. 

The entrance of a handsome figure bearing a butcher’s tray, and 

_- .LT J-* 'Ll — 'j-i. 4.V.V.4. 


Butfalo Bill’s Indians visit the Butler’s Pantry, and the 
Great Brave KNOWN among the Pale Paces’’ as “Haresfoot,” 
THE Chief of the Loco Medians,. Scalps himself in the presence 
OF HIS admiring Yisitors, 

THE DRIVING DUKE. 

Fragment of a Coming Novel of Modem Society, 

“ One well-known "West-end Milliner is a graduate of Girton : another 
bears a title; a third conceals a name not unknown to Burke under a 
pseudonym * * * Many of the best women of aU classes are ready to do any- 
thing by which tke honest penny may be earned .’’ — Daily Taper . 

Algernon Plantagenet Puz-Whelk, fifth Duke of Basing- 
hall, stood at the scullery-window, and gazed at the blank wall 
beyond. The diawmg and diniug-room fioors of the Belgrave 
Square Mansion above were let respectively to two rich middlemen 
from the provinces. Hence the Duke and his family were reduced to 
the necessity of occupying their own Idtchens. Things had been 
going rather hardly with them of late. The sale of the Rutlandshire 
estates had not realised enough to pay ofi the mortgages with which 
the property in brighter days had been heavily encumbered, and the 
sum realised upon the disposal of the family jewels, and invested as 
a last resource in the purchase of a wholesale butcher’s business in 
the Tottenham Court Road, had totally disappeared, eugulphed in 
the failure of that ill-fated and sadly mismanaged enterprise. 
Rothing was, therefore, left them hnt the town family mansion, and 
this, by boldly insertiug a bill bearing the word “Apartments ” over 
the hall door, they had hitherto turned to sufi5.cient good account to 
enable them to cover the charges of the parochial rates, and still 
preserve a little balance in hand over towards the joint expenses of 
their living. But the struggle for existence was a severe one. That 
very morning a local greengrocer who supplied them with an occa- 
I sional sack of coals on credit, had declined to let them have any more 
without the money. It was this incident which had caused the Duke 
to stare with such settled gloom at the blank wall beyond the scullery 
window. Biting his iron-grey moustache, he turned mechanically 
towards the room. 

As he did so, a tall, fair, graceful girl, whose proudly-arched neck 
and stately carriage told of the good blood that was flowing in her 
veins, rose to meet him. “ Ah I Papa,” she said, in a bright, cheer- 
ful voice, “ don’t he downcast ahont that horrid money. See, I shall 
soon make some. I have already painted seven of these birthday- j 
cards, and when I have done three dozen the newspaper-shop round i 
the comer says that I may leave them on sale or return, and get 
three-halfpence a-piece for them. Think, if I sell them all, you 
he able to purchase and p^ for two sacks of coal at once. So, 
courage, dear P^a.” The Lady Honobia kissed her noble father 
as she spoke. He only groaned heavily. In an instant his other 
three daughters, the Ladies Annabel, Plobiune, and Theodosia, 
were at Ms side. “Look, Papa,” they aR cried with one voice, 
“ why, we are all helping to bring grist to the mill.” 

“ See.” said the Lady Annabel, holding out a specimen of her 
work, “I am making match-boxes, and as I receive twopence for 
five dozen, I am earning nearly half a farthing in nine hours. It 
doesn’t sound much,” she added, with a light laugh, “ but still it is 
something.” 

“ And 1, too,” continued the Lady Ploriline, “ why, I ’m getting 
a commission of five per cent, on the sale of a new non-intoxicant 
table-beverage. And I ’ve almost persuaded the pastrycook in the 
next street to take tMee twopenny Bottles on trial.” 

“Yes, Papa,” chimed in Lady Theodosia, “and I’m making 
button-holes for an Agent of a large East End slop-shop. It isn’t 
very quick work. But the Agent says I ’m sure to make something 
out of it if I can keep uu at it. And I thiTiTr I can.” 

At that moment the Dell rang. The four girls at once made a 
movement as if to answer it. 


“ and looked in to see how things were going. All 's well, i nope I ” 

“ Ah, Cadogan, my boy.” said the Duke, mournfully surveying 
the garb worn hy Ms son, “ what a change from the Life Guards I ” 
His voice was choked with the strong feeling that mastered him. 
“ Can you, — can you hear it ? ” 

“What! tMs?” replied the youthful Earl, good-humouredly, 
fingering the article of dress in question. “ Why yes. eonsidermg I 
may stiU regard myself as in the hlouse, Ha ! ha ! And as for 
tMs he took up his tray and swung it lightly on Ms shoulder as 
he spoke. “I might take ‘ TVw hien^ lor the family motto, so 
well do we get along together. Hope the mother is all right. Ta, 
ta, every one.” 

In another moment he had lightly mounted the area-steps, and 
vanished, wMstling in the distance. 

But the Duke had fallen mone upon the kitohen-tahle, Ms head 
again buried in Ms hands. He remained there motionless for some 
considerable time, then he got up — ^not before, however, he had made 
a resolve. It was to visit the representative of the General Omnibus 
Company that very night. * # * * 

The apartments at 82, Belgrave Square are still let, and, owing to 
the occupation of the drawing-rooms by a rich family of the Hebrew 
persuasion, the house is doing fairly well. The Duchess stiU waits 
on the dining-room, and the Ladies Honobia, Annabel, FLOBIT4INE, 
and Theodosia, together with their good-natured brother, the Earl 
of Limpet, do their little best to add to the family resources. The 
Duke, however, comes home now only late at night and leaves early 
in the morning, merely getting an occasional Sunday at home with 
his family. But his time is well employed. He is the driver of a 
King’s Cross and Hammersmith omnibus. Those who do not know 
Ms story only notice the extraordinarily aristocratic hearing with 
wMch he handles the reins. Those who do, and they are limited to a 
few policemen along Ms route, point him out to each other as a 
“working man and no mistake.” “You’ll go a long way,” they 
say, “ before you’ll match the Driving Duke I 

A Hew Lamp foe an Old One (at the Comedy Theatre), — The 
“ New Lamp ” wMch employs the Russian Nihilist Oiljis hut ;an in- 
different substitute for the old and most effective Fedora Lamp 
patented by Yictorien Sardou. Only those who expect something 
more than nihil from a Hihilistic plot will he disappointed with that 
of the Ned Lamp, A Trusted Reporter informs us that in this 
drama sometMng is always being expected to “go off,” hnt never 
does ; that Mr. Tree is wonderfuRy made up, and, unlike the mine 
does “ go off ” — occasionaRy. Mines are hazardous things to deal 
with. Our T. R. further observes, that much as he shomd like to 
parody the piece, yet that this would be useless, as the Manager wRl 
probably “take it off” MmseH, unless the Lamp burns somewhat 
brighter than it did on the first night. The Ned Lamp may give 
a steady though more subdued light, if carefully trimmea. 

“Charles— his Priend.”— Mr. Charles WyNDHAM:, hy Dr. 
Morell Mackenzie’s orders, was not permitted to tplay David 
Garrick on Drury Lane stage. The papers reported him as “ seriously 
Rl.” Honsense, he is not, and never nas heen^ “seriously” anything, 
and Mr, Punch is delighted to he in a position to inform the pubRo 
that their favourite Rght comedian was only temporarRy suffering, 
like most of us, from the East wind, and on any sinular occasion he 
thinks of advertising himself as “ East-WxNDHAM.” 

Notice, “ Studies from Mr. Punch’s Studio.”— As the Picture 
Exhibition Season is now commencing, Mr, Punch temporarily 
vacates his Studio, and devotes the space to the Institute, the Royal 
Academy, and the Gxosvenor. Study Ho. XXVII. is waiting to 
appear. 

The Read ‘ * Sleeping Man.”— J ohn Bull. Not even a prod with 
a corkscrew bayonet seems to awaken him I Perhaps the “ intense 
light” throw on to his eyes, by recent revelations, and Mr, PuncKa 
pungent comments thereon, may rouse him, and then ! ! ! 


^ NOTICE.— Ejected Communicatioiis or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wiU 
m no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped aiid Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this xule 
ttere w^ be 50 deception. ir f 
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TUTT? ■PTT'KrnTT’Q MAmTAT PHT? VATTio-p •RTTnTTT'TJ G I flang tte still unconscions corpse of my favouTite Unole, Feaite ! 

ME. PUHCEb MANUAL FOE YOUNG EECITEES. [ImiUte acUon of a man who is hurling a favourite TTncle to Ms doom.) 

Thebe are some Totaries of tliat ’noblest of all Arts, Eeoitation, Unole Fbancis was a man to know was to esteem, 
whose not luiwoitby ambition it is to thiiU and curdle a helpless times I hear him coughing still— alas, ’tis but a dream ! — 

* audience, and, as a corpulent and Is that a step behind the pump ? {Tragic start here,) Nay, craven 

immortal youth {not an Amateur _ heart, be still, [ With a quiver in your tones. 


immortal youth {not an Amateur 
Reciter) is reported to have de- 
sired, “to make their flesh creep.” 
It is less difficult than might be 
supposed to set your hearers long- 


heart, be still, [ With a quiver in your tones. 

Till I have told how, for his gold, I struck down Uncle Bile ! ” 
{Bitter emphasis on ^^gold^^^ as if it had turned out less than you 
expected,) 

A stolid but attentive eye on him the Policeman fixed : 


ing feverishly for the end, and “It seems to me as how,” said he, “you Ve got your Uncles mixed!’ 
the student may generally count ^ ray of recollection seemed the Stranger’s brain to strike : 
unou so mticli as attained almost “Perhaps,” he owned. “They were,” he moaned, “exceedingl; 

alike I f liaise both arms wildlu 


upon so much as attained almost 
with his opening words ; but to curdle them, 


They were,” he moaned, “exceedingly 1 
\_Itaise both arms wildly. 


to harrow them up, and raise and lower Oiice more let me rehearse to thee my catalogue of crime : 

j- 1 ^ ^ r 


their temperature alternately, in leaps 
of ten degrees Fahrenheit, all this re- Old Uncle Robeet — 
quires study, and (perhaps) a certain want of time, 


( Change of manner here,) 


More brightly, 
[astily alleging 




appropriate quality in the subject you The other left. “ My gloomy tale his rustic soul alarms,” 


have selected.* ' " ' The Stranger said. That night— he slept within The Railway Arms! 

Mr, BunclCs Poet has supped late ou KTry io realise and impress on your Audience the full meaning of 

1 . 1- f 1 1 J rp-L... - 17 .. 


purpose to satisfy so legitimate a demand, 
and, if the result is not quite equal to his 
expectations, he ventures to think that, 
treated with ialents^nd. who recites with- 
out the consciousness of so much at least ? 
— ^it will prove effective in its way. He 


this final sentence. They may possibly wish io applaud the 
conclusion. We should advise you to let them ) 


CLASSIC AD-VICE. 


^ calls ir (thoughlh.ere“ir no ^ foUo^g Address has been revived by «ie ^Mveraty I 

“ Bis dat Qui recite 0 dat.” reason why it should not have been called Author^ies at Oxford on the subject of the bad Latin winch ^s- 
^ something else)— figures the new Statute pTop 9 sed by the Curators of tbe Bodleian 

m ^ /N 1 Library. It does not bear any signature, but is supposed, by internal 

iHE CoN'sciENCE- C urst 1 evidence, to emanate from some Undergraduate Members of the 


The night-owl shrieked : a gibbous moon peered palUd o’er the yew: University who have recently passed “ Smalls,” and are rather proud 

j i jr a rrn . -r -i . ivV o.>i tx . 


The clammy tombstones aU distilled a dank unwholesome dew : 


of the event. ^ The matter has been placedinthe paws of the Proctor’s 


As through the sleeping village passed a man of aspect weird. 

Whose haggard face was half-obscured by a long-neglected beard. 
{Assist your Audience's imagination here by passing hand lightly 
over chin,) 

His tinted spectacles gave back tbe glances of the moon, 

A pair of overcoats he wore— although the time was June. 

{Give a darh significance to this. 
Two slippers wrought in Berlin wools hid his ungainly feet, 

And he danced a grisly polka-step aU down the silent street ! 


{Slight shudder here, BuU-dogs, with u promise of an addition to their salary if they 


manage to discover the pei^etrators. It is expected that every 
Undergraduate will be required to sign his name in the presence of 
the Proctor and Mr. Netheeclitt, for a comparison of handwritings. 

ADURESSUM. 

An yiriosTO-CAycELEARnTM, et axia Capita Collegiaetjm. 
Sumus Subtergraduati qui nuper matriculavimus, et praeterivimus 
per examinationem “Parvornm” cum multa gratificatione ad nos 
ipsos. Putamns nos esse auctoritates de Latino stylo, in consequenti^ : 

^A ^ J 1- OJ J A 7 j J. ^ J 


{You might just indicate this^ provided you can do so in a sufficiently et sumus cruciati yidere hauc novam Statutam, qu» dabit potestatem 


impressive and ghastly manner.) ^ 

Then, at the village green, he gave a conscience-stricken jump, 


Curatoribus Bodleiam Librarii lendere libros quum semper desirant. 
Statuta ipsa est idiotica, quia vertit magniflcam institutionem 


{Start here, as if you had observed a centipede on the carpet, OxonienseminLibrariumCirculatorium,modoMisteriMTrDn. Nullum 

:i-. v Ai>-. T* A_Ai T» f — a a -d- j j; a 


As guiltily he gazed upon the Presentation Pump 1 
“ How like,” he muttered, with a groan, “ my Uncle as he slept ! ” 
I Then raised its handle reverently— and found it cold, and wept. 


Librarium hie est ver^ circnlatorium, nisi Rad cliffium, qnod in format 
est Circulus, Forsitan noscitis fabulam Professoris (probabUiter 
Proctoris alien jus) quiveniens domum post Yinum vel “ Gaudium,” 


{Sere you might bend forward slightly, with extended hand, then let prehensit ferrea repagula illius Librarii in manibus, et ambulavit (vel 
your hand drop by your side, and bow^ your head once, very staggeravit) circum et ciroum tota nocte, nunquam faeiens uUum 


solemnly, ^ We have seen this very effective,) 

The rural Policeman {raise voice at Policeman^^) on his round 
observed the Stranger grim : 

“I’d better step across,” he thought, “ an’ hev a talk with him. 


{Country^ accent for this. 
It doan’t seem nateral nohow a jpump should rouse his grief ! 

Come, what be you about ? ” said he. “ Confession brings relief, 

{In a hollow voice. 

The Stranger answered, with a smile that froze his hearer’s blood ; 
Then down he sank upon the stones with a dull and heavy thud. 

The hearse-plumes nodded in his hat as he inclined his head; 

“ FuUlong,” bewailed, “upon this heart the worm hath banqueted!” 
(A cloud was drifting past the moon, and sicklier she shone, 

As he began)— “ You never knew, I thick, my Uncle JoHir? 

A worthier, or a wiser, man this world has rarely seen— 


progressum ? Sed examinare naturam Statutse non est noster parvus 
ludus ad presens. 

Yolumus protestare contra Latinitatem execrabilem novae Statntae ! 
Homines qm concoxerunt id dehent, in nostra opinione. essepndentes 
suoruui. Ut “ Tempora,” ilLud potos J ournale, dicit ‘ * non possumus 
congratulare Universitatem de Latin^ ernditione quam id ostenta- 
vit.” BoniCcelil Si uUus Subtergraduatus in suis “Parvis” vel 
“Moderationibus” esset utere talem oaninum Latinum, infelix 
jnvenis esset aratratus in duobus tremoribus. Non haberet ullam 
fortem recipientis suum “Testamur,” quia non “ satisfaoeret vobis 
Examiaatoribus. ” 

Nunc quare est Latina lingua sic degradata Mo ? Nonne est quia 
establishavimus Scholas Scientise et Modernee Historiae, et Bonni 
consequenter non dant exclusivam attentionem ad scholarem-navem, 
sed preferunt aspectare Stellas per telescopum ad^ Observatorium et 


He had some slight connection with a ‘ Try-your-weight’ machine— colere Scientiam in aliis viis una oxun feminis fascinautibns ? 

{The value of this detail will appear hereafter. Non objectimus ad Germanos Professores habentes libros de Libra- 
And I— ah me ! — a careless youth, I sported at his side — rio. Illud erit bona res, quia in illo casn non venient ad Oxoniam, 

That was before a kinsman’s gore these felon hands had dyed — et non noscent aliquam rem de terribili Latinitate nostrarum Statu- 

Before the stain was on my brow that sickens and ashames ! tarum, especialiter hujus novae Statutae. 

{Gesture of loathing with the left hand, Aooipite, o Senes promissli barb A horrenti capilLo (Ablativus 
Ere yet my knife let out the life from gentle Uncle James ! Q,ualitatis, cum Epitneto) hanc admonitionem in bona parte, et 

His blameless days were passed withia the neighbourhood of York, manemus vestri ver^. SubteectEABITati Shpea Nomujati. 

{More detail, but not, as will be seen, unessential, . - 

A dentist (so the neighbours said), a connoisseur of pork. 

{Tender stress on last word, Loeb Rosebeet in his telling speech at Glasgow, adapted 
Ah, could I have predicted then that I should deal a blow pease to his purpose and said, “ The policy of coneiliatio] 

Upon the bald but genial head of generous Uncle Joe I strained, hut droppeth as the gentle rain from Heaven.” B’ 

Now Uncle Joseph— mark me— sold (or rather “ purveyed ”) meat ; Saijsbhet and Mr. Baipohr would probably retort, “ Exac 

His veins with vital fluid were abnormally replete ; let it drop.” 

[ Close your eyes and shiver at this unpleasant reminiscence, 

I had not thought so old a man {unth a dazed air) — Enough I — Iet spite of Mr. Foewoob’s denxmeiation of Obstruction, i 

within the tank seem M get much Forwooder. 


-{with a dazed aw*)— Enough I — 


Loeb Rosebeet in his telling speech at Glasgow, adapted Shajks- 
PEAEE to his purpose and said, “ The policy of conciliation is not 
strained, hut droppeth as the gentle rain from Heaven.” But Lord 
Sausbhet and h&. Baipobe would probably retort, “Exactly; we 
let it drop.” 

Iet spite of Mr. Foewoob’s denxmeiation of Obstruction, we don’t 
seem M get much Forwooder. 


vox, xcn. 
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JEgle, Hesperia, Aretlmsa, tliere 
Monopoly mamtain, and wlio shall dare 
Dispute their triple and time-hononred sway ? 
And yet, and yet, there "be some bards who say 
Their numbers once were four, or five, or seven. 
Perish the notion ! Art’s seleotest heaven 
Must not be menaced in the name of Mob, 

Nought common (save the proletariat “ bob ”) 
Must there be thought of. Yet this Ladon looks 
A gentle monster, bland as Summer brooks 
That babble softly through the whispering sedge. 
Can this be the stern dragon Privilege, 

Grim guardian of the garden’s golden globes ? 

Oh, fair Hesperides, your fiowing robes 
Mav yet be brushed by contact of the crowd, 

If Hercules Reform should be allowed 
Into this sacred pleasaunce to intrude.' 

We ’ll hope that Hercules will not be rnde 
To such a dainty dragon, nor disturb 
The trio of sweet nymphs too much, but curb 
His furious force, and if some fruit he shake 
To earth, will do it tenderly, and take 
Only such apples from the tree as hold 
Too long, or are of pinchbeck, not of gold. 

So shall it prove that the true Hercules 
Is true friend to the true Hesperides. 


The Guardian of April 27 has this Advertisement 

A PENSION of £20 a Year for a poor Preaclier, under the 
Will of Sir James Lanoasteb, in the gift of the Skinners* 
Company, is Vacant.*’ 

What an overfiowing list of names would be sent in if 
the matter depended on the Congregations ! As it is, 
what professional would like to come forward and own 
himself a poor Preacher, or poor Actor, or jioor Singer ? 
Great is the company of the Preachers, still greater is 
that of the poor, and very poor, Preachers. 


NO ROSE WITHOUT A THORN(-EYCROrT). 

THOHionrcRorfs Spanish torpedo boat, 

Is the very fastest vessel afloat. 

If they run her aground, at speed, what ’s more, 
She’ll he the fastest vessel ashore. 

So whether ashore or whether afloat, 

She ’U ne’er be a torpid torpedo boat. 

But if ever she runs at our ships full speed-o, 
We hope she ’ll run over her own torpedo, 

And cut the record in going aloft, 

To keep up the honour of TsoKiffETCBoyT. 


CATECHISM EOS LONDONEKS, 

Q, What is a Premium ? 

A Premium is a Latin word meaning “prize” or 
“reward.” In London this reward is given by Land- 
lords to themselves out of the money of incoming 
Tenants. 

Q, Is a Premium a prize for good conduct ? 

A, Exclusively so. The good conduct consists iu allow- 
ing Tenants to live in London at all. 

Q. Is the moment when a house is taken the only 
occasion on which a Premium is exacted ? 

A, Not at aU. When a lease expires. Landlords, es- 
peoi^y Ducal ones (see Mr. Pratt’s eviaence before the 
Parliamentar 3 r Committee), often refuse to renew without 
a heaw Premium. 

Q. Is it a valid plea to say that this Premium is a 
repayment to the Landlord for improvements which he 
has kindly made in the house ? 

A, No; because the Landlord hardly ever makes any 
improvements. 

Q. Then, at any rate, Tenants of London houses can 
always have the advantage of a lease, if they like to pay 
a Premium for it ? 

A, Such is not the case. Some Ducal Landlords now 
exact Premiums, and at the same time refuse to grant 
leases. 

Q. Then the Tenant becomes a mere Tenant-at-will P 

A, Unless he prefers to become a Tenant-at-Won’t, 
and leaves the bouse in disgust. 

Q. Why do not all Tenants adopt the latter system ? 

A, Because to leave his place of business may mean 



MAKING “a clean BREAST OF IT.” 


Softhearted Old Lady {when she 'd heard the Story and assisted Applicant). “Djsae 
ME ! Ah, poor Mah ! you must indeed have gone through dreadful Trials.” 

Tramp, “I b'lieve ter, M’um !— an* what’s wus, Mum, I was al’ays 
Convicted ! ” 


to a tradesman the sacrifice of his “connection,” a fact of which Landlords 
take full advantage. 

Q. If a Tenant asked his Landlord for compensation for improvements 
executed by himself, what would the latter do ? 

A. Improve him ofl the estate, probably, 

Q. When a London Landlord destroys at one blow the value of a Trades- 
mau’s good-will, by refusing him a lease, and drives him to emigrate by 
I exacting a “ starvation rent,” what does he call the result to the Tenant? 

[ A, A happy re-lease. 

I Q. What is the theoretical foundation on which Ducal Landlords build 
their claim to rack-rent all occupiers who “ hold of ” them ? 

A. That it is entirely owing to their own careful attention and unremitting 
exertions that the soil of London is now of any value whatever. 

Q. And of what material is that foundation largely composed ? 

A. Portland Cement. 

Q. What would the Ducal monopoly of land and houses in the best situations 
in London be called in Chicago ? 

A, A** comer in rents.” 

Q. And what would be an appropiate name for the victim of this monopoly f 

A, A Oraund-Temut. 

Q. Although the Ducal system of “improving estates,” by turning out old 
Tenants and raising the rent to the utmost possible limit, may press hardly on 
individuals, do not these territorial magnates display a splendid example of 
public-spirited generosity and s^-denymg civic virtue which compensates for 
private loss? A. Scarcely^; 

TATrrvG Soundings.— last week applauded the successful trial trip of 
the belted cruiser Orlando. Good ; but what an inappropriately sounding name 
for a sMp, O'er Land 0! 

Golden Rule fob Ebench Officials who want to Roast an English- 
man. — “ First catch your Habe.” 
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DUMB-CRAMBO’S STRANGER’S GUIDE TO LONDON. 











Man shun House. 


The Stock Exchange. The British Muse— see ’um ? Gnashin ’all — Gal ’urry. 


All Butt Haul. 


EXTEACTED EROM 


coat-tails brought forward and carefully spread over thighs, arms 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT- folded, head bent, face like a mask. Might be asleep, a.iid again 

EXTEACTED EROM mightn’t. Glabstonb stretches himself out on bench, unblushingly 

m-rn? ■r^T*r»v iiir ti closes eyes, and looks fast asleep. But let someone misqtuote one of 

THE DIAHT OF TOBY, M.P. Ms Midlothian Speeches, and he ’ll learn whether he’s asleep or not. 

Souse of Commons^ Monday Nighty April 25. — Goschent had Smith, when roused, looks too furiously as if he had been awake all 
quite a pleasant evening all to Mmself. Budget Resolutions sub- the time.” 

mitted. Gladstone with Bower in button-hole and smile on face, What woke up Smith to-day was not sudden cheer or bm’st of 
blandly trampled on them. Goschen created Surplus by partly laughter. It was suggestion ot unparalleled audacity submitted to 
intermitting payment on Bebt. Gladstone shocked beyond measure Mm. Seems Smith has two Secretaries, one Jones, other Beown. 
by financial immorality ; but spoke rather ia sorrow than in anger. J. and B. spend leisure moments in writing to correspondents fierce 
Carefully refrained from declamation; maintained throughout con- philippics against the Opposition. Two of these got into papers; 
versational tone ; but heart evidently bleedmg at defection of one of Smith challenged as to their genuineness and authority. “ ftuite 
Ms oldest and most promising pupils. “Rachel weeping for her right,” he says; “ letters written on my behalf by my Secretaries, 
children was nothing to tMs,” said Hahcoxiet, with a suspicions Bnt I never saw them.” Didn’t know they had been written till 

sm£3.e. As for Goschen he broke down entirely ; wrung his hands, now brought under his notice. House aghast ^ at his confession, 

beat Ms breast, and at one moment seemed as n he were about to What might not happen, Jones and Beown firing round at large 
rend W, H. Smith’s garments. under the mask of the revered Smith ? Feeling of evident uneasi- 

TMa scene enough for mortal man to bear in one sitting. But ness stole over House. Ho man felt safe.^ “ Tell you what,” said 
there was another distinguished financier who had also suffered W. Davies, holding on to knees, and making himself look small as 
by reason of Goschen’s shortcomings. This was Geandolth, possible, “ what with forged letters going about, and Secretaries 
who had listened to Gladstone’s criticism with marked attention, siting in Ministers’ names unbeknown to them, Parliament isn’t a 
Occasionally encouraged that young novice by audible expression of bed of roses, nor yet all beer and skittles.” 

approval. How he took up the parable, and undertook to teach Yoi the rest of weary night debate on Second Reading of Coercion 
Goschen a thing or two. Only recently Geandolph has come out as Bill all over again on Motion to go into Committee. 

— _ - ^ YT" — ^ ^ J .M. T.. Y. • Y -irv • . 


a financial authority. House would not have been surprised to have Business done, — ^Hone. 

heard he had undertaken the control of the Army or the direction of Thursday, --I lIK Heali 

the Channel Fleet. Learned with mingled amusement and amaze- ^^eek. Says he 
ment that he was ChanceUox of the Exchequer. Held the position doesn’t resent his 
for a few months, and so qualified himself to lecture Goschen. suspension since it 
Q,uite a chance it wasn’t Gladstone that came under Ms ruthless opportu- 

criticism. Gladstone, however, in good luck. Geandoiph agreed JitvtoregardHouse 
with him in financial policy, and joined Mm in belabouring Goschen. f f j,gg]^ point of 

Yery ftmny to hear the stripling gravely discoursing Ways and Hever before 

Means, patronising Gladstone, speaking with modified respect of *to form such 

andstei^yreproTmgGosoHW. , just opinion of the ^ 

Old Mother Htjbbabd had brought down speech designed to correct xelati^ proportions ^ 
Goschen, and indicate where, even yet, after many disappointments, of occupants of 
a perfect Chancellor of the Exchequer TTeasnrv Bench 


Business done, — ^Hone. 

Thursday Healt back to-night, after'enforced>bsence of> 



was to be found. Curious to watch 
his face as Geandolph sported with 
I millions, and re-adjusted the Hational 
taxation. “ Why,” said the old gen- 
tleman, testily, “he was in petticoats 
when I first showed the House of Com- 
mons what a much better Chancellor 
of the Exchequer I would make than 
Disbaeli.” 

Business Budget Resolutions 

agreed to. 

Tuesday ,— saw W. H. Smith 
so thorougMy roused as to- 
night. As a rule, throughout 
successive crises succeeds in ^ 

preserving appearance of pro- 
found wisdom. Does not speak 
much, hut conveys impression 
that he tMnks the more. Some- 
times, after dinner, impassivity 
becomes sensibly more fixed. 

Grave suspicion that he’s ^ 

asleep strengthened by deter- \ 

minecL manner in which he ^ 

smiles when awakened by a „ 
cheer or burst of laughter. 

“Doesn’t do this nearly as 
wen as Dizzy or Gladstone,” 
says Dillwtn, who has 






“ Hot all Beer and Skittles.” 


Treasury Bench 
and Bench on other 
side of the table. 

Compulsory abs- 
ence not had effect 
of smootMng down 
acerbities.^ Beceett 
resumed intermin- 
able debate on Co- 
ercion Bill. Had 
not proceeded far 
in some congenial 
references to Mr. 

Pabnell, before Tim’s thun 
derous voice rolled through 
empty Chamber, calling him 
to order. 

“Order,” said Campbell 
Banneeman", sitting atten 

tive on the Front Bench, “is rx 3 • m: » i 

Tim’s first law.” “ Order w Tun’s first law.” 

John Dillon chimed in, and what Joseph Glllis calls the game 
of “ bncketting Beckett,” went merrily forward. Beckett’s speech 
i careMly prepared in privacy'of study ; all the points nicely arranged. 
Arguments put forward a hundred times in debate restated. Every- 
thing prepared for except interposition of Tim. This rather em- 
barrassing. Hungr on to Ms notes like drowning man at straw. Got 
more and more mixed, and final^ gave up, or as 0. Sykes in Ms 
miucing way put it, “ kicked the Beckett.” 

Gent-Davis not been heard of lately. Tells me he ’s Mt uwn new 
device wMeh he is at present practising. When he projects delivery 


watched both through many years, “ Through whole hour lookers- device wMeh he is at present practising. 'When he projects delivery 
I on not quite sure whether Dizzy was awake or asleep. Sat with of speech, prepares it m usual laborious form, and learns it off. Has 
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engaged on easy terms two gentlemen at present in depressed dr- 

cnmstanoes owing to flataess in the “ chucking out ” market. Calls ASPIRING AMATEURS. 

anSs’^opportundy interpolates cries of “ OhI Oh!” “ Shame ! ” a^^essed to an eminent Judge, a famous a celebrated to- 

“Buokshot!™ ThenW-l>ATiBflashesforthreparteeorolaimsthe gfon, ^d a gifted Novelist, with an inyitation that heshould^d 
pXtion of the Spi™, as case may be. Finds practice most use- complying 

+‘ti1 ia nlrAflilTr nWA rperaril i-n+.ftTmrk+jaTa xcn'fli iTiflifFArA’nftA. Onp. requCSb* 


fill, and is already able to regard interrapters with, indifference.^ One 
has proposed to vary proceedings by chucking him out in the middle Bear. My Lord, 
of his peroration. That course not yet parliamentary, so is dispensed I trust you will not consider me guilty of presumption 

with. ^ . -Ti when I inform you that I fancy, nay, am sure, that with a little 

business done . — ^House goes into Committee on Coercion Bill. coaching I conld make as good a Judge as your Ludship. It is true 

JW&y. -Found waiting me at honse letter in strange hand. 

Supposed it was appUoation for subscription to our Cricket Cluh, the a” i*h ^ 

Infimaiy. or the^perial Institute. Nothing of the sort. From 

BOTBAi,o BiLi.-andrmthus:— *^*1 ““ senmble that yoM Ludslup performs your duto 

“Say, Tobt, M.P. Heard of you. Going down to House at much ahihty. If I did mt heheve yon 'were a Tery go^ 
Six o’aook ; want you to show me round, wet ot shine.” ^ s^uld not ask von to teach me toe teohmoahties of 

Delighted. Always glad to see Distinguished Foreigner. B. B. 

turned up punctually. Striking figure. Tall ; large as to toe hat ; T sUmi-nv 

%teon?truS’o/^tKl^iu^^® ^Lttoo^¥rake myd^fs&he mSI^eUhkte. mm 

'pteCf /nSSfes yon toatlonceattendldaFancy Dress B^in toe horrow^r*^^^^^ 

hi. hi by afekrinj iiyht .<»h, h.ia' h, aitawi 

“ very lively just now,” I said, a little nervonsly, not know- Edward Smith, ^ 

inghowhe might take it. “Ten minntes to spare. Would you, Eespected Sir, . t ! 

now — ftbp-m — ^would yon like to go and have yonr hair cut ? I am sure you will be pleased to hear that for many years I 

B. B. looked at me in way that led me to change the subject. have been greatly delighted with the works of Art you have con- 
Q-ot B. B. in Distiuguished Strangers’ Gallery. Baltour (not tributed to the Boyal Academy. I have often looked at some of your 

Arthur) on legs, explaining Scotch law to animated andience. figure subjects, and whenever I have done so, have come to the con- 

Instantly fixed B. B.’s attention. elusion that I could do nearly as weU. Were I not naturally of a 

“Who’s that fellow with his scalp lifted, jahhering away at the modest disposition, perhaps I might put the matter more strongly in 
table?” he asked. my own recommendation. In early life I failed to “pass out” of 

“That.” I said, “is the former Lord Advocate for Scotland. A Woolwich either into the Engineers or the Gunners, and as it has 
very good fellow — everybody likes Mm.” ever been my ambition to write “E.A.” after mjr name, I thipk^I 

“ Then who lifted his scafo ? ” can accomplish the feat by turning Artist. My chief difficulty is in 

“ Ah, that ’s a mistake, ft ’s not what you think. It ’s a trick the details of the profession. I feel you can give me a helping hand, 
people, especially Barristers, have here of losing their hair in early and, for the sake of Art, will gladly do so. What I want to know is 
youth. We have no scalping here, and this is a way Nature has of this— which is longer, a head, a body, or a leg r I should also (as 1 
redressing the balance between the Old World and the New.” am colour blind) like to have a few hints about how* to paint a snn- 


redressing the balance between the Old World and the New.” am colour blmd) like to have a few hints about how to paint a snn- 

B. B. grunted, but evidently not satisfied. Presently began to set. Were I to master these technicalities, I feel sure that I snould 
unwind something from his waist. soon claim to sit in Burlington Honse as one of your colleagues, 

■ “What’s that?” I asked. Please let me know soon whether you will give me the necessary 

“ That ’s a lassoo,” he said, hints (yon can teach me the whole bag of tricks in ten minutes) as 

“ And what are you going to do ? ” failing Art, I think I shall go in for being an ^chbisbop, when it 

“ Going to fetch that chap up,” said B. B., steadily unwinding wiE be necessary for me to address a few lines in a similar stram to 
himself. AT XT, , ^ Cahtebburt. Tours truly, John Jones. 

Good Heavens! Here was a prospect. An ex-Lord Advocate jjj | 

lassoed from the g^ery and dragged across fioor of House, Yeb.t Dear Sir 

“Youem’t do it here,” I whispered, “you’ll catch the table. Pardon me for troubling you in the midst of your patients, 

Come, and I 11 show you a better place. but I am so sure that I can perform a surgical operation as well as 

Got B. out, wander^ about passages till lost ourselves, and finally j i^i ^j^e name of science, must refuse to apologise, 

got out into Palace Yard. B, didn’t seem to care to &o back, so j j ^ r^ast fowl without 

packed Mmself up again, and set ontfor the Wild West by Earls ^ difficulty, you will at once realise that I have already 
Court. , Pelt too shaken to return, and so home. mastered to a great extent the difficulties of anatomy. Por all that 

Business done.— ‘Von t know. j should like a few hints. Perhaps yon wiU let me know whether 

~ — — — you should use Chloroform or Ether, or what? I suppose, too, one 

1- 1.1 . IX J X -TTr -o r. I.* 4. hastogetsomepeculiarsortof lancet or other surgical instrument? 

Wordsworth very slightly, altered to W . E. G. on his way to j determined to get a Baronetcy for proficiency m snrge^, and 
B. B.’s Show:— . • -ur x as I am far too clever to undergo the drudgery of w^ing the 

« What, you axe steppmg Westward ? hospitals, &o., &c., I shall be much obHged if you wiU please give 

me a rougli idea of what is necessary. Tonro^^y, 


B. B.’s Show:— ^ • -nr * .jiu as I 'am far too clever to underM to 

« mat, you are ateppmg mstvardf hospitals, &c., &c., I shaU be mnoh obi 

“rny’tisavildishdestmy.” _ me a rough idea of what is necessary. Henbx BEhw. 

By tbe way, here was a Lake Poet who would have been in favour « Beer Sur 
of the Amhleside Bail way, for was he not the author of The After reading of yore hookes, I finds that I can rite sum 

Bxcurston^^ ? ^ Ynxe plots are sutmgly Mever, hut I cud think them 

ontt <iuyt as wel. Awl I wants is a int or Amt (I never can gett 
“The Anuel in the House” {J^eto Edition). — Colonel Saunder- them baches) abonte grammer and spelin, Wil yer dp me ? If yer 
SON, Mr. Tim Heaxy, or Mr. Billon. — ^wMchever you like, it seems does, why awl I can sai is luk oute for a secou^ Diceins or bur 
invidious to select, — and out of the House “ the Angel” is only one Warter Shot, cos I knows wots in me. Tures, &e., 

Pat-more. Charles Bobinson. 

^ ... _ « nr -n n 7 X UiTr. Punches Answer to the above.) 

Chanoe OF Name.— In consequence of Mr. Be Rutzen’s sentences ^ x_- x n x 

on the rowdy and dangerous self-styled Socialists, the worthy Magis- Mr. Punchy who has neither time nor inclmationto send a separate 

trate of Marylehone will be styled Mr. IJp-Bootsem. reply to each of the writers of the above letters, begs to deal with 

them hhc. He wishes to say that it is as easy for an ignorant 
dolt without training or aptitude to become in ten minutes, a Judge, 

Biuidity of the Revenue.— The Revenue must he in a bad way. a ^yal Academoian, wLd ^“form of 

Mr.Goscmardn.loregite“giadnalloss()f ail elMidoity.” It must, it « for 

therefore, have arrived at such a state of “tension” and “strained Charles^ Lucy ^ . 

relations” as hardly to be capable of being stretched any more. ^ once an Edmund ]^n or a 

that ease, how much longer any Chan^or of toe Exchequer he a fortohfs ooatoiM, and become at once an Jirairaro axis, or a 

aUe to niie both ends meet P Mrs.firDPOOT. T^riumsap. 




AN UNFEELING JOKE. 

Fair FqyMrian {coqmttisKly), ** What ! not ooing to keep a Hoksb this Season 1 Then wb shan’t have any more delight 
PUL Rides together T' Stout Adonis {with deep sentiment), “Ah, yes. I SHALL lose a great deal by not Riding !’* 

Facetums Youth, “Well, that won’t do you any harm ! Just a couple op Stone or so !” 


"EimNING THE GAUNTLET.” 

[Upwards of two hundred Amendments to the 
Crimes Bill appear on the notice paper.] 

Air — “ The King of the Cannibal Islands.^* 

Oh, hare you heard the news of late 
About a poor Bill in a parlous state, 

[ Whose sorrowful doom and whose pitiful fate 
It is to run the gauntlet ? 

Its foes wish to get the poor Bill in a fir, 

They long haye been trying their tactical 
tricks. 

They came down on its birth like a cartload 
of bricks, 

They surrounded its path like a ninefold Styx. 
Gladstone would smite it and Korzjst 
bang, 

Healey would slate it and Sexton slang, 
And now they have sworn, since the Bill 
they can*t hang, 

They '11 make it run the gauntlet. I 

By the Irish bhoys the Bill was cut, 

And when by the Cloture their mouths were 
shut, 

They swore, since they could not crack its nut, 
They 'd make it run the gauntlet. 

Two hundred handkerchiefs, luiotted, they 
had, 

And every hour to the number will add, 

Upon my word it is too bad, 

Enough to drive a poor little Bill mad. 

There was Biggar short and Russell tall, 
There was H, H. Fowler, with forty iu all, 
And they all of them swore on tiie Bill 
they would fall, 

And make it rua the gauntlet. 


In fact its foes were a regular host, ^ 

And the ruthless rascals made it their boast 
That the poor little BiR should give up the 
ghost 

Before it had run the gauntlet. 

Of fifty weapons were they bereft, 

Another fifty and more were left. 

The poor little Bill must indeed be swift. 

If to dodge their blows it should make shift. 
If it passed the fifty without a cropper, * 
Gladstone and Morley might put in a 
stower, 

Whilst JBarco-drt stood knotting an extra 
“ whopper,” 

For poor Bill running the gauntlet. 

With here a wallop and there a whack, 

One for his nob, and two for his back, 

They hedge the course and hang on the 
track 

Of this poor Bill running the gauntlet. 
Will he succeed in dodging them all ? 

Will he take his gruel without a squall ? 

Will he escape from their merciless thrall? 
Win he finish his course without a fall ? 

Then to his sponsors he ’R bring rehef , 

And of nine«Ryed oats prove the very 
chief, 

Although they treat like a welshing thief 
This BiR wno 's running the gauntlet. 


Dr. Oscar Lenz arrived last week in 
Brussels. There was at once a rash made for 
him by the Photographers, who had heard 
he was such a first-rate Lenz. However, as 
he poRtely explains, “he only Lenz his 
assistance to African Explorers.” 


THE ACADEMY BAlffOTET. 
{Summary of the Speeches last Saturday,) 

The Pbxncb returning thanks we always hear 
With pleasure, ever genial, terse, and clear. 
The Duke of Cambridge roused us like a hero ; 
Lord Hamilton reduced us aU to zero. 

Lord Salisbury gave us satire, meant to tell, 

‘ ‘Alas, poorTorick ! ” Ah ! we “ knewhim weR.” 
Professor Huxley's lecture rather bored us ; 
Sir George Trevelyan's brRliant speech 
restored us. [City, 

The Lord Mayor, speaking up for Art and 
Saidnaught of “ Painter's turtle,” more 's the 
pity. [every sinner 

Archbishop Canttjar preached : thought 
His Grace the lengthiest grace after dinner. 
The President, Past-Master of the art 
Of speech post-prandial, played weR his part. 
“ Oi pictures here,” said ne, “ we have a show 
Above the average far.” Yes, this is so. 

And Mr, Punch, this merry month of May, 
Drinks to Sir Frederick: Leighton, P.R.A. 

Wisdom is in aR the CouncRs of the Colo- 
nials. Wisdom is as Wisdom does. 

THE WOLFF. 

What does Wolfe, from hour to hour, 
With the tricksy Turkish Power ? 

Is Sir Henry fast asleep ? 

Watch for ever must he keep ? 

Wolff's long diplomatic prowl 
Makes John Bull begin to growl. 

Sweet Stamboul, and pleasant “ plunder! ” 
Is it aR a costly blunder ? 





RUNNING THE GAUNTLET. 
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MASSAGE HAPPY THOUGHT. 

Patient, “Seems haed woek ! Eh ?” 

Masseur. “Yessie, it is eathee hAed woek, Sie.” 

Patient. “Ah I It steikes me that if I week to Rxtb you now, instead 
OF TOXTR Rubbing me, I should get well in half the time ! ” 


OPINIOlSrS OF “RED SHIRT,” 

[Supplied Jyy Our Own Thought-BeadeT,) 

Hafts not given miicli attention to tlie Crimes BUI, but if it is something 
good to drink, heheve it isn’t np to Fire-water, 

Never been in the House of Lords, but prepared to bet that it ’s not equal 
to the Show at West Kensington. 

Don’t understand Magna Charta,but fancy it can’t beat Buffalo Bill’s show- 
cards. 

Never seen Home Rule, but sure it can’t surpass Faust at the Lyceum and 
The Butler at Toole’s Theatre, 

Never talked to Lord Salisbuet, so can’t say whether he ’s smarter than the 
Hon. W. F. Cody, 

Never interviewed by the Family of Nations, but consider they would have 
to run second to the Cowboys’ Band, especially when that society was playing 
“ Yankee Doodle^'* 

If asked again by Mr. Q-ladstontb whether I can see “ those similarities 
between Englishmen and Americans which might be expected to exist between 
kinsmen and brothers?” shall certainly once more reply, “Do not know so 
much about their being kinsmen and brothers.” 

Never met Mr. Gladstone in my life before, but reckon he ’s a first-rate 
hand at getting out a smart and high-toned advertisement. 


Trtttb states, that in consequence of the funds forwarded by chariteble 
readers to aid in sending poor London Children for a few weeks’ country air in 
summer-time, Mrs. Jeune was able to give four hundred and seventy-four of 
them a real country treat. Out of complnnent to this lady’s admirable exertions, 
the month of their holiday should be, evidently, June. The fulfilment of Jeune 
is better than The Promise of May, 


{It is not absolutely true that in consequence of his Artistio Joke in Bond 
Street, the Fiery Fueniss has applied for police protection. But it is a fact 
that being m want of a holiday after his work, our Caricaturist is going to 
“take himself off.” 


A Lay of Modem London, 

“ There are many known ways of disposing of house refuse ; 
but we are convinced that the very worst, the most stupid and 
dangerous, is that which seems to be immortal in London— the 
open cart, and the rotten basket.” — Lancet, 

The— -he whom euphemism’s courtly use 
Softens, in good society, to “ Deuce,” 

Groing his rounds in London, chanced to see 
In windows here and there a hig hlack “ D.” 

The longicaudate omnivagrant elf 
Thought it at first a summons to himself ; 

But at that moment on his startled ear 
There echoed through the street a sound of fear 
Raucously resonant, so vile a howl 
As never tiger on its nightly prowl 
Thundered upon the tympanum of Nox, 

Although the fiend is used to aural shocks, 

He shuddered at the shindy. “"What,” he cried, 

“ Can this be ? ” Then, with loud and loutish stride, 
With string-girt “cords” that left huge ankles bare, 
With much-fouled smock, and mass of matted hair. 
Lounged up a coarse colossus. With him went 
A nameless, nasty, most mephitic scent 
That Tophet could not parallel. It rose, 

Making his sable highness hold his noscj 

From a much-crusted cart piled high with— what ? 

“ quoth “ Old Nick, “may know — J’d rather not.” 

A March wind blew, and on that biting breeze 

Was borne a cloud that made you choke and sneeze, 

Sicken, expectorate — a foul simoom 

That might have whistled through the charnel’s gloom. 

“ Peripatetic pest I ” cried Lucifer, 

“ Who are you ? ” “ Whoy, oi he a doostman, Sur,” 
Q-rowled, huskily as Death with a catarrh, 

The brawny, big-mouthed mooncalf. “Oh I you are ?” 
Smiled the sardonic one. “ I see, I see, 

A sweeper-out of sepulchres I “ Not me,” 

CaHhan chuckled. Dust-hins he my mark.” 

“ Oh ! ” cried the fiend, still slightly in the dark. 
Further to question this stentorian pig 
Lucifer thought a little infra dig.. 

And so he watched him simply. Saw him call 
At a smart villa, trample through the hall, 

O’er the tiled forecourt, down the clean-swept stair, 
Leaving his hoh-nailed footmarks everywhere ; 

Saw him with spade and basket delve and thrust 
At a malodorous bin of so-called “ dust,” 

Dispersing fetid fumes at every stroke, 

Compared with which his Phlegethon’s own smoke 
Was summer fragrance ; heard him growl and jeer, 
Clamour for sixpenceSj and beg for beer ; 

Saw, at his loud disdain of “ tip ” or drink, 

The housewife tremble and the nousemaid shrink ; 

Saw him depart, and leave a dirty wreck 
Where, ere he came, was sweetness void of speck. 

Then, with piled cart, slung ladder, basket foul, 

Beheld the brute resume his noisome prowl, 

His sullen tramp, and intermittent howl. 

“ Well,” mocked the fiend, “ and this is what men call 
Civilisation ! Stench, stentorian bawl ; 

Despotic insolence that naught can please, 

Wandering noise and travelling disease. 

A dirty chaos in the neat home-nest. 

The streets a hunting-ground for old King Pest. 

Fancy proud Babylon dealing thus with ‘Dust,’ 

Without an insurrection of disgust ! 

’Tis yon big brute they summou by their * D ’ I 
Well, while he rules, why should they caR on Me ? ” 


A Fishing Q,uestion. — ^According to a leading article 
on ‘ ‘ Large Salmon ” : — 

“Muck in the natural history of the sahnon remains myste- 
rious. Wketker it feed or not during its annual visits to its 
native streams, is still a matter of controversy.*' 

If salmon don’t feed m fresh-water rivers, how is it 
th^ are fished for with rod and line ? When they rise at 
a ny don’t they mean to eat it? By what enticement 
hut that of a bait do they get themselves hooked P ^ Wm 
that point ever a matter of controversy, and does it still 
remam a mystery in the natural history of the salmon 
which naturalists acknowledge .themsmves unable to 
explain? 
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Kos. 229, 230. “Look out I— below!” Sir 
Frederick Leigkton, P.F.A. 

Unto ber window wildly did she go 
“Police!” Where was the Peeler? See below. 
With aching heart the curtain she drew back, 
When— upon aching head she felt a whack. 

JPoems hy Marry Mnis» 


Police!” Where was thePeeler? See below. No. 291. “ The Painter and his Model.” W(ery) Q(urious) Orchard- 

ith aching heart the curtain she drew back, son, B, A. «t Voo . t 

hen-upon aching head she felt a whack. ’ -rr 

^ Ji/ So ^^® following year. 

roems by Marry Joints. Mmself,) Luck in odd numbers-Anio Jubilee- 

1^0,12. Change for a Tenor* W. W. OuLESS, E. A. This is Divorce Court Series Number Three.” 


No. 23. 


My friends hare often told me I was so 
Like Mario— hut that was long ago. 

They said, I ^d carry all before me ! ” True. 

In years gone by I tried to,— now I do. 

From the Unsung Notes of a Tenore Itohusto* 
Tom Brownes JEolidays* F, S. Beaumont. 


No. 465. “ ’Ear ! ’Ear ! ” Sir J. E. 
Orchards ar^ Tairs {latest edition)* Millais, E. A. Alas! poor’Art-ington! 

No. 67. ^'Mayed with the yellows^ past cure / ” — Taming of JShreWj 
Act III., sc. 2. N. 0,. Orcfaedson, R.A. Note.— "Wonder if thig 
artist ever snfiers from “ the blues ” ? 

No. 994. “Afr. Stanley, I believe Professor HttbeetHee- 
XOMER, M.A. 

No. 680. Edwing Long, E.A., ^'pinhs-itJ^ 

No. 320. Concealment ; or, The Last Button off his Waistcoat, 
More ’s the Pettie I E. A. ! 

No. 367, John Bull, not John Bright* W. Dull Mobeis. 

No. 377, The Fretty Fugilist* Hitbeet Heekomee, A, 


Note.— W onder if this 
Professor HttbeetHee- 


No. 25:— To Sie J. E. Meliais. 

From all your pictures we select “ The Nest,^^ 

First Gkillery, Twenty-five, and hang the rest I 

Of Haetington and Eosebeet these two 
Portraits, who painted them ? Sir Everett ? You ! ! 


romaits. Who paintea them f torn You!! She haa put on the gloves ! Be on your guard I 

these portmts scarce recaU, It is a striking picture ! I ’m hit hard I ^ 

rir T ^ ^ recall at alL Impromptu by a Very Impressionablist* 

No. m* CheeJcyj or, The Amateur Actress* Minna Tatloe. “I No. 394. An Orange Lodge* A. Mooee. Encouraging Motto— 
cannot paint myself properly, the rouge will come in patches like this,” “ A* Moore omnia vincit*^^ 


No. 63. Fleasing Boubt* T. B, WiRGMAN. W. Fergus, M.D. 
{Ipq.)* ‘‘ Now I come to examine the Pharmacopoeia, I fancy I Ve not 
given him the right prescription. How funny f ” 


No. 416, Kyle^Akin to a Coloured Fhotograph, Beett, A. 

^0* 481, Whiteley* E. D. Oeivee. ‘‘They^ve kicked all the 
hlaok-lega out, so there ’s a chance for me,” 
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No. 525. Sulks and Satins. Gbegokt, A. 


No. 589. 

No. 703. 

— Colour, John Petxie, II.A. 

No. 716. Probably a Theatrical Puzzle 
Picture, symbolical of JK,uddygore,sjoA. Mrs. 
Beo-wn Pottee. Hon. John Colltee. 

No. 970. “0 Distemper 0 Morris J ’’ 


“ Warren! s Blacking,^^ 

“ All Sorts and Conditions 


AT THE BILLERIES. 


SOMEBODTS ENGAaEMENTS. 

Monday.— ‘Yisit to Madame Tussaud’s. 
Lecture “ Upon the Right of the Liberty of 
the Subject,” to be addressed to the occu- 
pants of the Chamber of Horrors. 

Tvresday. — Inspection of the contents of 
the Tower. Speech on “Parliamentary 
Armour— how to be used for defence or 
attack,” to be offered to the Ehights of the 
Horse Armoury. 

Wednesday. — Saunter through the Zoo- 
logical Gardens. Oration “ On the Brother- 
hood of the Great Human Eamily,” to be 
delivered in the Monkey House. 

Thursday. — ^Inspection of Olympia. JTm- 
promptu on “Politics going to the Dogs,” 
to beknocked off in the Sportsman’s ExM- 
bition. 

Gathering at the Crystal Palace. 
Reflections “ On Monarchsfrom the Earliest 
Times,” to be spoken to the Sovereigns in 
the Screen of Kings and Oueens. 

Saturday.— visit to the American 
Exhibition— continued conversation with j 
“ Red Shirt ” the Taciturn. 



TWO THEATRES. 

Mai>ams Favart has been revived at the 
Avenue Theatre. Miss Floeence St. John 
is the life and the soul of the piece. There 
is scarcely a laugh in it from beginning to 
end, and yet, years ago, we believe it was a 
success with the same prima donna^ Violet 
Cameeon, and M. Maeius. Mr. Aethuk 
Robeets, though playing Favart ^ is “not 
in it,” and does hardly anything with the 
mart. But if Miss St. John, Miss Phyllis 
Beoughton, — with one clever dance, — 
pretty faces, and some bright music are 
sufficient attractions, then the motto of this 
house at present might well be, “a Fair 
Field and no Favart.^’ Perhaps it is only 
a stop-gap until something Artnur-Robert- 
sonian can be produced, Fcibinson Crusoe 
was idiotic, but Roberts was very funny in 
it, which he most certainly isn’t as Favart. 
We are inclined to adapt CalihavUs doggerel, 
and sing:— 

“ Ban, Ban, Ca-Caliban, 

Avenue Theatre, ’Ave a new— piece ! ” 

At the Royalty Mr. Edouin has produced 
a farce called A Tragedy^ in which he him- 
self is droll enough, and it will make people 
laugh tni he gets something better. 

Many of Btjpealo Bill’s Indians, or Cow- 
boys, we are not sure which, attended, it is 
reported, a Presbyterian place of worship 
on Sunday. This looks as if there is some 
Scotch element from the Great Macaw clan 
among^ them. This, however, is not so, as 
we believe that, after visiting the Lyceum, 
they one and sR announcea their wish to 
be considered as Irvingites. The Indians 
are delighted, as they say, “We have now 
been face to face with the Great Mys-terry.” 


Mes. Ram wants to knowif “ The Cockney 
Isles ” are so called on account of the num- 
ber of Londoners touring there ? (N.B. — 
Her nephew is of opinion that the exc^ent 
lady was thinking of the “ Orkney Isles.”) 


“ Red Shirt,” Chief of the Seetou-at-West-Kensington Indians, ebceives a visit 
FROM '• Grand Old White Oollae,” alias “Strong Will,” Chief of the Oppee Sishun i 
Hinderuns. ' 

CHIEFS IN COUNCIL. 

From Our Own Special Earls Court Interpreter. 

The Distingnished Statesman and party had now arrived at the encampment, and it was 
explained to the illustrious Indian hero that the “ Great White Chief” was waiting to receive 
him without. In another instant “ Yellow Slippers,” ferocious in his war-paint and feathers, 
had sprung to the door of his tent with a wild war-whoop, aud, hrandishing his gleaming toma- 
hawk, signified, in the stingiDg accents of the Sioux dialeot, his readiness to meet all comers. 
There was some commotion among those assembled outside, hut it quickly subsided on the 
Trapper announcing, at the Distinguished Statesman’s request, that the “ ‘Great Wffite 
Father ’ had only come to have a little friendly talk over the peace pipe.” Upon hearing this, 
the Indian, eyeing his supposed rival disdainfully, drew his blanket moodily around him, and 
waited for the conversation to commence. 

“I had better put a poser to him, to open with,” observed the Distinguished Statesman, 
thoughtfully. - “ Ask him what, in his opinion, wRl be the probable effects of the forthcoming 
Show^ on the financial prospects of the General Omnibus Company, aud the Metropolitan 
District Railway respectively, and how he thinks the Shareholders of either undertaking will 
view the progress of the projected enterprise,” 

On this being translated to “ Yellow Slippers,” be only glared fiercely for a few minutes 
in the direction of the “ Great White Father,” and then shook his head. 

“ He does not understand,” explained the Trapper. 

“Dear me, that’s awkward,” rejoined the Distinguished Statesman, “for, wishing to 
impress him, I had arranged several complicated questions for his solution, Ha I hut I have 
them hinted at here in the notes for my luncheon speech. Suppose you just read him this, 

I fancy it mayn’t be very clear, for I haven’t quite made up my own mind what it all means, 
and so, no doubt, it will probably puzzle him.” 

I He handed a well-pencilled sheet of paper to the Trapper as he spoke. The latter 
proceeded forthwith to translate its contents to “ Yellow Slippers,” who, however, repeatedly 
shook his head at the various points, and gradually assumed an attitude of threateniBg 
defiance. Finally, on its conclusion, he instantly sprang to bis feet, and again giving a wild 
war-whoop, expressed bis desire to have done with palaver, and meet the “ Great White 
Father” in combat in the arena, either with tomahawk or lasso, and there discuss with him, in 
a language he could understand, matters rather more within his ordinary comprehension, ^ 

Affairs assuming, therefore, a rather threatening aspect, and “Yellow Slippers” being 
understood stiU to express a wish that instead of meeting the “Great White Father,” 
surrounded by pale faces, at West Kensington, he could only come across him alone on tne 
deserted plains of the real Wild West, the Disliiguished Statesman and party hastily withdrew, 
and retired to another part of the extensive grounds under the guidance of the courteous 
officials who accompanied them . 

The Aebest of M. SchnjbbblA — Trop de zele evidently. Pop, bang, fizzle, and froth. 

So mnch the better. Let “ the Pagny incident ” be remembered historically as the “ Sham- 
pagny incident.” 
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WAITING TERmCATION. 

The following letters, for the authenticity of which their tminis- 
takable signatures may he regarded as an nndisputed guarantee, 
having come, no matter how, into Mr^ JPuncNs possession, he pub- 
lishes them forthwith without further comment : — 

Mr DEAE Maequis, . 

Thahk you for the pretty present of Primroses, which 
arrived <inite safely, and with which I proceeded straightway to 
decorate my balcony most effectively. I join the League, believe me, 
with the greatest pleasure, and shall certamly, as you propose, instal 
a Habitation in East Mayo at the first possible opportunity. For the 
rest, take no account of my conduct in the House. I am obliged, 
for obvious reasons, to make some outward show on the other side. 
But that, you know, is only a ruse. When the Division comes, you 
will find, my dear MaT(iuis, that you have not counted in vain on the 
unflinching support of Yours devotedly, 


they can tell him how they got there. Having called in a Committee 
of Experts, he has of course satisfied himself that he knows what he 
is about, though he candidly admits, judging from a recent rather 
notorious experience, that this is not the same thing as satisfying 
eyerybody else. 

THE LANE AND THE GARDEN. 

'Drury Lane. — The Hose Garden is open. The Temple of Attottstus 
Dexteiolantis is occupied by Gael Hosa (Limited), and Mme. Mabjgb 
Hozb inaugurated the season — a short, but, we hope, a merry one — 
with Carmen. It is put on the Stage in a style worthy of the 



Mr Deae Sie, 

You evidently, in common with the rest of the British Public, 
have fallen into the trap artfully laid for you by the coloured posters, 
and are associating my advent in this country with the forthcoming 
performances of the Wild West Show about to he held at the 
jAmerican Exhibition shortly to he opened at Earl’s Court. Please 
dispel the idea from your mind, for my mission over here, which is a 
double one, is of a very different sort. In the first place I am the 
accredited agent of the Government of the United States to settle the 
Fisheries Dispute with the British Cabinet. In the second, lam the 
first living representative of the part of Mex^hisfopheles in my 
country, and I have come over here to show your Henet Ieving how 
he ought to do it. My reputed connection with the Indiana and 
Cowboys at Earl’s Court, you may, therefore, regard as the wildest 
can^rtf.— Yours faithfully, 



Mt Deae Genebax, 

Though I have not, for reasons~of policy, hitherto openly 
referred to the excellent movement yon have originated and organised, 
I cannot loimer refradn from assurmg you, that it has my heartiest 
approval. Ladeed, if you will send the drum and uniform down to 
Lambeth Palace, I will at once join your ranks, if only in the capacity 
of a humble Corporal. Only let me know when you have your next 
** drill” on down this way, and yon shall soon find that you may, on 
your parade, coimt on no more boisterous demonstrative and in- 
defatigable recruit than yours, sincerely, and enthusiastically, 




Deae Haecouet, 

Aetee mature and weighty consideration, I have determined 
to throw up the whole Irish game. The last argumenta used hy 
Sausbuey about the Crimes Bill strike me as conclusive. He 
makes out a strong, and, as I take it, an excellent case. You may, 
therefore, let Chambeblaih and Habtingion know that I unfiinch- 
ingly abandon in the future all former poiats of difference. Tell 
them I henceforth relegate “ Home Enle ” to the four winds. The 
news will not surprise them, as they know how little I am in the 
habit of being tenaciously wedded to my own views, and how ever 
open I am to the infinence of the fair and valid arguments of those 
who happen to be politically opposed to me. Ever yours, with much 
conviction, 



Deae Cochaioeum, 

Ie I had only known that yon would have published my 
tripping little note in the shape of an advertisement, how mucn 
better 1 could have made it. As it was, I read it in print with 
infinite satisfaction and delight. The whole thing struck me as 
in such excehent taste. But mind, dear hoy, the next time you 
want something of the kmd yon give me notice, and I promise 
you you shall have something veritably hors de ligne. Hoping you 
did enjoy the dinner. I am, yours eternally, 


As Mr. thinks it very probable that the foregoing 

riters will deny their own signatures,lie only has to ask them if 




Cull Bose, Sir ? 


Marie rose to the occasion as Carmen. 


Augustan age, and the Year of Jubilee. For Wednesday (to-day) 
the new Opera, Nordisa^ hy Mr. Coedee, is announced. Sursum 
Corder / Gael Hosa, Limited ! We anticipate success for this 
novelty. ** Corder thou art, and shalt be more hereafter ! ” — ^which, 
we believe, is in Macbeth^ but if in doubt, refer to Augustus 
Deueiolahus. 

Covent Garden . — ^That Leila and Carmen are hy the same com- 
poser is difficult to realise ; the latter being so full of catching melody 
that after a first hearing, anyone with half an ear comes away 
humming boldly, hut incorrectly, the Toreador contenio, and with a 
burning anxiety to recall something of the cigarette song,— while 
of the former not even a man with three correct ears for music could 
hum, or would think of humming, a bar of its music. 

Mile. Alma Fohsteom was a charming Leila, a sort of Yelled 
Prophetess the greatest interest in the piece being occasioned hy the 
curiosity in the house to seize any moment when accident or design 
should hft the veil and show her face. It was like watching for the 
cuckoo to come out of its little door in the clock when the hour 
strikes. Mile. Alma siugs and acts charmingly. M. Lhbbie was a 
picturesque ^wr^ra,— whatever Zurga may he, apparently King of 
the Fishermen. 

The opening is bright, but this promise is not fulfilled. There is a 
fine duet for Nadir (plenty of evident jokes on his name, which, 
however, do not occur in the Opera), a very solemn and effective 
prayer to Brahma, and a lively and telling finale to the First Act. 
Leila appears to be very iU-used hy the people who, after receiving 
her as a divinity “ to watch over and protect them,” immediately 
change their tone, and threaten her that if she falls in love she 
shall “ never again see sunrise.” She has, therefore, to get up early, 
and the others get up earlier, and everyone more or less falls in 
love with her, including three Fakirs — who do not sing the old 
Jack Shephard chorus of “Kix my dolly, pals, Fakex way”— 
with all their clean linen from the wash tied round their heads, and 
who are evidently suffering from' violent chill in consequence, as they 
pass a considerable portion of their time with their hands over a 
sacred fire. If they were dressed as three Q,uakers, after the style 
of Mr. Bareingtoh and Miss Jessie Bond in Ituddygore, the flame 
whereat they warm their hands might he the “ Sacred Lamp”— not 
the Red one — “ of Burlesque.” In fact, in these Fakirs, with their 
linen and drapery— the Three Linen-Drapers — ^the interest may be 
said to he centred. They never teU their love for Leila, hut they 
show it hy deeds ; for they take a pot-shot at Nadir, her lover, miss 
him, because the Linen-Drapers are not sportsmen, hut briag him 
in prisoner, and help to drag Leila away from his embrace. 

There is a fine jtnaZc to the Second Act, and an effective finish, hut. 
we should doubt whether popularity is in store for Leila and the 
Linen-Drapers, and whether any operatic Manager will rub his 
hands with pleasure, and say to himself, Leila 1 Good Bizet 
ness I ” 


Mbmoies of Count Beust by Baeon be Woems.— L ike “ Brave 
Peect,” Cotmt Beust is dead and “ food for Woems.” 


HOTICE. Rejected CoxamnnicatioiLS or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no owe bo retTimed, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception, . 
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MR. PUNCHES MANUAL FOR YOUNG RECITERS. 

AYothtg^ Man mth. a marked tendency to mildness skouldfand generally 
does) select for recitation pieces in which that admirahle guality forms the 
* smallest possible ingredient. It makes a little 

change tor him, while it affords his friends 
surprise and gratification of witnessing 
him in a new character. So the Poet this week 
-jlHr Ij-as constructed a piece which offers a highly 

effective character-part to the mild but am- 
^ bitious youth. It is called “The Coster,” and 

1 4 mL possibly be open to the 

\\\\\\ charge of coarseness. Perhaps they are coarse ; 

' must be remembered that a Coster 

is not a Chesterfield. This is an Age of Peal- 
/ ism, and True Art is ever naturalistic. How- 

ever, the Poet will undertake to forward, 
charge, alternative lines to any verses 
— which may be considered fairly liable to 

objection, for delivery in the suburbs and 

In reciting this :^em, it is of vital import- 
ance that you, the Young Man for whom it is 
intended, should let yourself go. For the 
/i ^ r^\ sS moment, remember that you are the Coster, 

?SSJ )^1 ISf) lill'l PI rugged, hoarse, brutal eveu—but with an 

“ Good is not the Word.” rabhit-skm 

Should you feel up to it, you might prepare yourself by turning up the 
bottoms of your trousers, tying a silk wrapper round your neck, and weariag 
your dress-coat inside out — it is not the usual costume of a Costermonger, hnt it 
helps to give you confidence and assists the illusion. Try to be as vulgar as you 
can : no one \ml mind, if they see tbe vulgarity is only assumed. 

With these preliminary hints we will proceed : — 

So yer want me to tell yer about it ? Well, yer don^t seem a bad sort o’ bloke. 

{This is addressed to an imaginary Intermewer*) 

Set down on the hedge o’ my barrer ; but mind yer don’t tip up the moke ! 

(“ Mohe^^ as you may he aioare^ is a donkey^ in this case an imaginary animal^ 
harnessed to an unseen harrow ; these little details render the whole thing 
so much more dramatic and vivid,) 

Yer kin stand me a drain when I ’m done, if yer Ze^e— there’s a public that ’s 
’andy by ; 

For this ’ere ’s a yarn as I never can spin without I gets ’naky and dry. 

{The least suggestion of pathos in this last line.) 

I ’m a rough kind o’ cove, but it ’s bin my pride as I’ve led a regular life ; 

For I’m niyer too tight of a Saturd^ night but what I kin wallop the wife. 

I ’m alius light’ arted iu liquor, and I fiing about things pretty free ; [spree ! 

But a ’ardworkiu’ man, at the end of the week,— well, he’s fond of a bit of a 
[If you intend to do this in Clapham or JBrixton, write for alternative verses.) 
So we lived werry ’appy together fur nigh upon fifteen year, 

And our ’ome was a bloomin’ ’umble ’ome, but the ’umblest ’ome kin be dear I 
{Rough pathos ; the epithet “ hloomirC ” is a little coarse {for Camberwell), hut 
you can go round and apologise for it afterwards.) 

And I got that sweet on the place. Sir, that— there— you may call it strange— 

If yer ’d orfered me Buckinim Palace, I ’m blowed if I think I ’d change ! 

{8lap your knee here with suppressed feeling.) 

But haH of a suddin my thoughts got turned the t’other way about ; 

I come upon one o’ them SoshaHst chaps, as stand at a corner and spout : 

“0 FeUer-workers au’ Friends,” says ne, “ Society ’s rotten an’ holler ! 

Thmk o’ yer comfortless ’omes,” he sez, “ and yer lives as is spent in squoller ! 
Think o’ the gorgeous gilded rooms as is howned by tbe bloated rich, [sioh ? 

With their c^pets, and sofies, and soft harm-cheers. Hev you got the ukes o’ 
These Swells is a wasteful extravagant set, as yer ’ll see for yerselves when you hear 
That they spends on soap in a single week what ’ud keep you a fortnight in beer 1 ” 
Well, he jawed away till he showed quite clear, what I ’d never believed till then— 
That the ’ome I ’ad bin so proud on was honly a ’orrible den I 
’Ow coidd it hever be anythink else but poverty-stricken and sordid, 

When it didn’t ’ave one o’ them luxuries rare of which I had bin defrordid? 

( Give thiswith passion, hut convey the idea that it relates to a hyegone state of mind.) 
Fur many a day, as I thought this out, I ’d take and cry like a child, 

And the Hght seemed all blowed out o’ my life, and its innercent pleasures spiled ! 
^d the longer I went on livin’ the lower my sperrits sunk, 

Till the Missus’s eyes weren’t black for a month, for I ’adn’t the ’art to git drunk I 
( This w another touch of Nature, hut is not recommended for Peckham.) 

I reelly believe if I ’adn’t bin roused I was goin’ to rack and to ruin, 

B^t I felt I must make a heffort some’ow, so I give a copper a doin’, 

^ had found my barrer a blockin’ the way, and they took me afore the beak,’' 
Who saw what I wanted was change of hair, and sent me to quod for a week. 

{Pause here, to mark the beginning of a new era.) 

Well, when I oome out at the hend o’ my time, I felt like a haltered cove ; 

As hack, with a chastened ’art, I sped to my hattio at Lisson Grove, 

^d I dambered up by the crazy stair, and I softly hopened the door. 

Then I started hack. . , . {This is your best dramatic effect. Work it'up.)' 

. . . There was nothink there the same as I ’d seen’it afore ! 

I couldn’t think for the turn I got, and fur wonderin’ 

“ What did it mean ? ” 

It made me shiver and shake for fright— fur the blessed 
fioor was clean / 

But I wentured in ; and I rubbed my heyes ; for darned 
ff it didn't seem, 

That either I couldn’t be right in my ’ed, or was in some 
orrible dream ! 

[Pause ; then continue, in a tone of concentrated horror.) 
Fur the room was painted a light pea-green (which the 
same is a culler I ’ates !), 

And, wherever you couldn’t get at ’em, was ’anging up 
blue and white plates ; 

The mantelpiece had a petticut on, and up on the winder- 
sill 

Was a mug o’ voilets, as smelt that loud as they werry 
nigh made 7ne ill ! 

The door was a doILop o’ Japanese fans, and the cupboard 
was ]^ainted white, 

And hover it some’un had sprinkled a job-lot o’ spadgers 
^ in flight ! 

A thing as they calls a “dodo,” on the walls was a 
runnin’ round, 

And my old gal was a settin’ asleep in a ruebub-cullered 
gowndl 

{Try to realise here how excessively all this would he 
calculated to annoy a Costermonger.) 

In my hqwn armoheer, as had got a coat of hoiiental red. 
And a big humberella was hupside down on the ceiling 
over her ’ed t 

Well, I routed her up in a mirmit and I sez : “ You We a 
nice cup o’ tea 1 

( Coarse again, htd characteristic-^risk it.) 

This ’ere is a pretty state o’ things for your ’usban’ to 
come in and see ! 

B’yer think I ’m a goin’ to set in a place as is on’y fit for 
Tom-fools ? 

With yer wickerwork cheers, and yer plants in pots, and 
these ’ere little three-legged stools 1 ” 

“ Why, Bill,” she sez, “ I should never ha’ thought as 
you’d fly in a teaiin’ passion, 

’Cause a kind old lady’s took in her head to do us up in 
the fashion I 

She thought it was jist what yer wanted so, and she 
never meant to insult yer, 

For this ’ere is luxoorious comfort, Bill,— it ’s what them 
asetics calls ‘ Culcher I ’ 

See, these little ‘hoccasional tables’ is for arternoontea 
and chat, 

Or for, when a gentleman’s callin’, to pnt down his 
chimleypot ’at; 

Them plates is considered * so de-corative,’ and so is the 
pots and pans, 

But I can’t recollect the partiokler good of the humberella 
and fans.” 

“ I dessay it’s werry genteel,” sez I, “but my notion o’ 
comfort it ainW. 

To live in a litter o’ stuff like this would aggerawate a 
saint ; 

I fancy I sees myself failin’ about when I’ve taken an 
extry drop, 

And a breakin’ my shins like a bloomin’ buE in a blessed 
Chiney shop. 

I’ll not have none of jit, Betsy,” I sez, and I chucked the 
lot of it out. 

And my ’art it throbbed with a honest pride as I see it go 
up the spout ! ^ 

{Give this with a spirited independence.) 

For we all on ns has our feelings, Sir, and mine was cruel 
hurt, 

To thi-nk as a swell could ha’ stooped so low as to rob a 
poor man of his dirt ! 

So I never anker for Ouloher now, or henvy the' harris- 
tocrats; 

I’m cored for life o’ the longing I ’ad for a roomful of 
brick-a-bats, 

Of spadgers and pea-green paint you will find in the attic 
’ardly a trace, 

And when my old woman and me has words — ^there’s 
aEus plenty o’, space ! 

That is all, but the author believes it will be faui^ to 
bristle with opportunities for the beginner. There is an 
alternative ending, in which the Costw is refined and 
redeemed by the gentle influences of his new surround- 
ings, but there really should be some limits to Katuralism. 


voi, xcai 
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AT A SMOKING CONCERT. 

Eerr Professor. “You HA.r A PwEMA.rgaplt bowbeful Foice, my 
Veent ! ” 

Sasso , “Yes? Do you think it will fill St. James’s Hall?” 
Eerr Professor. “Fill St. Chames’s Hall? Ach, my Yrbnt, it 
VIIX NOT ONLY FILL St. ChAMES’S HaLL— IT VILL E 2 iIFTY IT ! 


ALL ABOUT IT; 

OE, FOLLY GATBFIEED AS IT FLIES. 

Interior of a Suburban Railway Carriage. ’Well-Informed Passen- 
gers discovered discussing question of the hour. 

First WelUInformed Passenger [concluding a ludd exposition of 
the situation). Well, ttat^s why I say it’s a clear question of 
Privilege, and, what’s more, the House ought to haye yoted it so, as 
a zna^er of course. 


Besides there was no sort of precedent for it. If PAjaNEii wouldn’t 
speak, the Times was quite right to go at Dillon. Look at aU their 
revelations. Hot a soul has answered one of them as yet. Hot a 
soul, Sir, 

Third Well- Informed Passenger [putting' doion the Daily Hews), 
Ho, I should think not. It is well known that the whole thing is a 
pack of lies from heginning to end. It onght all to have come hef ore 
a Committee. That would have hurst their wind-hag for them. 

First Well-Informed Passenger, That ’s what Gladstoitb wanted 
to get at And he would have done it, too. 

Second Well-Informed Passenger, Gladstone! Why, he’s the 
head and front of the whole thing. He ’s in the very Hiiek of it. 
They ’re a party of thieves and cut-throats, Sir— that’s what they 
are. Just read what the Times says of them. 

Third Well-Informed Passenger, The Times^ indeed! They 
ought to haye had the Editor up at the Bar of the House, and have 
given him six months in the Clock Tower. 


Second Well-Informed Passenger, Honsense, Sir! The Times 
has behaved splendidly throughout the whole of this Irish busiuess. 

Third Well-Informed Passenger, Splendidly? Disgracefully! 
Why it’s well known that all those lying sensational articles were 
written to order by a disreputable Irish Peer, who was only too glad 
to get the job. 

First Well-Informed Passenger, Oh yes, I ’ye heard that. But 
they would have got that all out before a Committee. Gladstone 
knew well what he was about. 

Second Well-Informed Passenger, Pshaw, Sir! Gladstone? 
Why he doesn’t know whether he ’s on his head or on his heels. And 

I tell you what, if that man ever gets into power again 

\_lndulge$ in vague prophetic utterances, and is left disputing 
with First and Third Well-Informed Passengers over the 
futxcre of England generally as Scene closes. 


ROSES IN BLOOM. 

Old Hegro Melody— “L w&Zy 

Lively Rosa, Season come, 

Don’t you hear the band go turn, turn, turn ! 

Refrain, 

0 Rozb ! Marie Roze ! 

1 wish I may be Harris’d if I don’t love Roze I 

Recitative, 

Here ’s handsome Mabion Burton,^ she is, the belle 
Who plays the Gipsy Clueen, and, in Faust, Siehel. 

“ Burton” suggests a “ Basso ; ” — “ Bass ” were fitter, 

If names meant aught,— as she’s nor “ pale” nor “ bitter,” 
But a contralto sweet, she is, we meant, 

BuRTON-on-Stage, not Burton-upon-Trent. 

Refrain, 

0 Roze ! Marguerite Roze ! 

Lncky Edward Scovel to play Faust to Roze. 

Here inspiration ceases — for a while. It was delightful to hear 
once again The Bohemian Girl, and Carmen was put on the stage 
in such style, with real horses and mules, that the most exacting 
*• Toriador^^ must have been more than “ contento ” with the stage 
arrangements made by Augustus Dburiolanus Hispaniensis. Yet 
when we saw the Bullfighter going to the arena, it did not occur to 
us that they were in Spain, but on their way to Goring, Marie 
Rozb, in the gipsy scene, came in on horseback. Hever was Carmen 
so well mounted. Mr. Leslie Crotty as Marguerites Valentine 
(we’re in another Opera now) was excellent, with a touch of Santlet 
about him, of which he may be proud. The grouping for the death 
of Valentine excellent. After every Act there were plenty of calls, 
and every one was at home. Mr. Celli (evidently an abbreviation 
for Yioloncelli or Yermioelli) was very good as ’ Opheles (why not 
abbreviate Mephistopheles in keeping with Yermioelli ?), but some 
people who will make comparisons said, “not equal to Faubb,” 
How unfair! How can one man, as a solo, be expected to be 
equal to Fauee, who was a quartette in himself ? If anyone tells 
Mr. Yermi-Opheles this in an unpleasant way, let him step out 
and give him “ what Faure.” 

Chorus everyone— Chorus and Orchestra under M. Goosens first 
rate, 

Goosens, Goosens, gander, 

Orchestra don’t wander. 

But again inspiration stops, and we can only sing to the old negro 
melody : — 

Lively Rosa, season oonie. 

Lucky you have Harris for your chum, chum, chum ! 

Chorus, 

0 Roze, when we goes 

To Drury Lane, it ’s all Couleur de Rose / 


Very “ Extraordinary Tithes.” 

A Contemporary records a not clearly intelligible case of 

** Seizure por Tithes. — ^Three ricks of hay at Shhifield, Berks, belong- 
ing to the Rev. Bernard Body, clergyman of the Church of England, were 
distrained upon yesterday by the Bean and Chapter of Hereford, for JG60, 
tithes and expenses.” 

According to a popular Scottish proverb, “hawks winna’ pick oot 
hawks’ een.” This adage is evidently at fault if there is no mistake 
in the statement that a Dean and Chapter of the Established Church 
distrained for tithes upon produce belonging to a clergyman of them 
own cloth. And the matter is less excusable as it cannot be said 
that it hurts no Body. 



Mat U, 1887.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


231 



NOTICE TO QUIT (?) 

Colonist {to John Bull), ” I SAT, I wish you 'd tell Him to go away.” 


Eioqueitce and 'Wisdom. — The rejoicings recently performed at Pat’s Latest Complaint. — High rents and filing prices have 
Brnssels in celebration of the Zing’s second birthday, included a impoverished Irishmen ; or so they say. Yet it is not in a purely 
nautloal procession, commemorating an event in tne career of economical sense, but in a political and journalistic one, that the 
William the Sileht. “ Speech is silvern, and silence is golden” Parnellites are now complaining of “Hard Times 

indeed j but the admirers of Mr. Gladstone will shrink from no 

comparison between William the Silent, and William quite the -n. « a vxxi 

reverse. However, the Brussels function showed a pleasant way to Motto eos the Channel Tunnel Fanatics. A little more 
liquidate a Bill. than Watecn and less than kind.” 




AT THE BIEE OF BEER 
{By a Boet more Ale than Arty , ) 

What is pure Beer ? The heer that ’s brewed alone of malt and hops. 
To that is Ausopp’s limited—the beer brewed else all slops. 

Quassia, caltunba, guinea-grains, beer-drinkers may condemn. 

Yet though those bitters match not hops, there ’s little harm in them. 

But hops although the wise above all other herbs exalt, 

The element of all good beer essentially is malt. 

Of gentian mere infosionj to acknowledge truth compels, 

Much of your so-called bitter ale by many an X excels. 

Malt in the fine old English beer could BMUpot taste. 

Ho longer now I— the beverage of a Briton is debased. 

“ Home-brewed” hath superseded been by vile and vapid “ pale.” 
There *s none such stuff as “ stingo,” no, nor any “nut-brown ale,” 

Oh, for the sound malt liquor, and the brave strong beer of old. 

Like that near Covent G-arden which was once at “ Opflet’s ” sold ! 
Then was John Barleycorn your man, but now, alas, he’s dead, 

And the farmer’s fiowing tankard from the roadside inn hath fled ! 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTAAOTSI) raOH 

THE DIAEY OF TOBY, M.P. 


Souse of Commons^ Monday^ May 2,— Sir Cbulelles Foestee 
buzzing about House long before prayer-time. Alter prayers trot- 
ting round incessantly, ukied about half the Benches, including 
seat of Leader of Opposition. General impression that he had heard 
news of his hat, ^veral Members offered congratulations on happy 
event. Turned out to be misapprehension. Sir Chaexes about to 
make one of his rare public appearances as Chairman of Committee 
on Petitions. Happens only once or twice in history of a Parliament. 
A Private Bill disposed of, Sir Chaeles, amid impressive silence, 

; addressed Speaeeb at considerable length. Seems there has been a 
little game going on in respect of Petitions presented in favour of 
I Coal and Wine Dues. Hames of all classes of distinguished persons 
forged. “ W. H. Smith, of the Strand,” figures. So does “Joseph 
Biggae, Pork Merchant.” Hot less than seventeen horses, well 
known in the betting ring, represented as undertaking “ ever to 

t gay,” ^^fionouKiWe 

pointed to inquire 
matter. Intend to move, 
as an Amendment, that 
the practice of present- 
ing petitions to House be 
abolished. Is absolutely 
useless for practical pur- 
and contributory 

ercion Bill in Committee. 
Hot without flushes of 
liveliness. Quite ablaze 
when, after midnight, 
W. Bedmohd, rising 
with evident intention 
to embark on fresh 
course of incoherency, 
SMiTHmovedthe Closure. 
“ Shutting the Commit- 
tee up,” Chahce said, 
“as if he we putting 
up the shutters at oue of 
his own bookstalls.” Holah came back from Division Lobby aflame 
with math. Some young bloods of Conservative Party been jeering 
Opposition through glass door, where, years ago, they stood and 
howled at Gladstone. “Was that in order?” Holah asked, 
“ Certainly not,” said Cotjetitet, and Holah collapsed. Hothing 
like having an anthoritative opinion on points of order. 

Business done , — More Coercion Debate. 

noon came upon Chaeles Lewis at remote end. leaning over 
Twace wall tearing up someihing and throwing pieces in the rolling 
tide. Drawing nearer found it was an artichoke he was rmlHno- 


“What are you playing at,” I asked, “with your ‘Put itou,’ 

‘ Don’t.’ Is that the way you always take your artichoke ? ” 

“Ho,” he said, “Fact is I’m goiug to repeat my old game of 
moving for printer of newspaper to appear at Bar for breach of 
privilege. ITndecided whether to put on my white waistcoat or not. 
Kememhered the girl in the garden, don’t you know, so borrowed an 
artichoke out of Mtohen and left settlement of question to fate. But 
you put me out. I’ve lost count, and, if you ’ll excuse me, I’U 
begin again.” 

Suppose the last leaf was “ Don’t,” for when after questions Lewis 
rose on Question of Privilege he wore black waistcoat. The Times it 
seems has been running a-muck at John Dillon ; wanting to know 
what has become of his grandmother ; darkly hinting that Dillon 
could tell an’ he would. Lewis, inflamed with sudden indignation 
on behalf of Irish Member assailed, demands that printer of news- 
paper shall be brought to the Bar, Exultation in Irish camp. 
Consternation on Treasury Bench. 

“ I thonffht,” Smith growled, “ that when we made him a Baronet 
we’d shut him np. Suppose he now wants he a Baron.” 

Lewis, accustomed to being howled at, bent his head to storm, and 
pursued his way. Read a letter he had sent to J ohn Dillon. Began 
“ Sir Chaeles Lewis presents his compliments to Mr. Dillon.” 
Letter, two pages long, bristled with “Sir Chaeles Lewis.” At 
every repetition of title, made in unctuous tones, House went into 
conTOsions of laughter. Tim Healt brought up the white waist- 
coat of twelve years ago, and flaunted it in the new Barnet’s face. 
A bad time for the B. B. K. Be^an to see that he had played 
into hands of enemy. The Parnellites took his Motion, and 
v^emently clamoured that it should be carried without delay. His 
Conservative friends angry at being dragged through the mire. Hot 
lacking in pluck, and not unaccustomed to he misunderstood by the 
House of Commons. But all this too much to hear. So when Division 
called, “ the Hon. Barnet ” slunk away, and was seen no more. 

“ Ai, Toby ! ” he said as he passed out, “ things would have been 
different if I hadn’t fooled with that artichoke, but had at once put 
on the white waistcoat.” 

Business done , — ^Debate on Privilege adjourned. 

Wednesday,— Lisle,” said "Wileeid Lawson, back again 
from Southern climes, “ reminds me of nothing so much as a jack-in- 


“ Collapsed!^' 
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engross^ did not observe my improach. Started when I playfully 
mpped. his calf. Gracious, Toby,” he shouted, “ you shouldn’t 
do that sort of thing. Might have had me in thfi river.” 


De-Lisle-ah trying to shear the locks of the PameUite Samson. 

the-box. He is always popping up to say something disagreeable 
about the Parnellites ; gets a crack on the head and is once more 
shut up in the box,” 

Tip just now to report to the Speaeee one of Tannee’s gracious 
asides. Heard him, he tells the Speaeee, call gentlemen opposite 
a set of cads — cads with an adjective. 

“ My good man,” said Akees-Dotjglas, “ why should you go and 
do a thing like that. Haven’t we enough of what Tannee says when 
on his legs without you reporting what you overhear him say when 
he’s sitting down? Think it over.” Db Lisle said he would, and 
presented tiie Conservative Whip with a copy of his Bill designed to 
cut off American Money Supplies for the Land League. 

Business More squabbling on Privilege Question. 

Geandolph had rather bad quarter of an hour to- 
night, Bbadlahgh resumed Debate on Privilege. Been making 
study of Geandolph’s speeches on precedent Privilege Questions. 
As usual, embarrassment of riches in choice of contradiction. 

“ Geandolph,” EUecoijex says, (and he’s a judge,) “has great 
^ of saying what is convenient to-day without remembering yester- 
day or thinking of to-morrow.” 
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Bea3)lat 7GH did Hs work tmeommoiily well. Kept Ms temper 
when Gkaijdolph lost his, meeting: all conkadictions and denials 
with quotations from inexorable Hansard. The more Geaetdolph 


MODEL MANCHESTER! 


wxuLL julujui joLansara. Jine mure vjjaAJNJUuxiX'ja. r.n +1^^ ** 

wriggled ae more self-possessed and iuoisive Beadlatoh grew, and 

the iSore uproarious thi merriment of House. General ^pression ooUection of English modem 

that GBAirooneH had met something more than his match, and that / X , 

Beahlatoh had scored off long-Sanding account. Much more ® J V 

heated talk on the Privilege Question, hut- J? Tl 

jB«mess <fone.-None. never to ^ 

Friday . — House getting a little weary of 1 vll 

BKih Debate on Privilege. Some Uvely speaking to- 'k M,. 

night, hut great falling away I attendLce. kjl dSiSF A) 

Tm T^uirv lot on early, and carried war into “ .their citizenshnp, but it 

r#P enemy’s co^try. S]^ evidently uneasy f only lust to say ttat their 

tinder references to hook-stall coimections, Tm, tlr 1 

percriving^ ^vmtage,ruthlessly^msued^ go^ S-tik st^ 

4es off his hat, and bows l iM li^Pw 
to the Executive Committee in aE 

^ poor iole this, after alL Certainly not 

mi^ W Sot&i^it^ont’^efvf Ws’^eeMin'^ viewed^no4adisplayofESEsh , » 

Fwijee (who knows his Shakspewehohse^^ ^feyTen K^yS^ghSSsIs '/f 

» ^PL_ tAe Prince and tAe^rineefs; and !iM\ ’" vA IT 

TTW not quite himself. At outset, got en- go greatly pleased were the 4f ore- ■ ^ )/ 

I v\ representatives, that they , 11 

1 ParneMtesashackhoneofai^STOira ^ instifficient for \i[' f 

\^^/l that Eight Hon. Gentlem^ their private tow, and conse- i 

to®L^hhy,*md ^®^esmt"X® wnlf ^ ^ 

L.'m^mSk i,o«Tr The sun, no doubt receivmg a hint from Apollo, left London early in 

V m^ne whitewash his back- morning, to put in an appearance in Manchester later in the 

afternoon, ^ven in this there was evidence of the shine being taken 
;?;w ?i, the a^mpt, ^o^d he white^h ^ Birthpkoe of the Cockneys. Hnlike the Laureate’s play, 
«Tlunkingit^r^^7>tfi^™=L»’“ ® ® ^ the Promise of May was fully reaUsed. 

T> ■ j TT ctast ask SAuramMir. ir+»., 4 - In sdeoting Sir Joseph Lee for their Chairman, the organisers of 

Htmness dwe.-Honse decide attack of Ttmes on Pamellites not the gem of the Jubilee proved that they knew how to lay flieir hands 

Breach of Frivilege. . -cipon a jewel. They hronght a sure Lee to their hark, which, under 

h& guidance, could never suffer from wreckage on a lee-shore, 
Committee that Me. Djelom’s Enemies woxtld eeadiit Tote although leisure (and plenty of it) was certaLnly necessary for an 
EOE. — X Hanging Committee. adequate examination of aU the treasures of their Argosy, with its 

r^- .T — cargo of hetter-than-golden grain. Mr. Fumh frankly admits 

that his head teems with pleasant fancies that in Manchester were 
A DISMAL D.C.L. affairs of the sternest matter of fact. As he sits in his easy chair in 


** Thinking it over,’ 


Peoeessoe Febeman has been deploring the 


frivolity 
place wh( 


± 85, Fleet Street, a vision of the fairest work of the finest men rises 
• before Mm. He sees once more, with the matured successes, the 

aWtITIDP ..... . A'v 1 •* I It rt t* 


feeble imitation of London manners. If CoinwiN 
Smith, and Henet Win-oold Ievino both ^ive a 
lecture the same night, off goes the University to 
listen to the Actor, not the Professor ! Well, is not 
acting better than mere professing? Ko remedy in 
particular is proposed, except to boycott atMetics. ^e 
great athletic events are considered quite recognised 
Academic periods, and Mr. Feeeman would put a full 
stop to such periods. As for social meetings in the 
gardens attached to Colleges at Commem.-time, he 
isn’t a garden party himself, he says, and he won’t 
he a party to ’em. Concerts too, are frivolous, and 
will have to go, though these might have been thought 
to have some connection with sound learning. 
Altogether the Professor at the (Oxford) breakfast- 
table is a very gloomy kind of Professor indeed— 
makes quite a “free hreakf ast-table ” of it by Ms 
way of going on. If the other Professor, whose 
lecture was not properly attended and reported, 
agrees with him, he ought to change his name to 
Scoedwin Smith. Some day, perhaps, he will figure 
as Macahlat’s New Zealander, or Canadian, survey- 




^e products of that undoubted Briton— Bivieee. In black and 
wMte come the pencilled forms of Tenniel, SAMBOtrENE, Keane, and 
the Ftteniss, in the fax-off G-ainsborough (Ellery. Every work had 
been seen before ; hut, for all that, the Collection could he accurately 
called— and no doubt the same idea occurred to their EoyM 
Highnesses the Prince and Princess, as they walked through the 
Gallery, accompanied by the Chairman of the Arts Committee — 
AGf^NEW one. Then Mr. Punch recalls the sheen of the Silk Section, 
the point of the Irish Lace-makers, the case (rather a hard one) of 


||| 


imagination carries him back to ‘ Old Manchester and Old S^ord, 
IB which, truth to say, even in Ms reverie, seem more substantial than 
iH “ Old London.” 

jB So as this is the year of Jubilee, the Sage of j Fleet Street (who 
K is less green than all the other Sages) gives an additional word of 
advice. He says to would-he ExMbition Manufacturers not “ Go to 
Bath or to Jericho ” (as a disagreeable Sage might be induced to 
exclaim in a moment of passing irritability) ‘‘ but go to Manchester ! 
K If you really want a perfect article, a superb model, go to Man- 
Si Chester ! ” And to non-ExMhition-Manufaoturers, and the public 
^ generally, he offers the same advice. In all sober seriousness (wMeh 


as Macahlat’s New Zealander, or Canadian, survey- generally, he offers the same advice. In all sober seriousness (wMeh 

ing the site of Oxford from a broken arch of Magdalen is a very different tMng to, and must not be confounded with, iae- 

Bridge. Evidently Professor Fbeeman s idea of the briate dignity) he repeats, “ Go to Manchester ! ” And those who do 

sort of exercise fitted for students and tutors at a ^ Manchester, he will vouch for it, will not rest satisfied until 

University is to take a “ constitutional ” and discuss « -i r V incji Boyal Jubilee ExMbition. 

the exciting topic of the Anglo-Saxon Monarchy ; Lewis’s ■ - 

shortly to. he follow^, we helieye.br a comp^n joomaltos-aa J®®®?* 


Sir 0. Lewis’s 
Idea of Capital 


go to Manchester, he will vouch for it, wifi not rest satisfied until 
they have seen every inch of the Boyal Jubilee ExMbition. 


shortly ■ 


volume entitled the Jfay-queen of Phigland. *; Merry excellent 
and Wise,” is not the motto for this latest edition of | tion **TJn 
the Freeman^ s Journals 


■Doai- She has cautioned her Niece against them ; for although, as she says, 

“ .t .L.l--... OA'f rtf TtanTtiA ITAf. AHA AftTt Tint: 


.atest edition of tion ** finder the tobacconists nmy be a very respectable set of people, yet she cannot 
Clock” Tower, approve of their society exclusively. 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 

Servant, *‘Lady G-littee’s Carriage !” 

Son of the Kmse {tenderly ^ as 'he hands her Ladyship ont). ** Ah ! I 'te been waiting for this Moment all the Evening ! ’ 


WILD WEST-MINSTER! 

Air — * ‘ Do ym Jcen John Teel ? " 

Do you keu Arthur Peel iu the nightly fray ? 

Do you keu Arthur Peel at the break of day ? 

Do you think he won’t wish himself far far away. 

Ere the House rises early in the morning ? 

Chorus, 

For the sound of the Pats keeps us each from our bed, 
And the Tory horse bolts if you give him his head. 
And the row of the Rads, by sly Labouchere led. 

At Wild West-minster sounds until morning. 

Tes, I know .^rauR Peel, with his seat so true, 

And he needs it indeed on that buok-jumping screw, 
Which to ding ^thur Peel has done all that it knew, 
The bit and the bridle still scorning. 

Chorus , — ^For the sound, &o. 

Do yon keu Arthur Peel of the resolute will. 

And the “hand” that is worthy of Buffalo Bill ? 

Do you think the huok-jum^er would not like to spill 
The cool hand on its back ere the morning ? 
Chorus,— Too: the sound, &o. 

Tes, I know Arthur Peel for a rough-riding body, 

At handling a lo^e almost equal to Cody, 

And down Eke a hammer on noodle and noddy. 

Though kept iu the saddle till morning. 

For the sound, &c. 

Do you ken Arthur Peel with his snaffle so strong, 
Prepared for a contest that ’s dour and ding-dong. 

For a rally that 's sharp and a struggle that ’s long. 

Which may last all the night until morning ? 
Chortcs , — For the soiind, &e. 


Do you keu Arthur Peel with the spur at his heel, 

Which the stubbornest buck-jumper ’s bound for to feel, 

And flinch at the punishment dealt out by Peel, 

While Wild West-minster howls in the morning ? 
Chorus , — ^For the sound, &c. 

Yes, I know Arthur Peel as a chap who won’t shirk ; 

But his mount of to-day is a tiger, a Turk, 

And to break it to harness he ’ll have all his work. 

Though he leathers and spurs night and morning. 
Chorus, 

For the sound of its snorts and the pad of its feet 
Show this buck-jumping brute is a teaser to beat, 

Aud Peel wiU. do well 2 he still keeps his seat 

When Wild West-minster shuts some fine morning. 


HIGH (COURT) JINKS. 

The London lawyers have invited a thousand of their country 
brethren to a great feast in the Central Hall of the Royal Courts of 
Justice, kindly lent (for this occasion only) by Lord Chancellor 
Halsburt. It wiR be a case of the Town Mouse and the Country 
Mouse — in ur'bej'* as Tommy would say. But they mustn’t 
he too frolicsome in wrJe, or anywhere else. The London Solicitors 
have already subscribed £6000 towards the Bill of Costs. What 
costumes wiU the thousand lawyers wear at the dinner? Stuff 
gowns, to he sure. What a concourse of legal talent ! And very 
gallantly the feasters have taken five hundred seats at the theatees 
for the Solicitors’ ladies, so that while the lawyers stay (and dine) 
the ladies go to the play. Here is a conundrum, for this occasion, 
suggested by a discontented Barrister: — ^What is tbe difference 
between tbe attendants at the dinner, and members of tbe Junior 
Bar ? Tbe former will get fees for their waiting ; the latter will 
wait for their fees. 

N.B.— There is no truth in the report thaL as a special method 
of celebrating Her Majesty’s Jubilee, tbe London and Country 
Solicitors have unanimously agreed to charge no fees to clients for 
a whole twelvemonth. 
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EGBERT AT THE EOTAL ACADEMY DHOTER. 

I must say as the Paiuters of the Ii. 03 ral Academy had about as respektahel 
a lot of folks to eat and drink of their horsepitality on Satterd^ veek as I amost 
ever seed, outside the City. When you begins with four Royal Princes, and follers 
up with four Amhassaders, and a Lord Mare, and three or four Books, and Markisses 
and Earls by the skore, and Crowds of Artists, and sholes of Littery Men, he must 
he a prowd man indeed as doesn’t feel honoured by being one among ’em. 1 1 
regretted not to see no Aldermen, and I couldn’t learn nohows how the mistake 
occurd. They aUers addsadignertyto such meetings, and their long xpeiienee is 
alius waluahle. The Lobd Mabe, with his usual good nature, said as it was the 
most distinrashed assembly to he found in the MetroRypus, of coarse, when he 
said so, he shut his eyes to the glories of his own Manshun House. 

Our great and prime Minister, as sumbody called him, kept us all in a roar, 
though why he complained of the table for groaning, I coudn’t at all understand, 
though it was just a leetle rickety. He said as he was glad to see as his noble 
frend Lord John Manners had been hanged in his proper place, at which they all 
laughed, tho I thort it rather a unkind remark, till I looked round and seed as he 
ony meant his picter. His Lordship then, to my perfound estonishment, wentured 
to xcuse the failures of our Artists in making Stattys, by making lun of the 
f uU evening dress of the preset time ! and acshSly said as there was not a living 
man who would wentur to chissell such an atrocity, and if he did he wood go and 
commit suicide directly as it appeared in public ! Considering as I sees this lovely 
costoom nearly ewery evening, and that it is coppied in ewery partiekler from the 
full dress of an Hed Waiter, I wentures, with ail becoming umility, to place my 
opinion in direct opposishun to that of his Lordship. Praps a yeller primrose in the 
button-hole wood reconcile him to the despised s waller tale. 

I was glad to hear from so hi an authority, that the House of Lords by keeping 
regular hours and allowing nothink to hinterfere between them and their dinners, 
is enjoying a perfect state of saloohrity, while the pore House of Commons, as the 
result of neglecting this most important of all important dooties, and constantly 
swaUering down their cheap and not nice meals in haste and disoomfort, have 
become such a cantankerous, and quarrelsum, and abusive lot of Hem Peas as praps 
the world never saw before, and never hopes to see again. 

The Lord Mabe delited them all by telling ’em that in addition to the hutiful 
Stattys in the Egypshun HaU, the Copperashun had lately opened a little art 
HaUexy to which about 40,000 people had been, and that he hoped they shood have 
a fine gallery some day when they had jest got a little more money, at which they 
all cheered away like fun. What a wonderful man the Chairman must he, ana 
what a pity he isn’t in the House of Commons. ' I shood think he ’d estonish a good 
many on ’em. Hot content with having proposed no less than seven toastes^ he 
aoshaUy wound np the hole perceedings with rather a longish lecture on painting, 
which he finished by boasting that they now had no less than four skools where 
pnpils cond learn to paint from living moddels. I looked ard at the Bishops, hut as 

1 didn’t see a blnsh on their wenerahle features, I spose it ’sail right, otherwise 

hut I refranes. 

I may add that it was a remarkable good dinner, and so indeed it may well he, 
considering as the pore Painters only gits one a year. Robert. 


^^TJNDEE CONSIDERATION.” 

Rumour having been more or less busy on the subject of the forthcoming 
official “honours,” the foUowing current on dUs may he read with interest : — 

It is reported that in high quarters it has been determined that a large addition 
shall he made to the House of Lords, and that the creation of at least three hun- 
dred new Peerages, may he regarded as the minimum of honour contemplated in 
this direction. Some difficulty has, however, been experienced in the selection 
of suitable recipients, and though it was originally proposed to confer titles on the 
Chairmen of the leading Railway and Insurance Companies, all the members of the 
London School Board en hhc, and a large number of Common Councilmen, some 
modification of this plan may possibly he expected. 

Peerages are also talked of in connection with the names of Mr. Htndman, 
Messrs. Maskeltne and Coore, and Mr. Laboucheri;, to the last of whom a Duke- 
dom will he offered, to which, in graceful recognition of his mvestigation into the 
subject, it is said that a substantial perpetual hereditary pension will he attached.^ 

Baronetcies wOl he freely distributed to provincial Mayors and Aldermen, it 
having been decided that a contribution of not less than £5 to the local Cdehration 
Fund (following a precedent set by James the First) will entitle the donor to 
receive the honour. 

The Order of the Garter will he materially enlarged, several entirdy new 
Stalls being created expressly for the occasion, and of these, the names of Lord 
Alfred Paget and several other noble patrons of the Drama are mentioned 
as those of the probable occupiers. 

The Order of the Bath will also he largely recruited from the official classes, 
it having already been decided, as a preliminary step, to raise to the dimity of 
Military Knights Commanders of the Second Class the Beadles of the Burlin^on 
and Lowther Arcades respectively. 

In conclusion, it may he confidently stated that the salaries of the Archbishop 
of Cantebrurt, the Lord Mayor of London, Her Majesty’s Cabinet Ministers and 
Judges, and the Heads of all Departments, wiR he doubled, while the Lord Chan- 
cellor and the Spearer of the House of Commons wiR receive each a brand-new 
wig and set of robes, and the Chief Commissioner of PoRce a new cocked hat. 


Suited to a T.— In spite of the prediction of the Critics, Mr. Hobl’s Comedy, 
Tea, at the Criterion, was better than milk-and- Water. 


NORDISA. 

Air — “ The Widdy MaloneJ*' 

Did you hear of Nordisah first night ? 

A sight! 

Old Dmry ” choke fuR. First Act bright, 
And Rght. 

The Second was duU, 

But it wasn’t a muR, 

As an Avalanche put it aR right, 

We quite 

Screamed de Gus-tihus Harris in fright! 



Musical Tortoise-Shell Box, with moving figures worked hy 
the Thane of Corder. Scene for “ Kordisa.” Naught 
easier! {Oh!) 

The Third Act took place in a serve, 

Plants rare ! 

The Avalanche had arrived there. 

You stare ? 

And the storm being strong, 

Took N'ordisa along, 

And carried her in ’twixt the pair 
Who were 

Being married ! Oh my! what a scare! 

Then Oscar (M‘Gucrin), in throes 
Soon shows 

His heart is less false than his nose 
(/knows), 

Miss Burns becomes riled, 

And this makes Oscar wild, 

Reparation TTordisa he owes 

For woes 

He has caused, so he turns to propose. 

Then enter old man with a crook, 

Or hook. 

He ’s hither “ conducted by Cook ” 

(Ainslet Cook). 

He says NordVs mother, 

Was some sweR or other. 

Perhaps she ’s the heiress of Snoor— 

I ’R look, 

But I don’t think this is in the hook. 

My sentiments I wiR express, 

I guess : 

Nordisa needs cutting, confess 
If less 

There were of Act Two, 

Then to say would he true 
Rosa’s Corder has scored a success, 

Oh yes ! 

And in this we should aR acquiesce. 


Summary of the Wbpck Com3iissioners’ Report. 
— ^The Sea might he comparatively wreck-less were 
Seamen not snperlativdy reckless. 
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GROSVENOR GEMS. 




e#;. 





No. 75. The Ogress at the Stores, 
fresh Heads to-day, Ma’am ! ” 


Nos. iis ana 147- These form evidently 
one picture, to be entitled, “ CateLiug 
the Speaker’s Eye.” 



No.203. “Blisters!” TLe Chair-woman of 'the Groevenor GaUery. | Mr. PracHleanu from the Cify Press fJmt, at the Meeting 

of the Court of Common Council, a letter was read from the 
London Chamber of Commerce on the subject of the Defence 
of London in case of Invasion, followed by a letter from the 
Secretary of Lloyd’s, ofiering, on behalf of the Committee, to 
present to the Corporation a Ghin, recently recovered from 
H.M. ship Lutine, wrecked ofE the Coast of Holland in the 
year 1799, Thereupon a question was asked whether the 
said ancient Gun was to be considered as a first instalment 
towards the defence aforesaid; and elicited in reply “the 
loud laugh, that speaks the vacant mind.” 

Jifr, JPunch was not himself personally aware that there 
was any immediate danger of an invasion of London, except, 
indeed, by German Clerks, Bakers, and "Waiters ; but had 
he the knowledge, the fact that Her Most Gracious 
Majesty had in her loyal City a force of no less than three 
hundred well-matured Lieut^ants, all entitled to carry 
swords, if not, mdeed, to draw them, would have allayed 
his fears, until, indeed, he remembered that they were, by 
M®^<^holy marks them for her ova. Mr. No. 179 The Teetotum regiUation, exempt from service abroad, except in case of 
and Mrs, Gladstone solemnly keeping Primrose Day. ’ ’ Inva^n, ^Bnt, doubtless, their civic patriotism would 

■' ■ prevent them from taking advantage of any such thoughtful 

Pabuamtcvtaw PoArmrntRjy ^ -i. x provision, SO Mt. FuncJC 8 slumbers will not be disturbed 

Grimes Bill, de die in diem. {Bditwn for 1887).— Debates on. by ^y thought of a foreign foe invading his sanctuary at 

* 85, Fleet Street, B.C. 


THE CEIGKETEE^S CAEOL. 

(By an BntTvmmt) 

Hooray ! Cricket gossip once more fires the blood, 

And the footballer flounders no more in the mud. 

The turf is no longer all hummocks and holes, 

And the wickets again take the place of the goals. 

Once more come the rollers, once more moves the chalk. 
Once more from the tent do the fiannel-clad walk. 

The trees are half leafless, the meadows are damp. 

And one pines, at the stumps, for goloshes and gamp. 
The umpire looks frigid, the lougstop seems frozen, 

Out very best hat can’t score more than a dozen ; 

As yet though ’tis only the middle of May, 

And this is our climate’s peculiar way. 

No matter I At least we ’re again in the field, 

Which the zealots of “ passing ” and “ dribbling ” mu&t 
yield. 

The turf will get dry in a month, or say two, 

And the sky, not our noses, be bonnily blue. 

We can feel the old glorious heart-thrilliug charm, 

The Pavilion of striding from, bat under arm. 

And hiding the tremor our bosom which moves, 

By fumbling away at our pads.or our gloves. 

The Oracles fire on their critical holts, 

And the Marylehone Club plays the Middlesex Colts. 
Great slogs I what is life worth unless one can see, 

Once or twice in a week say, great W. G. 

Knock up a square hundred, or Read at the stumps, 

Give the Yorkshiremeu gruel, and Lancashire jumps ? 
The Newspapers now will no longer be bores, 

There is something to read every morning— the scores. 
For Dillon I don’t care a duck’s egg, not I, 

Or whether Brum Joe goes to Putney or Skye, 

The G. 0. M.’s gabble seems long-winded rot, 

And if I understand Mr. Smith, I ’ll be shot. 

But oh I that account of the M, C. C. Match 
Of Shrewsbury’s century, Lohmann’s great catch, 

The skyer that Thornton sent out of the ground, 

And the way little Abel “ despatched ’em all round ” I 

By jiugo it warms up one’s heart in a way 

That the East wiud can’t neutralise— even in May, 

Oh I come along Summer, my soul ’s in a hurry 
To see whether Notts will he walloped by Surrey, 

If Kent wiR pull up, or the Tykes take first place, 

Or if Gloucester successes will gladden “ old Grace,” 
Whether W. G. will this season be seen 
Leviathan still, unsurpassed, ever green ; 

"Whether Stoddart again will play up to his form, 

And Lobmann for Surrey’s worst foes make it warm ; 
Which of the two Reads will see best of the fun, 
Whether Shaw will go ofi, or young Pougher come on. 
All this, and much more, I am anxious to know. 

We ’ve at last, as I hope, said good-bye to the snow. 

And though it is chilly and damp— in fact, May— 

The fresh Cricket-Season has started. Hooray ! I ! 


PROBABLE INVASION OF LONDON.' 






No. 188. Melancholy marks them for ker ova. Mr. 
and Mrs. Gladstone solemnly keeping Primrose Day. 


No. 179, The Teetotum. 
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SONG AND SHOUT. 

“ Lohengrin has been definitively withdrawn from the Eden 
Theatre in Paris .” — Daily News, 

PooE Lohengrin I What chance has Art’s Swan- 
song 

Against the blatant bellowing of the throng, 

E ’en in Art-loving Paris ? 

She prates of Art pour Art^'* sweet Culture’s joy, 
But finds a shrieking sweep and butcher- boy 
More than a match for Charis. 

The gamin's clamorous chauvinism finds 
Far readier echoes in Parisian minds 
Than the bewitching song 
That stole across the Rhine. That 8ilvery''strain, 
Heard by the stranger waters of the Seine, 

Fires the’hysterio throng. 

Parisians of the pavement, rowdy ring, 

Is patriotism the Boeotian thing 
Your stupid shouts proclaim it ? 

The hero virtue, shorn of manly sense, 

Is slain by those who, fierce in its defence, 

Degrade it and defame it. 

0 brainless Hate ! A more enduring curse 
Than despot’s dungeon, or than Mammon’s purse, 

In your blind fury clings 
To all earth’s peoples, with a closer hold 
Than the corrupting leprosy of gold, 

Or plague of tyrant kings. 


Though the Captain of the Victoria urged in his 
defence the silence of the fog-horn, the Court very 
properly adjudged that if, instead of listening for the 
sounding of this, he had only attempted a little sounding 
on his own account, aU might have been well. And this 
is sound judgment. It is certain that on receiving no 
communication from the shore, he ought himself to have 
lost no time in dropping it a line. This would at once 
have got to the bottom of the matter, and saved his vessel 
from that ultimate grounding on which the whole charge j 
against him of defective seamanship is based. < 


Dancoe for the Timjss, to be IisrDULGED nr by Me. 
Walteb, M.P.— “ Covering the Buckle.” 





THE AMATEURS. 

Suhwrhm Roscius, ”Ah, I SAW YOU WERE AT OUR ' TheateioAls ’ the other 
NIGHT. How DID YOU LIKE MY ASSUMPTION GF EaMLET ? ’* 

Candid Friend, “ My dear F’llae— grbat’st Piece of Assumption I ever 
SAW i’ m’ life I ” 


A MAT MEMOET. 

Hothing to do to-day. How for a joUy ramble in the connt^! 
How delightful wiH he the peaceful quiet of the fields after the in 
of London ! Buds just appearing ! Spring’s delights ! 

In the country-twenty miles from Town. Country a little damp. 
How the mud does stick to one’s boots ! Why can’t they lay a pave- 
ment across a ploughed field ? Should strike for that hul, only I see 
a hu^e ugly building erected on it. Probably it’s an Asylnm, All 
the lulls round do seem to have Asylums or Orphanages, or something 
of the kind;— philanthropic, but spoils the picturesque effect. 

There ’s a nasty looking man-two of them— just over that hedge. 


and Fido is disturbing their nets. Wish he had broken them. They’ve 
got a row of tiny cages, with imprisoned larks hopping from side 
to side, and a lot of nets, with decoy birds tied by theleg underneath. 
And they say England is a country of kindness to animals ! 

Remember suddenly that there ’s some law about snaring birds. A 
“ close time,” when they can't be snared. Q,uestion is, when is the 


they are now swearing at me for standmg so near, and there’s no 
policeman anywhere within two miles. 

Pass hurriedly on. If people who are idiots enough to Hke having 

wild birds in cages, were to see them hemg snared, would they 

Hullo! What’s that noise? It’s certamly some animal snorting, | 
or roaring! Can it be the panther I read about, which escaped from 
a menagerie ? Or was that in France ? Wish I had a better memory, i 

Ho, it ’b not a panther— it’s a herd of buRs. They’ve seen Fido, j 
and are making straight for him ! This is becoming alarming. 
Rather wish I was safe back in the London streets. Don’t get nasty 
bird-snarers and horrid bulls there. 


Dndignified to retreat, but obliged to do it. Hever ran so fast in ! 
my life. See a stile at end of field, and make for it. Hear one bull 
snorting just behind me. Believe he’s mad! Oh, tohy doesn’t 
Warren muzzle the bulls ? Would be much greater success than 
his attempts to muzzle the dogs. Why do they let bulls feed in fields 
where there ’s a public footpath ? What a lot of thoughts can he 
compressed into a few minutes when one’s flying for one’s life across 
a ploughed field ! Find myself wondering, supposing I ’m killed by 
this beastly bull, whether my Executors wiR brmg an action against 
the bull’s owner — also what sort of an obituary notice that snob 
Q-ubbins, who is always so unfair to me, will put in his newspaj^r. 
Fling myself wildly at the stile. Assisted over by the bull. Lie 
very much shattered, on other side. 

A brute of a bailiff, or gamekeeper, or somebody, comes up— tells 
me I’m trespassing! Refer him to the bull for all explanations. 

A s ir biTn why savage wild beasts are allowed to roam where there ’s 
a right of way? He replies, “There ain’t no right of way,”^d 
says the bulls are put to terrify poachers. But I'm not a poacher, 

I teU him. Bailiff doesn’t say anything, but looks at Fido, 
begins whistling a tune. Annoying. Have finally to give bailiff — 
or is he a gamekeeper ? — half-a-crown to show me nearest way to 
Station, to which I manage to crawl with my hat battered, coat tom, 
body bruised all over, and nerves ruined. Catch me t akin g a country 
walk again ! . 

Privilege. 

What Privilege is or is not no one cares, 

The casuists all by Party zeal are led. ^ 

But oh ! their dreary bout of splitting hairs, 

Gives me a splitting head ! 

CoiruNBRUM FOR THE S. E. R, — WHch is the easiest way for a 
Shareholder to spell Ultra vires f — ^With a E!at I 
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THE LATEST FASHION IN PARLIAMENTARY CARDS. 


aim, 

OLt JSlomey 

Mondcfys^ Wednesdays, and Saturdays. 


PISTOLS and coffee 
7 TO S AM. 


(Specimen.) 


"GIVE US BOLD ADVEETISEMENT.” th^ughf ^ 

Shakspeahe, Until you know not what you say, 

UuEiNG the last few weeks, under the title of “Strange True And care not what you do. 
Stories of To-day,” an eyening paper has been publishing a tale of a On lip and brow the laughter 
very dreadful character. Whether the appearance of this painful lurks 

narrative (into which are introduced real names of living persons and , To dazzle and surprise, ^ 


SPRING SONG. 

(j5y Lightly Turner.) 

The weight that crushed the And can I then forget those eyes 
shrinking buds Beneath the clustering curls — 

Is lifted from the earth, Those lambent glances of surprise 

The soft South wind sets free the At praise of other girls I 
floods Or that supremacy o± grace 

That fill the land with mirth. I notice more and more, 

Sweet April melts in happy tears, The lucid candour of her face 
As maiden pride breaks down ; When corner’d by a bore. 

And, more than I have loved for 

years, • 'W'hile the sweet world meets 

This year I love Miss Beowh. 

Still earlier, day by day. 

With shining eyes of azure-grey And writes in daisies on the lawn 
She looks you through and W^at poets cannot say ; 
through. While baby birds in every nest 

Until you know not what you say. The feathered patience crown. 

And care not what you do. StHl, with Spring’s early promise 
On lip and brow the laughter blest, 

lurks I ^11 only love Miss Beownt. 


narrauve imxo WHICH are inuroauceu real ju.a.mt5» ui xiviutf pciaujuaauu. ^ j: j. £ 

apparently faithful records of actual events) will be of substantial As when the ur ohm’s mrror jerks But when the solemn feet of | 
service to the cause of morality is a question that is being mooted in The sunlight m one s eyes. a j 

i Wo W .ot why. we know not Whenll SlSwith 

Theft-fa^roha^ AndVko^ the blue ; . 

those we may appropriately term the lovers of useful publicity. Should prompt at last the fatal When the white rose s gracious 

vow, ups 


THE CAB ACCIDENT IN THE OLD KENT EOAD. 

Chapter Kill . — Among the London Lawyers. 

Thus far we have traced the career of the unfortunate Bnx 
BEOWH—unfortunate chiefly in being the driver of a hackney 
carriage— in the streets of London. Now we see the battle trans- 
ferred to another arena, iu which the combatants no longer engage 
in hand-to-hand encounters, in strange oaths, in startling assevera- 
tions, but where the combat is waged by legal champions in Courts 
of Justice. Bill Beownt was charged before the Lord Mayor. 


vow. 

And curve the dallying arm, 


Are delicately wet, 


Why nestling love springs up. And the star-gazing lover trips 


full-fledged. 

And flouts the chilling frown — _ ... , , , 

I only know that I am pledged When, like a skylark, soars the 

For ever to Miss Brown. , 

And through the shaded room 

Yet ruth restrains the bounding The fragrant drought of trodden 
joy grass 

And curbs the flying pen, Blends with the rose’s bloom ; 

T_ 1 J-I-*- Tm i r . 1 . 


Across the tennis-net,— 


grass 

Blends with the rose’s bloom ; 


Bill Brown did not know what to do, or where to turn. Therefore In t hinkin g t hia AT^n ny When on the sunny lawn she 
he was afraid of the Lord Mayor. ^ Some good genius sent him to A lot of other men. gleams 

the Kestaurant. Here he obtained a most excellent dinner for For why should others’ visions die In white pellucid gown, 


three-and-sixpenoe, consisting of two soups, two fishes, two entrees.^ Aud other hopes siuk down It will have gone the way of 
[ two joints, sweets, vegetables, and cheese. The wine, too, was To mere domestic calm, while I dreams— 

admirable, and, although not able to purchase any himself, he was Monopolise Miss Brown ? My passion for Miss Brown. 

informed by connoisseurs that brand of dry champagne, at 48e. ======================== 

a dozen, was equal to Perrier Jouet of ’74. Leavmg the 

Restaurant, Bill, now thoroughly refreshed by the excellent meal , Cause and Erfect.— Mr. Henry Irving- has recently been de- 
of which he had partaken, walked along the Strand, looking listlessly lighting the town with his finished (alas I in more senses than one, 

into the shop-windows. He noticed the watches in ’s, those as the bill has had to he changed to admit of other revivals) perform- 

matvelLous time-keepers that are the wonders of the world. Then he auce of Mathias, With the instinct of a true Artist, the sequel he 
tumed Ms eyes iu the direction of those exceUent riding-habits that added to the Bells was a Jingle, 

only the skilful cutters of Messrs. & Co. can turn out ; aud 

l^tly, Cabmaa-Iike, be b^ a good loajt stare at tbe artistic stationery Moiro fob a Mat Weloome.— ‘ ‘ "Witb all my Art 1 " 

of , which can he ohtamed at a discount of ten per cent, if paid - 


Motto for a May Welcome. — “With all my Art I 


VJU • VTJAXUJUL VaXL UC VUUOfJJJkCU. CVU Of U^0VVUJLLI,l UJL VCiJL Vvlivt lip ^Olvl ^ 

I for on delivery. 

Chapter XIY . — Adding Insult to Injury, 

Bill Brown was asked to plead in Ms own defence I What could 
he do ? He had no defence. Still, he was an Englishman, and, as 

an Englishman, was proud of the eutertaiumeut at the Theatre, 

where ne heard and with an exquisite delight that baffles 

description. So he kept an eloquent silence, wMch might have meant 
anything. In that silence was contained secret allusions to the bene- 
fits to be obtained from hair-oil, and cure for toothache. 

He did not speak, because Ms heart was too fuH, and he was thinking 
of the days when on the street-hoardings he had seen the “ Moon- 
light Plate-Powder ” and the “ Hottentot Cigarettes.’^ So he kept 
Ms counsel, and was silent. He felt that if he called a spade a 

spade he would have to admit that coffee was the best, that 

coals lasted longer than any other, that there was nothing to 

equal composite candles. So he was silent, and was committed 

for trial. 

\_To he continued. Applications for appearances in the story to 
he made to the Manager of the Mutual Advantage Depart- 
ment. Terms easy , . 

Elementary Teachers, 

Thdotj;^ lightning, rain, and Cutting, biting as it blows, 

bau, [snow. Tbrougb tbe tiniest ohiiis and 

Storm and tempest, frost and holes! 

I E^t wmd of rheumatic ail Lessons taught by scanty clothes, 

Feeimgly will let you know ; Poverty and want of coals I 


AMERICAN DRINKS. 

Oonsiderahly Mixed hy D, Cramho, Junior, 



im 








Prairie ’Oyster. 


Maiden Blush. 




Pick Me Up. 


Gin Smash. 


0^ NOTICE. Rejected Co mmuTu cations or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Hatter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no cw he returned, not even when accompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there wiU be no exception. ^ *■ i j rr 
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MR. PUNCH’S MANUAL POR YOUNG RECITERS. 

NatjticaIi Recitations are always deservedly popular, and Hfr. PuncVs 
Poet has accordingly constructed one upon the lines of a very stirring 
celebrated model which is possibly not unknown to his pupils. Here is the 
very distant imitation : — 

The Weecb: oe the Steamship '‘PTnETiir.” 

Tell you a story, Children 'Well, gather around my knee, 

And I T1 see if I cannot thrill you (though you^re torpid after your tea) 

With a moving tale of a shipwreck, and — should you refrain from sleep. 

For the cake was a little bit heavy— I hatter myself you’ll weep ! 

You all know Kensington G-ardens, and some of you, I T1 be bound, 

_ . , [.Conversational, pleasant delivery » 

Have stood by the level margin of the Pond that ’s entitled Pound” ! 

’Tis a pleasant place on a Summer day, when the air is laden with balm, 

n . I . . [ With a subdued sniff. 

And tne snowy sails are renected clear in a mirror of hawless calm. 

Well ! it isn’t like that in the Winter, when the Gardens are shut at four, 

And a wind is lashing the water, and driving the ducks ashore, 

Ah ! the Pond can look black and cruel then, with its waves running inches high 
And a peril lurks for the tautest yacht that pocket-money can buy ! ’ 

Yet in weather like this, with a howling blast and a sky of ominous gloom, 
Did the good ship Puffin put out to sea, as if trying to tempt her doom ! 

She was a model-steamer, on the latest approved design, 

And her powerful 10~snail engines were propelled by spirits of wine. 

A smarter crew (they were sixpence each ! ) never shipped on a model bark, 
While the Captam, “ Nuremberg Noah,” had been in command of an Ark ; 

A fine old salt of the olden school, he had stuck to his wooden ship, 

But he lately had been promoted— and this was his trial trip. [Rather tender here. 
Off went the Puffin when steam was up, with her crew and commander brave, 

[JSeartily, 

And her screw was whizzing behind her as she breasted the foaming wave. 
Danger ? Each sixpenny sailor sauled at the notion of that I 

[Smile here vapidly. 

But the face of the skipper looked thoughtful from under his broad- 
brimmed hat. [Frown, 

Was he thinking then of his children three, of Japhet, and HATyr, and Shem ? 
Or his elephants (both with a trunk unglued ! ) was he sad at the thought of 
them? 

Or the door at the end of his own old ark— did it give him a passing pain ? 

To reflect that its unreal knocker might never greet him again ? 

[All this with emotion. 

Nay, Children, I cannot answer— he had passed inquiry beyond, 


nay, unnoren, i oannou answer— ne naa passeu inquiry beyond, 

[ Very solemn here. 

He was far away; on the billowy waste of the wild and heaving Bond ; 

Battling there with the angry crests of the waves, that were rolling in. 

And seeking to overwhelm and swamp his staggering vessel of tin ! 

Suddenly, speed she slackened, and seemed of her task to tire ! 

[Chanye attitude, and shade eyes with hand. 
Aye, for the seas she had shipped of late had extingnished her engine fire I 
And the Park-keeper, watching her, shook his head and in manner unfeeling cried, 
“ ’Twill be nothing short of a miracle now, if she reaches the opposite side ! ” 
Think of it, Children, the tiny ship, tossed in the boiling froth, 

Drifting about at the wild caprice of the elements’ fitful wrath I 
No screw-propeller could serve her then, for the flame that fed it was out, 
And the invalids gazed from their snug bath-chairs, and almost forgot the 
“ Help for the gallant vessel, she is overborne by the blast I ^ ^ [gout. 

[ With wilder attitude. 

She is shipping water by spoonfuls now— and, see, she is sinking fast ! ” 

“ Hi! ” cried one of her owners, to a spaniel liver and black ; 

' “ Good dog, into the water, quick ! {pause, then disgustedly)---})^^ the Park- 
keeper held it hack ! 

Yes, spite of indignant pleading from the eager excited crowd. 

He quoted some pedant’s bye-law : “In the water no dogs allowed.” 

Shame on the regulations that would hinder an honest dog 
From plunging in to assist the ship that was roUiug, a helpless log I 

[In tone of noble scorn. 

Stand by all, for she ’U ride it out— though she’s left to do it alone ! ” 

She was drifting in, she was close at hand, when— down she went like a stone ! 

A few feet more, and they had her safe— and now it was all too late, 

For the Puffin had foundered in sight of land, by a stroke of ironical Fate ! 

[Shahe your head impressively. 

But the other owner was standing by, and, tossing her tangled locl^, 

Down she sat on the nearest seat, and took off her shoes and socks 1 
“ One kiss, Brother ! ” she murmured, “ one clutch of your strong right hand, 
^d lUl paddle out to the Puffin, and bring her in safe to land.!” 

What can a barefooted child do ? More than the pampered cur 

[ With scathing contempt. 

Whose chicken-fed soul was shrinking, afraid from the bank to stir ! 

^re than a baffled spaniel, aye, and more than the pug-dog pet 
That wrinkled his ebony muzzle and whined if his paws were wet !^ 

[This very crushing. You might adopt a hissing utterance, 
“ Come back ! ” cried the tall Park-keeper— hnt she merely answered, “ I 
wonHP^ 

As into the water she waded, though the invalids whimpered, “ Don’t ! ”j 


Ah ! but the Pond struck chilly, and the mud at the 
bottom was thick, 

But in she paddled and probed it with the point of a 
borrowed stick ! [tight ! 

“ Don’t let go of me, darling — ^keep hold of my fingers 
And I ’ll have it out in a minute or two ... I haven’t 
got up to it quite ! 

A mmute more, and the sunken ship we ’ll safe to the 
surface bring, 

(With^ a softer expression ) — Yes, and the sixpenny 
sailors, too, that we lashed, to the funnel with string ! ” I 
Up to the knees in the water, Ethel and Brother ! 

Ralph j 

Groped till they found the Puffin and her sailors, i 
soppy— but safe ! ^ j 

[Bring out your trumpet-stop for this. 
All the dear little sailors — but . . . Children, I canH 
go on ! [ Choke here. 

For poor old wooden-faced Noah— well— how- 
can I say it ? — was gone / [heeling boat, 

( With deev pity,) He must have fallen over out of that 
Away in the dim grey ofdug to rise and fall like a float, 
Till the colour fled from his face and form, as it might at 
an infant’s suck, 

And he sank to rest in his sailor’s tomb— the maw of a 
hungry duck ! [ Collapse utterly here. 

You are weeping ? I cannot wonder— mine ise. pathetic I 
style. ^ ^ : 

Weep for him. Children, freely,— but, when you have | 
fimshed, smile ^ [ Wipe away a tear, 

{Give heroic hurst for finish) With joy for his com- 
rades, rescued as by a Prospero’s wand, 

And the Puffin, snatched from the slimy depths of the 
Round but treacherous Pond ! 

Sentries are most charitable persons. They are 
always presenting alms. 

In re Bell-Cox. 

Rb-bell Cox PwncA this says. 

Is under locks, Which 'cuts both ways, 

Suffering awhile. “Do not Bishop rile I ” 

PENCIL TIPS FOR THE DERBY. 

{By Dumb Crambo, Junior,) 
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The Dauby and the Hoax. 


Probable Starters. 








“ The Bar-on” the Bar-’un. Cayenne Pepper.” 

(The Favourite.) (Taken and off) 
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Enterprise.” 


Taking Third Place on the Rails. 
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ROOSTERS DURING AN ALL-NIGHT SITTING. 

A New Political Song to an oH Toxndar Tune, Air—*' Tlie Yoking Cock cacklis as the Old Cock crows. 












It a well established fact, upon wMeh most roosters act, 
(And from which (jladstonian “items do not -vary) 

That Leaders, if they Ve grit, to their followers transmit, 

A type that almost seems heredi-ta-ry. 

If he crows until he ’s hoarse, the old Chanticleer, of course, 
That cockerel would be at once derided, 


Who did not follow too with a Cock-a-doodle-doo I 
By the precedent parental strictly guided. 

Chorus, 

It may pass into a proverb, for St. Stephen’s surely knows, 

That it ’s done with perfect openness and not “ beneath the rose.” 
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We are nearly driven wild, 

By the shine of sire and cbild, 

For all the young Cocks cackle as the Old Cock crows. 

Flapping wings and lifted hills are the horrihlest of iUs, 
When the hills and wings are going it eternally. 

And the roosters who would choose forty winks can’t get 
a snooze, 

Though the barn-yard chorus wants it most infernally. 
To his task the Old Cock sticks : *tis the law of Politics, 
Where big Bul leads the little Bills must follow, ^ 
Though Sir W-ll— m’s crow is had, and well-nigh drives 
He thinks he ’s musical as an Apollo. [one mad. 

Chorus, 

For you see it is the system, as the whole world knows, 
That the Cock-a-doodle Chorus night or day must 
never close. 

Echoed loud by every rival ? 

(Just to witness his survival) [crows. 
For young Cocks are hound to cackle as the Old Cock 

The young Irish Chanticleer has a crow that ’s shrill and 
But he sounds it forth with noisy ostentation, [drear. 
And the Old Cock finds it fun, though that Orand Old 
Bird is one 

From whom some might expect expostulation. 

Cock Ch-pl-n cannot rest, feeling called on to protest, 
And to stand— and crow — ^in all the “ deadly breaches ” 
Of the Cock-a-doodle fight which goes on all day and 
night, 

For the mad Cock-chorus stick to it like leeches. 
Chorus, 

For it is a growing practice, as a sick world knows, 
That the dismal dunghill conflict should go on with- 
out a close. 

In every cockerel face 
You the parent passion trace, [crows. 
For young Cocks are hound to cackle as the Old Cock 

It is a frantic whim, and a gloomy fate and grim, 



iff' 




Q. E. D. 

OiTE Artist tries to illustrate the absurdity of our present Costume, 


The poor hens can’t get their slumbers, though SO despe- —indeed the absurdity of coi^oEALiira the Kativb Beauty of our Form 
rately sleepy, [droll ttitder aky Costume whatever, — ^by exhibitino his Horse clothed as a 

Bartlett Sm-th upon the whole seems the drowsiest; it is modern- J^U-sher. 

To watch her winks and wobbles, and her gapes and 

... y^ck, all op a piece. 


Rasps so creepy. , . , . , ,, tk^ck, ALL OP A PIECE. 

Partlfctt fancies she’s a crack, hut has hardly got the * trr -n ^ rr-.. • ^ j j i. ^ j. 

She is weak, though rosy-gilled ; yet might be _ 4' ® Vutoria Contarini, produced at a Matinee at the 

excused for shrinking Prmcess s Theatre last week, deserves a better fate than a solitary perform- 

At this wild hullaballoo, this mad Cock-a-doodle-doo, anoe in London. “ An interestmg story,, told in vigorous English,” is not a 
That from noon tiU early morning is stiU going it like description t^t can he applied to every piece that attracts the attention of the 
•winkino* o o British public, either for a “mormng” or a run,” but is certainly appro- 


C/iorw^ priate to the latest Play of the surviving joint- author of Hew Men ana Old 

T?/,* o Acres, The Yenetian scenery was all that could be desired, but the dresses 

weTO eoceutric. JSaron Falkenherg, head of the Austrian Police, for instance, 
^ ^ ® ^ appeared in his own office (where a disguise seemed superfluous) in the 

goooness xnows, British undress uniform of a Royal Engineer, tempered with breeches appa- 

o-rf rently borrowed from a Major iu the Line. The Officers of the Third Regiment 

tTATiTio 01/1 of Croats, too, evidently had a penchant for the dress-belts of a Yeomanry corps. 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ whilst the Old ^tocrats, not to he outdone in Anglomania hy their enemies, 

vyoox crows. affected patrol jackets that would have been appropriate m the bwraek- 

vards of a Militia battalion, and a xegiment of the Royal Dragoon Giuffds, 

Court Circular. — Chess-hoard directions for the But, after all, these were slight blemishes, and only perceivable to the trained 


Y eek. * ‘ W bite Queen ” to keep on moving. 

MAY FAIR NURSERY RHYMES 
For the Children of “ Smart Feople*' \ 

Ding-a-don'O, ding-a-dong, what do I care! 

I ’ll sing you a nice little song of May Fair- 

Five hundred people invited to meet 

In a wee little house, in a wee little street— 

Five hundred people all huddled together. 

Discussing the faults of their friends and the weather— 
One little pianist strumming an air, 

No one to listen and no one to care — 

One little lady attempting to sing. 

Tears in the eyes of that poor little thing : 

Up gets a man, sings, “ Two lovely Hack eyes ” — 

You might hear a pin drop— “ Oh! what a surprise ! ” 
For that is the music they like in May Fair. 
Ding-a-dong, ding-a-dong, what do I care I 


eye of (say) a Yolunteer Rifleman. The acting was not of the highest order 
of excellence, although both Mr. Olek Wynn and Miss j^ela Measoe distin- 
guished themselves. To be hypercritical, the pronunciation of the surname of 
the heroine by some of the players fostered the notion that our worthy friend 
’ARRYhad suddenly joined file" ranks of the Italian nobility. This, too, was 
not a serious drawback to the success of a performance wHoh, considered as 
a whole, was at once interesting and commendable. 

More Latino and More Latin. 

{Copied straight from a Fellow~FtoniatC s Copy of Verses,) 

Lord Randolphius Churchill. 
lUe,— Cncurrit-ima^o-heu-nos Eeclesia-collis— * 

Dedidit officium subito comitesjtue reliquit, 

Cur fecit nemo scit, sed, mirabiie dictu. 

Non periere modo comites— gaudent eum abesse. 

* Hoc est Eomen ejus Latine jocularitur tranalatum, q,uod vocayimus “ Indus super Terba.** 


umg-a-dong, cung-a-dong, whatdoicarel ^ Puzzler for Palmists. — Amateur Palmistry is now a^ Society fad. 

- ■ " Wherever one goes, enthusiastic belipers in the fantastic pseudo-science are 

Subject for a Historical Cartoon to re huno in earnestly scrutinising each other’s “lines.” Fumh 
THE War Office. — ^Heads of Departments throwing off which the palmists might render to a puzzled world. Let them read the Uid 
tile Hood I Parliamentary Hand 1 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED PROM 


THE DIARY OE TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Commons, Monday, May 9. — House of Commons ad- 
journed, by common consent of majority, to Wild West, where 
Botpaxo Bill took the Chair at Hali-past Eour. The old place, 
conseQuently, almost empty. Among^st absentees, Asthtub Balpottb. 
Affeefion of Irish Members for Chief Secretary unbounded and un- 
controllable. Always wanting to know where he is. Insist on his 
being on Treasury Bench, so that loving eyes may rest upon him. 
Tnt Healt gave expression to this feeling with impatient voice and 
manner. Threatened to move Adjournment next time Chief Secre- 
tary absent at question-hour. Presently Balpoitr came in, blushing 
like young girl at this somewhat embarrassing manifestation of per- 

— ... ..X. .. .. T«. n'Vvfiy.'vma ITT-Kr/l U i Tinr k TST n. aa 


uegms xo xauus: xnax, on xne wnuie, ne was nappier ueiow me vrang- 
way, where he was able occasionally to invite Tannee to “ come 
outside.” Kowhasto observe an air of ofS.c^ civility even when 
the amorous Tm, fretful at the absence of Chief Secretary, protests 
against being left to the mercy of “ this Orangeman.” 

Later, W. H. Smith had a turn. Proposes on Thursday to give 
precedence to Yote for ;fil7,000 to he spent in 
preparing Westminster Abbey for Jubilee Ser- 
vice. That stern economist, Geandolph, from 
his' watch-tower behind the Treasury Bench, 
moved to indignation. What I Give up pre- 
cious time to debate for Abbey services wen 
Motion for referring Army and Navy Estimates 
to Parliamentary Committee stands 
aside ? Smith, nervously holding 
on to the table, meekly explains 
that he was fuUy aware of im- 
portance of matter referred to by 
noble friend. But he also attached 
importance to the principle of not 
spending money before it was 
sanctioned by Sense. Conserva- 
tives cheered these moral senti- 
ments ; soothing influence of moral 
rectitude spread itself over Trea- 
sury Bench. Then came Sage of 
Q,ueen Anne’s Gute, with horribly 
inconvenient question. Nothing 
to say against principle enunciated 
by Le ader of House, but who was 
paying the cost of work already 
going forward at Westminster 
Abbey ? Awkward question tMs, 
which “Old Morality,” as Mat 
Harris calls the respected Leader 
of House, answered only by gazing 

Business done.—Y&rj little. 

Tuesday, 6 A. M.— Home with the morning milk. Spent rather 
stortiy after midniglit with Moti^ to Eeport 
to moTO the 8e(»nd 
Lbm mmoment of absence of mind 
omittec^o block. House singularly full. Eveu Hartinoton vaxen- 
Front Beimh. At Two o’ Clock fresh Motion to Report Progress. 
Shtth, wakmg himself up, resisted. Sage of Queen Aune^s S 
nations yelled at for space of two ndnut^; 

west gale is tumbling up ^he taeV’^aid^^^BAn®?±- 
lookmg sideways with admiration at the iiassive 

npro^- through the 

situation. eyeglass and folded arms, master of the 



M-t H-ir-s. 



Waiting for a Hearing. 


irtlS 

More Motions for Progress and bmIti 
C losure. Pour o’Clook 4 X moiff 

®Tid6ntly iul 
tending to move Progress again. Smith 
now wound up to pitch of desneraH.^ 
suuultaneonsly; jumped up and^^^ed 
he^mg. Again the Chamber fiU^tb 
yells and criM. Essiemokt with hands 
m pockets and head bent forward Sd 
for heamg Smith with Irft Cd 
appealmgly held out to Chairmm.X. 
manded preference. “EssiemontI Es- 

sl^ost! ’> criedthePamellites. • We?! 

Ordw. shouted the angry Ministeri 
^sts, who crowded the sXhes o^^' 
CouETrar c^ed on Smith. Smith tried 
“ TOi^Aowned amid yells of 

Speak up ! ” EmaUy handed paper to 

CouETNET who read out Amendment pro- 
posing that Section under discus- 
sion should forthwith be put. 
CoufiTNET objected to this whole- 
sale appheatioE of Closure, De- 

irom dehghted Pamelhtes. More 
debate and divisions, and once 
^ more Closure as preliminarv to 
carrying second section. 

Twenty minutes to five. Day- 
%“„®treanmg _in over Chamber 

in dinner' dress. Almost time to°gohonie. ’ButXre WM’i^n- 
LATOH and his Oaths BiE to settle. Another wrangle ; a couple of divi- 
sions ; the debate adjourned, and so home to bed at a Quarter to sS. 

authorising D^e of ComrAtrsHi to return toi 
Jubilee business, came on early. Dm,-vvTNr moved rejection. -^S- 
PBTO Lawson for once appeared on side of Eoyalty. Couldn’t ardte 
imderstand how aiwone providentially abroad could want to oomp 
home for Jubilee. But if Duke felt that desire, lettoVCe inX 
conld get ou without him, and he’d be another Duke for the peopi? 
at home to stare at. Geoege Campbell made speech of considwaWe 
length, protestmg against waste of time. W. H. Smith plaintivelv 
wged House to consent nn^ously. Pudng his eye on Sage of 
Queen Anne s Gate, appealed to feelings of a parent for sympathy 
With desire Queen to have cbildreE aroxind her on interestin? 
oc^ion. mt ’s all very well,” said Sage, not entirely unmoved! 

What ^ leave to Duke to come ihome, but the 

ppspect that, after enjoying 
his holiday, he will he going 
back again.” Second Read- 
ing of Bill carried by 318 
votes against 45. 

CoNTBEARE proposed to 
Raike up charges against 
Postmaster -General. 

Meant to go to his locker for 
notes of his speech during 
Debate on Motion to refer 
Army and Navy Estimates 
to Select Committee. Motion 
unexpectedly agreed to 
without debate. Conyreare 
called up ; presented pitiable 
spectacle. Usual fluency 
quite deserted him. House 
looked ou in marvel as he 
stumbled along. At last 
made clean breast of it. 

Would the House kindly 
allow him to go to his locker 
and get papers? The House, 
on the whole, thought not. 

Idea of conniving at Cont- 
beare’s making another 
speech too much for its gra- 
vity. Roared '^th laughter, 
and, after wriggling round 
for a few minutes, Cony- 
BEARE sat down. Business 
done^ — ^Miscellaneous. 

Souse of Lords, Friday Night— Hoo much disposition here t 



«I’U caUagainI’» 
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smil} Denman. Don’t howl at him. when he rises to speak, as 
Commons might. Bnt when he offers to impart counsel, warning, or 
reproof, there is general uplifting of eyebrows, a curling of lips, a 
concatenation of deprecatory, hut well-bred coughs, and other un- 
mistakable indications^ of pained surprise at his interposition. 
Eimberley, himself brilliant and acceptable speaker, been known to 
leave the House when Denman has risen. “I’U caU again,” he 
says, seizing his umbrella, cocking his hat on one side, and striding 
forth. 

Denman, however, not such a Peer as he looks. To-night brought 
in most useful Bill. ^ Proposes to limit length of speeches in debate. 
Hopes, if measure is carried, monopoly of speech-making among 
Ministerial and ex-Ministerial Peers will be broken up, and chance 
given for young, earnest, and ambitious fellows like himself, to get 
an occasional turn. 

Business done, — Denman’s Bill read First Time. In Commons, 
Coercion Bill. 

WISE MEN IN THE EAST. 

ONDON Managers of Exhi- 
I ^ bitions and Directors of 
1. ^ “Shows” in general are so 
I anxious nowadays to save the 
Ar‘***V unnecessary trouble, 

^ greatest 

m fullest in- 

formation about the Institu- 
<krr which they are in- 

terested. This has evidently 
Powers 

"nMv iiSk m that Be (represented appa- 

rently by Mr. E. R. Robson) 
M 1)1 of the People’s Palace for 

hi I), EastLondon,whohaveoblig- 

ingly placed at our disposal 
I / / ® wi'i" a lithographed description of 

/ / M 1 i '' Institution, and a pam- 

\ I i fm m\\ phlet on the same subject, 

f llKl profusely illustrated, and 

''vHJT ^ i ill M H appropriately bound in paper 

a verdant tint. These 
' documents have been sent 

f V ^ without an invitation to visit 

the Palaceitseff, so we cannot 
^ X better than quote from 

“ — ^ - them, although secondary 

malth and Poverty ; or, IVo points of tte 

tie Compas3--V7k by East. missiblewhenaiiythmgbetter 

^ can be got. Perhaps the 

Powers that Be consider that nothing better can he got~and they 
may he right. 

It appears that the Q-ueen’s Hall, opened on Saturday last by Her 
Majesty, is “ merely a fragment ; ” but in revenge, tbe central 
feature, and tbe only one likely to be ornate or interesting to archi- 
tects.” From this we take it, that on the face of it, the dueen’s Hall 
must as “the central feature,” he the nose, and are consequently 

glad to learn that it is likely to be ornate and interesting to 

architects. 

"We further learn that this nose is “ eventually to he approached 
through a Social Room on the South End.” What “a Social 
Room on its South End” may be, we cannot conjecture, hut it is 
evidently something decidedly useful if not omameutal, as it is 
eveutualLy to introduce the Nose of the Palace to the Eyes of the 
Public. 

Tbe Nose is to have on its other sides (so we learn) many other 
buildings, so that when the whole is completed, “ the outside wiU he 
entirely^ concealed “ Hence,” say the Powers that Be, in the accents 
of conviction, “ the plain exterior.” 

“ Three entrances,” we further learn from the documents to which 
we have referred, “are enclosed by a temporary porch.” This 
arrangement, one would have fancied, would have prevented the 
People (either with or without cards of invitation) from obtaining 
admission. But that everything may he 'quite safe, we understand 
that “there are other doors for egress provided at the East and 
West sides and North end of the Hall, so that it could be emptied 
in a very short time.” A suggestion that would have greater value 
were it not highly probable that, owing to the enclosed entrances, as 
we have pointed ont, the Hall is seldom likely to have anyone in it. 

We are further told that “ the orchestra recess is elliptical iu form 
and half domed, so as to throw out the sound.” What this sound 
threatened with ejection is, we can only guess, and therefore may 
conjecture it to he the street noises that nave found, or may find, 
an entrance through the open windows. We hazard this sugges- 
tion with some confidence, as we learn that “ the magnificent organ,” 


although hnilt, has not been erected “ whilst the dust created by the 
workmen continues.” 

One of the pleasantest features of the building (because testifying 
to the philanthropy of its founders) is the gallery in which “about 
240 people are provided for.” But even ia this portion (or perhaps 
‘ fragment ” would be the better word) of the structure the wish for 
universal exclusion which distinguisnes the undertaking is again 
apparent, as we are told that the front of this gaUery will be politely 
“ bowed ont for acoustic reasons.” 

We learn, too, with much satisfaction, that “ the statues of twenty- 
two Clueens, supported on carved pedestals,” are “ placed iu standing 
posture,” as we feel that it would have been a decided mistake 
(although the effect would have had the charm of novelty) to have 
erected these Royal effigies halancing themselves on their heads. It is 
added, that “ the Q,ueens have^ been selected from those who have 
been useful to their country, or in sympathy with their people,” the 
alternative proving that some of these chosen Dames, although “ not 
useM,” have echoed the prevailing fashion of the period, and thus 
merited the distiuctiou bestowed upon them. It is interesting to learn 
that “the whole of the^ Statues are worthy of attention as works of 
Art.” From a ‘ ‘ short history of the twenty-two f^ueens,” we gather, 
amongst other facts of great value, that “Osbtiboa of England 
(about A.I). 860),” gave her son Alfred “a hook at a time when 
printing had not yet been introduced, and hooks were therefore 
scarce;” that Margaret of Scotland “ purified the rough nobles 
among whom she lived ; ” that Margaret of Denmark “ tempered 
her ambition with the tact that made her beloved; ” that Anne of 
Brittany, by “prudence and judgment, saved her country from 
disastrous wars;” and lastly, that Anne of England “was almost 
the first Sovereign of England who had no desire for despotic power, 
hemg more remarkable for her domestic virtues than for her skill in 
governing.” 

It is mterestmg to know that “ the space underneath the floor is 
utilised for the storage of the chairs, and other purposes incident to 
the daily use of the hall,’’ as the last half of the sentence satisfac- 
torily accounts for the night receptacle of the charwoman’s broom 
and the washing-tuh of the sleeping housemaid. 

It is also as pleasant to find that “the whole effect is that of a 
bright sunny light diffused over the interior, wMch is maintained 
throughout by the artistic decorations, gilding, and colour,” as it is 
comforting to read that “the Hall is heated by means of hot water, 
the pipes passing in panels underneath the floor, the warmth being 
admitted through iron ratings.” It is, however, extremely difficult 
to understaud how the rowers that Be could ever have thought of 
such clever things I 

But perhaps the greatest puzzle of the whole description ia the con- 
cluding paragraph, which, narrating how the “ glazing to roof ” is on 
an improved system, abruptly finishes as follows : — “ No putti^ being 

required Clerk of Works Mr. Softly ” Stay I we are going too 

far ; apparently this last item of information was not intended for 
publication, as it seems to have been addressed exclusively to a 
solitary individual ! 

Pot and Kettle. 

Sure Criticism’s latest curiosity 

Is Swinburne charging Gladstone with “verbosity.” 

To cap it, Weg, master of verbal mist, 

Should call the angry Bard “ a casuist.” 

When both would he allowed, by all who heard, 

Equally right, and equally absurd, 

“The Great 'Globe’ Itself I” 

“ Legislation,” says the Glole^ “ when imperfectly supported by 
public opinion is simply the best possible definition of Tyranny.” 
Well, that seems a liberal, not to say Liberal, admission. Applying 

it, then, to Ireland ^bnt no I that way madness lies. Only the 

“best possible definition” seems rather an awkwardly double-edged 
sort of a journalistic tool to play with rashly; does it not ? 


EXTREMES MEET. 

Mat and December cannot dwell together ? 

Pooh I pooh ! They can, and do— I r British weather! 

Apology for Second Thoughts {hy one who^from constantly 
Undying the subject^ has become slightly mi^ed ), — "WTiat if the ex- 
Premier some six years ago, when at the head of affairs, made charges 
against the Parnellites which he has since disavowed ? Every States- 
man while in office, is apt to make strong statements which he sees 
occasion to contradict afterwards as soon as he “finds himself ont I ” 

The Latest Cry of “ Wolff! ’’—The Evacuation of Egs^t. 




HAPPY THOUGHT, — A VOCATION! 

Eva. **I SUPPOSE THOSE EXTEEMELY UIOE-LOOEtNO YOTJNO MeN ARE THE SrtTDBNTS, OR HOUSE-SURaEONS, OR SOMETHING 1 
Maid. No DOUBT. Do you HN0?7, EYA, I FEEL I SHOULD TERY MUCH LIKE TO BE A HOSPITAL-NURSB ! ’* 

Eva. “How STRANGE ! Why the very same Idea has just occurred to Me !’* 


MAC-SMITH m THE WITCHES^ GATE. 

{Shdkspeare Adapted to Circumstances. ) 

Scene — A Dark Cave. In the middle a Cauldron hoiling. 

First Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs 

Something Tory this way comes ; 

Open, locks, whoever knocks. 

Enter Mac-Smith. 

MacSniith. Here now, you secret Separatist hags, 

What is ’t you do? 

A 11. A deed we will not name. 

Mac-Smith. I conjure you, by what you once profess a, 
(Whatever you now are come to) answer me : 

Though you’ve unloosed the mob, and let it fight 
’G-ainst Church and Land; although the yesty Eads 
Confound and swallow legislation up ; 

Though Order be dislodged, and Law struck down ; 
Though pitch is poured upon poor maidens’ heads ; 


To shake that State’s foundations ; though the measures 
We fain would ’jstablish tumble altogether 
Because Obstruction rages, answer me 
To what I ask yon. 

First Witch. Speak ! 

Second Witch. Demand ! 

Third Witch. We 11 answer ! 

First Witch. Say if thon’dst rather hear it from our mouths 
Or from our Master’s ? 

Mac-Smith. Call him ; let me see him I 

Meseems he’s none too ready to appear, 

Nor prompt to answer when the challenge sounds. 

First Witch. He will not be commanded: here ’s another 
More potent yet than he. 

[ Thunder. An Apparition of a Grand Old Man arises t 

App. ^ MAO-SMrrat Mac-Smith I Mac-Smith! 

Mac-Smith. Had I three names I ’d answer to them all. 


App. Mac-Smith! Mac-Smith! Mac-Smith! Beware Mac-Olad- 
stoneI 

Beware the Thane of Flint ! Dismiss me : — enough ! 

I Descends. 

Mac- Smith. WTiate’er thou art for thy good caution thanks ; 

The very man I fear : — but one word more, 

That rebel head is down, his Home Eule bantling, 

Scarce lived the lease of nature, paid bis breath, 

To Tories and to Unionists. And yet 
I would know one thing : teU me (if yonr art 
Can tell so much) shall his bad issue ever, 

Split up this Kingdom ? 

All. Seek to know no more ! 

Mac-Smith. I will be satisfied : Tell, tell me when ^ 

Oar Bill shall pass, in spite of brute obstructian, 

And myriad Amendments. Let me know:— 

Why sinks that cauldron ? and what noise is this ? , „ I 

First Witch. Show! [^Eibernian Hullaoalloa. 

Second Witch, Show! 

Third Witch. Show! 

All. Show his eyes and grieve his heart ; 

Come like shadows, so depart. 

\_Hundreds of Amendments appear .t and pass in disorder ; 
the last with a glass in his hand. 

Mac-Smith. Great Heavens I The second is so like the first, 

A third is Hke the second. Filthy hags, 

Why do you show me this ? A fourth ? Start, eyes ! — 

What 1— will the line stretch out till the crack of doom ? 
Another yet ? A seventh ?— I ’ll see no more. 

And yet another comes, and bears a glass 
Which shows me myriads more ; and some I see 
Which maj take weeks— or months — to foil, or carry. 

Horrible sight I I see to whom ’tis due, 

For the League-bolstering Babbler smiles upon me, 

And points at them for his. I ’ll look no more ! {_Exit hastilu* 


Something ure a Cell. — ^T he reported alterations at Millbank. 



mac-smith in the WITCHES’ CAVE. 

WHAT I- WILL THE LINE STEETCH OUT TILL THE CRACK OF BOO^L? ’’-Muabet. 
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A MAY MEETING. 

■D "^ell, Mr. Fibbs, you were not at the opening of the 

Biiffalo Billenes and the Show of Indians ? 
iJ/r. ^ihhsi Ho, Sir ; I was then crossing the Billow-ries between 
Dover and Calais. The only “Injuns’’ 
B H that interested me at the moment were 

AhJI those in the “Injnn-room” of the Victoria 

- - — — a marveUonsly comfortable vessel — pro- 

polling her at snfficient speed for ns to 
accompli;^ the crossing in one hour and 

-3fr. Punch, A good passage ? 

Nilibs. An excellent passage, going 
and returning; for, had it not been, I 
^nCTti ^honld have been the [Chief of the Pale 
py Faces on board the Jubilee vessel Fic^ona. 

^ p V^t^nch, And what did you see in 

J4i| [li Chiefly the American Pre- 

® i! sident M'Hedle Whistler, wearing such 

^ an ultra^Parisian hat as, if he brings it 

l' °ack with safety, and wears it about town, 

will^m^ke him the observed of all the 

'll' ll' ' S S Punch, I shall not be surprised if 

JIf this arrangement in black — this decorative 

1 j'j'!, \ S which you describe — does not revive 

i'il almost forgotten slang question, 

9 ^ pe sport of a bye-gone day , “ Who ’s your 

hatter?’’ It is not a very remarkable 
“ Latest from Paris.” Salon this year. 

Mr, Nihhs, Ho ; but I was much struck 
by the general excellence of the portraits and of the landscapes. You 
have seen it, Sir ? 

Mr, Punch. I see eve^thing. ^ It was refreshing to meet with 
only one Tentation de Saint Antoine^ and only one Salome^ with the 
Baptist’s head in a dish. This Salomi appears to be a very sdf- 
possessed young lady of about fourteen or fifteen years old. 

Mr, Nihls,^ But, Sir ! the surgical subjects and the nudities I I 
would have given a trifle to have had Mr. Horsley as my companion 
in one of the rooms. 

Mr, Punch, His wrath would have been re-newed. 

Mr, Nihhs, Indeed it would, and, in many cases, justly. Of course 
I visited the principal theatres. 

Mr, Punch, I hope jrou saw Fran^llon, 

Mr, Nihhs, I did. Sir. I should very much like to hear your 
opinion of it as a piece and as a performance. 

Mr, Punch, M., Alexandre Dumas Fils, has written stronger 
plays. Fran^illon is a comidie de mceurs. The characters repre~ 
sented are those moving in the ‘ ‘ High-Life ” of Paris. An English- 
man not “in it” must take M. Alixandre Dumas’ word for the 
fact that an ordinary phase of Parisian society is truly represented in 
this comedy, 

Mr, Nihhs, Just so, Sir, In London we have absolutely no 
equivalent for the masked balls at the Opera, nor for the suppers in 
the cabinets particuliers of the Maison d’Or, which are matters of 
everjr night experience in Paris. The story of Franqillon is not 
possible in London, save under such exceptional circumstances as 
could only appear probable to a very limitea section of an exception- 
ally fast community. 

Mr, Punch, So much for the local colouring of the plot which is 
slight as a wire and as strong. The piece is worked out to the end 
through the development of character by dialogue, for which process 
our English audiences have no patience. 

Mr, Nihhs, “ ’Tis true, ’tis pity, and pity ’tis ’tis true.” 

Mr, Punch, Yes. An English audience is for ever crying out, 

* Get on ! get on ! Cut the talk and come to the action.” Facta non 
rerha is the practical motto of an English PoZon«ws-like audience. 

^ Mr, Nihhs, It is Hamlet's “Come to Hecuba,” and Ducrow’s 
Cut the cackle, and bring in the ’osses,” put into practice by those 
who have paid for the right to do so. 

Mr, Punch, Yet we must remember that the School for Scandal 
still delights, and will ever continue to do so. But, on the other 
hand, Bulwer Ltiton’s Money is now a very dull aflair, and that 
was accepted as a comedie de mceurs in its day. We have yet to see 
the experiment of a Franqillon tried on our English stage, which 
shall give such a picture of London society as shall be generally 
recognisable. 

Mr, Nihhs, As to the acting, I suppose, Sir, you were delighted 
with the ladies— Bartet and Pierson. 

Mr, Punch, MUe. Bartet is admirable as Franqillon^ the best 
acting I ’ ve seen since Descl^e as the original Frou-Frou, Madame 
Pierson was excellent too, but you probably saw another actress in 
the part, as Pierson has not been playing lately, 

Mr, Nihhs, MUe. Eeichemberq- as the ingenue 

Mr, Punch, Yery nice, but, like aU French ingenues, so much too 
palpably ingenuous as to suggest to an Englishman that he is in the 
presence of a very sly young person, who is only awaiting her oppor- 
tunity to show how much she really knows of everything of wnich 
the French Podsnaps suppose her to be ignorant. 

Mr, Nihhs. I thought all the men good, especially Truppier, as 
the Parisian Masher, and Thtron, as the rather prosy Marquis. 

Mr, Punch, Yes, all act admirably, in spite, and not in conse- 
quence, of the senseless stage-management which seems to he tradi- 
tional at the Fran 9 ais. 

Mr, Nihhs, 1 am^ glad you do not approve of the mise-en^scene, 

Mr, Punch, It is simply ridiculous. I take one example, which 
wiU appeal to everybody. The time is Winter : there is a fireplace, 
to which most of the characters go, at some time or other. How this 
mepiace is on the stage right, about what we should caU in England 
the second entrance,” and the chair and sofa, on the side near the 
audience, are arranged with their backs at right angles to the fire- 
place, 80 that the characters occupying these seats are placed in the 
absurdly unnatural and idiotic position of sitting sideways, with 
their hacks to the fire, for the sake of having their faces to the 
audience ! And then the chairs, sofas, and tables, essential to the 
“stage-business,” are all in a line, so that, when an important 
dialogue has to take place, five out of seven are seated in a row, like 
Christy Minstrels, with the aristocratic Marquis in the centre, to 
announce the title of the next song and chorus. 

Mr, Nihhs. And yet our English actors are told they have so much 
to learn from the Theatre Franqais ! 

Mr, Punch, There is always something for the wise to learn, and, 
as the^ French actors can frequently give us a lesson in some 
specialities, so they constantly and very forcibly show us what we 

ought to avoid. By the way, I hope you saw 

Mr, Nihhs. The Palais Royal and the Cluny, Sir. The latter 

screamingly absurd. Do you remember when Clotilda 

Mr, Punch, Yes, perfectly. Yery droll, but not eminently 
successful, I believe. Auplaisir! [Fxeunt, 

VEEY HUMBLE PETITIONEES. 

How curious that Mr. Gladstone should have signed his name 
five times over in a Petition for the total suppression of all news- 
papers and public meetings in Ireland I 

Yes, and here ’s Lord Salisbury’s autograph^in a Petition demand- 
ing the immediate disestablishment of the Church in England, 
Scotland and Wales. 

Perhaps this person who signs himself as ‘ ‘ Cecil,” residing at ‘ ‘ Hat- 
field,” occupation “ non^” may not he the Prime Minister, after all. 

Can Sir Whuam Harcourt be contemplating some gigantic 
forgery a facsimile letter from Lord Hartinoion to Tim Healy, 
perhaps, expressing enthusiastic approval of the dynamite policy, 
as a set-off to the Parnell Letter? The fact that his signature 
occurs exactly twenty times over in this “ Petition from Thames 
Bargees in favour of establishing floating Grog-shops on the River,” 
and each time in a different haridwritingy certainly lends some colour 
to the idea. 

It is of course highly interesting to know that twelve of the 
children of Mrs. Brown of Larkhall Rise are able to write, hut it is 
doubtful if their opinions on the bimetallic controversy are entitled 
to much weight, or are worthy of having any currency given to them. 

This surely must be a Bogus Petition, purporting to come from 
“Five hundred ridiculously under-rented Tenants on the Bedford 
Estate,” praying for a lot of new gates to he put up aU. over Blooms- 
bury, “in order to facilitate traffic and further add to the comfort 
and convenience of the inhabitants of this great Metropolis.” 

Ought not the Petition from the “ Psychical Research Society,” 
asking for pecuniary aid from Government in unearthing ghosts and 
investigating haunted houses, to he called a “ Bogey” Petition ? 

These Advertisements in the Hewspapers—“ Wanted, Canvassers 
for Signatures to Parliamentary Petitions, willing to accept low 
remuneration. Experts in Handwriting preferred. Good character 
not essential. Send specimens of twenty different signatures, &c.” 

— surely would come under the title of breaches of Privilege. 

The style of caligraphy in this address from all the young gentle- 
men who are being educated at Mr. Rodwell’s Academy, asking for 
au extra summer Jubilee Holiday, seems rather too advanced to be 
the genuine work of school-hoys. Can Mr, Rodwell himself have 
had anything to do with it? „ „ ^ „ 

Halloa! How does the name of “F. Londin., FulhamPalaee, S.W.” 
get into the Petition praying that Parliament will put a veto on 
“ this ridiculous and unnecessary scheme for a Church House ? ”^ ^ 
From the execrable scrawl which disfigures the Shoreditch Petition 
for throwing the expenses of the maintenance of Hyde Park ex- 
clusively on ratepayers of the East of London, it seems probable that 
the Collector contracted to obtain signatures at a rate nearer a 
sbilling than ten shillings per hundred. Perhaps a reduction (of 
genuineness) was allowed on taking a quantity. 
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THE aHEEN AT THE WILD WEST. 

The Song op Punchitvatha. 

Would you hear how Colonel Cody 
Gave Ms wondrous exMbition, 

Of Ms Indians on the war-path, 

In the sight of Q,ueen Yiciobia : 

Listen to tMs simple story 
From the mouth of Punchiwatha. 

When she reached the ExMbition, 

Lo ! a box near the arena 
Was prepared for her reception : 

Whitley too and Colonel Eussell 
Aud the wily Townsend Percy 
As an escort to the lady. 

To the Empress of the North Land. 

Then the Indians and the Cowboys, 

And the wonderful Yanqueros, 

Raced and charged and whirled before her, 
Stopped the coach, and wheeled and circled, 
Like some birds of brilliant plumage 
Round a carcase on the mountains. 

Balls of glass were thrown and shattered 
By* the clever Colonel Cody, 

Like Wabe-no the magician : 

Ladies, too, there wielded rifles 
Even as the strong man Kwa-sind, 

To the Q;UEENcame Ogila-Sa, 

Sioux CMef , and bowed before her ; 

He across the Big-Sea- Water 
Came to see the Gueen and Empress, 

And will tell the wondrous story 
Oft times in the Wild West wigwams, 

In the days of the Hereafter. 

To the OuEEN too, the papooses, 

Dusky little Indian babies. 

Were presented, and she touched them 
Gently with a royal finger ; 

That the squaws, the happy mothers, 
Might go back upon Kee- way-din, 

On the Home- Wind o’er the water. 

To the land of the Ojibways, 

To the land of the Dacotahs, 

To the Mountains of the Prairie, 

Singing gaily all the praises 
Of the gentle Oneen and Empress, 

And the wonders of the North Land. 


The Yery PLACE.--Why did the Oueen 
go for a private view to B. B.’s in Wild 
West Kensington, when Her Majesty could 
have commanded the buck-jumping riders 
to have given their show at Buckingham 
Palace? Then the Queen, in bestowing 
largesse on the tame Wild Indians and 
Cowboys, could Shakspearingly have said, 
“So much for buck-jumping-’em.” 


LANDED 

Tommy {Brides little Brother, after the ceremony), “Did it hurt— the Hooh?” 

Bridegroom Never did like that Boy!"), “Hurt— the Hook'? What do you mean, 
Dear ? ” 

Tommy. “’Cause ’Ma said Lizzy ’d Fished for yer a long time, but she ’d Hooked 

YER AT LAST ! ” 

A Good Evening.— Though Mr. George Augustus Sala has given distant parts of the 
world the advantage of Ms powers as a Lecturer, we Londoners have scarcely had a taste of 
his quality in this direction tUl the other evening^ at St. James’s HaU, when he told us what 
he heard and saw in New Zealand and Australia, for the benefit of the Royal Hospital for 
Women and CMldren. And a very considerable benefit it proved, not only to the excellent 
Institution alluded to, but to the crowded house who were fortunate enough to listen to the 
I^tnrer. But after all we are inclined to think that “ lecture ” is too formal a title to asso- 
ciate with the easy, coRoqoiaL gossiping chat, within which Mr. Sala manages to weave 
a mass of solid information, pleasantly varied with grapMc illiisiration and quaint humour. 
Never for an instant dull, he thoroughly held his audience from the hennning of Ms narrative 


“THE BUSINESS OP THE NATION.*' 

W HAT is “ The hnsiness of the Nation ? ” 
Endless row, roundaboutation. 

Mutual spite and objurgation. 

Egotistic self -inflation. 

Partisan disintegration, 

Yenomons vilification, 

Pettifogging aggravation, 

General exasperation, 

Universal degradation, — 

That *s “ The hnsiness of the Nation,” 
As *tis done in Parliament. 

Is ’t not time the lot were sent, — 

Ere Bull’s brain is dazed to dizziness,— 
Each and all, about their business ? 





The Parisians expect that Wagner’s 
Lohengrin^ will he revived at some more 
propitious time. Its postponement might 
have been fairly anticipated, as no one could 
reasonably have expected to hear in the 
present time “ the Music of the Future.” 
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K :* f 


lii^g 


No. 426. don’t like London. No. 919. Walking off with 
So dirty ! ” Somehody Else’s Hat. 




No. 298. “ Outside, please ! ” 




E''i 



No. 910. Big and Late. 
No. 909, Small and Early 



^Stuna^iiJa. 




No. 907. Football at Sea. 


No. 534. After Six Lessons, 
Lady Amateur imitating 
Eminent Tragedian. 


Sweets to the Sweet.— The French Government seem annoyed 
heoanse England declines to celebrate the Centenary of the Revolu- 
tion of 1789, by officially recognising the Paris Exhibition. This 
is unreasonable. It would be most difficult to despatch appropriate 
exhibits. It would be unfair to deprive the British pubhc of the 
satisfaction they derive from staring at the axe in the Tower ; and, 
for the rest, the “ Chamber of Horrors ” is private property I 



No. 1029. Chokee ; or, Very Tight. 


EEASONS EOE AND AGAINST HOME EULE. 

I.— As Collected from “ Separatist ” Sources. 

Home Rule is the only sensible and safe solution of the Irish 
Question, for such reasons as these : — 

Because the Act of Union was a “ soomidrelly ” Act, and ought to 
be repealed. 

Because Home Rule does not involve a Repeal of the Union. 

Because it does. 

Because Ireland will never be satisfied to remain united with 
England. 

Because Home Rule will make Ireland perfectly content to remain 
united with England. 

Because Home Rule will make the^ power of the Pamellites bene- 
ficent, by burdening it with responsibility. 

Because Home Rule will deprive the Pamellites of power entirely. 

Because religious questions are at the bottom of tne whole Irish 
difficulty, and Home Rule will settle them. 

Because religious questions have nothing whatever to do with the 
Irish difficulty. 

Because Home Rule will make Ireland practically independent, 
and alter the whole state of affairs. 

Because Home Rule will leave Ireland really subordinate, and 
make very little alteration, after all. 

II.— As gathered from: the Speeches op Unionist Orators. 

Home Rule is not to be thought of, for the following amongst other 
reasons ; — 

Because Irishmen, like the poor, “ iu a lump are bad.” 

Because their desire for Home Rule is only the disingenuous dis- 
guise of a desire for separation, dictated by “ a deep and undying 


hatred” of England, and a vindictive longing to cause her degrada- 
tion and downf aU. 

Because^ this deep and undying hatred is the spontaneous and 
incurable impulse of the evil hearts of the vast majority of Irishmen. 

Because it is also a factitious feeling forced upon them by the cruel 
terrorism of a small minority. 

Because the majority of Irishmen are desperately disloyal, and 
therefore will be satisfied with nothing short of separation. 

Because also the majority of Irishmen are really content with 
English rule, and do not desire separation at all. 

Because the National League is enthusiastically supported by the 
Irish majority, which shows what an unmitigated bad lot they 
must be. 

Because the National Lea^e is also a merciless 'tyranny, whose 
yoke the Irish majority would be only too happy to throw off, if it 
could. 

Because the Irish are Celts. 

Because the Irish are not Celts. 

Because the presence of the Irish Representatives at St. Stephen’s 
is leading to the degradation of Parliament and the disintegration of 
the Empire. 

Because in order to avoid the degradation of Parliament and the 
disintegration of the Empire, it is absolutely essential to keep the 
Irish Representatives at St. Stephen’s. 

Because it is our business and our duty to maintaiu and treat 
Ireland as an equal and integral portion of the British Empire. 

Because it is our business and our duty to prove to Ireland that we 
can and will rule her. 

JShte to Both Many of these reasons are contradictory and 
even mutually exclusive, but, taken altogether^ as they must and 
shall he, they exclude,^ of course, the very possibinty of any 
“reasons” on the other side Q.E.D. 
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“DOLLIES ’ILL. 

{Fancy Fichtre hy D. Crambo.) 



Mr. and Mrs. Gladstone kindly Nursing the Dollies or Dollis 
Hill. Several Dollies on the Mend. 


TABLE TALK; 

Or^ Catching them at their Meals » 

The Daily News in a recent issue Laving, ttader the sensational 
heading, 

“ Me. Gladstone at Luncheon,” 

fTirnished its readers -with some remarks volunteered by the veteran 
Statesman at a purely private entertainment prepared for him, the 
other day, by Dr. Parker, an attempt has been made on the same 
lines to catch the passing remarks hazarded by other distinguished 
Statesmen over their occasional meals. The following is the 
result : — 

Lord Salisbury at Tea. 

Yesterday Lord Sausburt looked in at Grosvenor Square, where 
a small but select circle were assembled for five o’clock tea. The 
noble Marquis seemed in excellent spirits, and joined freely in the 
general conversation, giving his opinions on the leading pictures of 
the Academy, the physical characteristics of the Colonial Delegates, 
Buttalo Bill, and other topics of the hour with much verve and 
readiness. Eventually, dropping into the Crimes Bill, he held forth 
on its details with considerable fervour for about an hour and three 
quarters, during the course of which he effectually cleared the room 
of all the guests, being left, ultimately, to finish his peroration on 
the rug to his hostess alone. Owing to his Lordship’s mouth being 
repeatedly full of muflS.n, it was not always easy to catch the exact 
drift of what he was saying, but he was understood to express a 
general determination on the part of the Government to persist in 
their present course. After partaking of an extra cup of tea and one 
more round of hot buttered toast, the noble Marquis, who seemed 
highly gratified with the success of his visit, cordi^ly thanking his 
hostess for her kind and attentive reception, gracefully withdrew. 

Mr. W* H. Shuh at Supper. 

Mr. W. H. Smith after quitting the House of Commons last night 
strolled down to the Carlton and ordered supper. The room at that 
advanced honr hemg comparatively deserted, the Hon. Gentleman, 
who had come from the debate in a very communicative vein, for lack 
of better audience addressed several remarks to the waiter who was 
attending on him, on the leading questions of the hour, eventually 
finishing up with a powerful oration on the Cloture. Subsequently 
ordering some hot whiskey-and-water he continued the subject at a 
still more impassioned level, and though gradually getting a little 
indistinct would no doubt have continued his declamation, had not 
the waiter, turning out the gas as a hint, pointed suggestively to the 
coming daylight that was already invading the apartment. This 
appeared to recall the Hon, Gentleman to himself, who laughingly ob- 
serving that he seemed to have been having an “all night sitting,” 
oorefully descended the stairs, and hailing a Hansom, much to the 
relief of the hall-porter, disappeared in the dawn that was now 
breaking on Pall Mall, 

The Series, of^course, might be indefinitely continued, and by way 
of contrast to the foregoing : — 

Mr. Bright at Breakpast 

would famish good material. The veteran Radical could to some 
purpose contrast the views he once held and the application of which 
supplied the “ cheap ” table at which he is seated, with those he has 
more recently assumed. Then again, 


Lord Randolph Churchill apter Dinner. 

seems to promise some lively experiences, being suggestive, as it is, 
of a general abandon of utterance more than equal to anything ven- 
tured upon by the Grand Old Home Rulist in his post-prandial effort 
above referred to. To descend even to more domestic circumstances, 

Mr. Chamberlain rsr Bed over his Gruel. 
would not make a bad line. There is something strikingly suitable 
about the situation. The rather lugubrious explanation of his 
present position that could be furnished under such conditions by the 
eminent Radical to the attendant bringing him the comforting basin 
should be good and appropriate reading, being, as it is, eminently 
suggestive of political infiuenza. Indeedj the idea of catching the 
utterances of big men at their meals is an undeniably happy 
thought, and we look hopefully to its further development. 


EGBERT AT THE AMERICAN EXHIBITION. 

Apter my jovial reckleeshuns of last year’s Collinderies, it wasn’t 
likely as I should lose much time afore I wisited the Amerrycau 
Exhibishun, jest to see what our rayther bragging Cozens had got for 
to show us. But I ’m sorry to say that I thinks as they ’ve bin in 
rayther too great an urry to open, for the hole place, instead of being 
finnished, looks as if it had bin begun jest about the week afore last. 
Wot it wiU be wen its finished we shall see aU. in good time, hut wot 
it is now, or rayther wot. it was last, Toosday week, is wot I must 
confine myself to. 

Entering from the Earl’s Court Stashun, the fust thing I seed was 
a Cattle Show, and they suttenly was the poorest-looking lot of 
animals as ever had the imperance to go in for a prize. They was 
all a lying down, looking cold and hungry, and sum on ’em was that 
dirty and ragged-looking, and had sitch ruff heads, that I spose as 
they must have had a werry bad journey from Amerrikey, and 
hadn’t had time to be washed and tidied up a bit, poor things I 

The Bilding is diwided into 4 haveanews and 10 streets, and as 
each of the former is jest about 1000 feet long, as a werry civil native 
told me, and each of the streets more uor 100, “ to walk the lot,” as 
he sed, “is jest exacly a mile I aud that, Stranger, licks all creation 
in Exhibishuns.” 

Feeling much obliged by his infirmation, but not liking to be 
called a Stranger, I natrally arsked him to take a drink, to which he 
most kindly consented. With my great xperienoe of Colonial drinks 
last year, I thort as I was about up to heverythink in that line, but 
I suttenly was estonished to hear him ask a werry nice looking young 
ladv all drest in red, and with a Amerrycan flag for a apron, for a 
“ Xhibition Buzzom Caresser I ” But she gave it him without a 
blush, so I pluot up my currage and asked for one two. and werry 
good it was, hut I dowt if I shall tell Mrs. Robert of the suckum- 
stance, it mite do more harm than good. 

I don’t think werry much of the Xibition part of the Show, some 
of it is werry much like our own Lowther Arcade hut bigger. The 
I largest Shop of all is full of hearty fishal Teeth in all their grinding 
! and grinning warieties, and is emm to give you a good twinge as you 
passes by ’em. But another shop is werry interesting. Ony fancy 
about 16 hundred silver watches all a hanging up together and all a 
going together and being xaotly 20 minutes past 1. I took the 
libberty of asking the werry pretty young Lady as sold ’em, all about 
the winding of ’em hup ewery day, witch she told me is done ewery 
morning and took a long time to do, but just then a stoopid feller of 
my aquaintance came behind me and said in my ear, “ Oh, Mr. 
Robert ! ” when I declare I started like a gilty thing and warcked 
quickly away tho as innercent as a pair of sucking doves. A gentle- 
man pressed me werry much to buy a cheap filter, but I couldfn’t see 
much difference between the two waters, tho I willingly confesses as 
I aint much of a judge of the bar tide in question, thinking it werry 
poor thin cold stuff. The shop-keepers was all werry free aud active 
with their stationary and gave it away freely. Two or three elderly 
ladies amost filled their black bags with samples. Among other 
things we was all asked to “take one” out of a basket of little 
packets, so I took one, but afterwards found to my great estonish- 
ment that it wos a hottel of pills, of which I didn’t “ take one.” Xo 
thankee, not for Robert. Nobody wants pills as lives like a gentle- 
man, unless he ’s bin and injured his constitooshun with hard work, 
witch I was never such a fool as to do. 

There ’s several picter rooms and some really staggering picters. 
There’s one as is amost filled with a werry big pea-green wave as 
has determined to turn hisself over and has then altered his mind and 
stopt half way, the like of which I suttenly never seed afore for 
cnller. I spose as the Amerrycaina is rayther a soUem peeple, and 
that may acount for the number of picters of corpses a lying about in 
all manner of persitions, but they seems scarcely adapted for dining- 
rooms. 

I was treated with a good deal of respect by the natives, and one 
gentleman, who was called “ Kernel,” promised to introjuioe me to 
Bufferlow Bill the next time I went. Robert. 


KOTICE. Hejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rul<^ 
there will be no exception. • -r r » i 
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EL DAR-BE. 

PIlEROGLYPH EXCAVATED FROM AMONG THE TDFEITB REMAINS. SUPPOSED TO EBPBESENT SOME AnNUAL SpOETS IN HONOUE, 

PEOBABLT, OF HOSS-IEIS. 


“MORE LIGHT! MORE LIGHT 

Mr, Nibls. The Hed Lamp is still alight, Sir ! 

Mr, Punch. I saw it last week at the Comedy Theatre. By the 
way, it isn’t a red lamp, hut a red shade. 

Mr, Nihhs, You were pleased with it ? 

Mr, Punch, "With much of the acting ?— Yes. With the piece ?— No. 

_ There is scarcely a line worth remem- 

hering, the attempts at Sardou-like 
epigram are irritatingly feeble, and 
alter the First Act my head ached 
badly with trying to make out what 
it was all about. 

Mr, Nihhs, A Nihilist plot. 

Mr, Punch. Exactly ; and during 
^ the four Acts I most thoroughly 
sympathised with that old noodle, 
^,5 capitally made up, and 

excellently played, by Mr. Beeb- 
bohm-Teee — who is perpetually 
( trying to discover what the plot is, 
and never succeeds. This was my 
position exactly. 

^ y Mr. Nihls, Perhaps if the part of 
the Princess had been more inte- 
resting — 

Mr, Punch, Pern acu tetigisti. If 
the story had been of a young woman 
. . whose lover was a Chief of the Nihil- 
ists,— if in his absence she, for^reasons 
‘‘I wonder’* which a dramatist or a novelist 

would be a very inexperienced hand 
if he could 'not invent, had married an old general devoted to the 
Czar, — if this lover [turned up again, and, in fact, if the Nihilistic 
Prince had been a lover instead of a brother, then there would have been 
the material for such a strong dramatic interest as does not exist now. 

Mr. Nibhs, I see. Sir. I think that when there was a chance of the 
mine being explodeu in the Third Act, the situation was exciting. 

Mr. Punch. It was iuartistieally handled ; the excitement ought 
to have been intense, whereas it was only a gentle momentary thriU. 
For myself, I found it impossible to care what became of anybody in 
the piece 5 nobody interested me ; not Mr. Sugden’s commonplace 
and wearisome Yankee, who began so well; nor the OUendorffian 


maid; nor Mr. Beookfield, admirably made up and acting nothing 
to perfection; nor Mr. Patbman, the Russo-Irishman, who calls 
Prince Alexis “Prince Alexus,” and from whom, bedad, one 
expects a who-whoop and a jig ; nor the young gentleman who has 
long speeches about Nihilism — that is, about nothing — ^in which 
Mr. Wilson Babjeuett would revel, and who, by the way, has caught 
something of the tone of that eminent elocutionist ; nor Miss Marion 
Terry, who hash poor part indeed. 


Mr. Mhhs. Q,uite true, Sir; I could have quitted them at any 
moment without a pang — and yet the finish is exciting. 

Mr, Punch, Wml— yes— the finish is the best part of it. As for 
the mine which never explodes, the only persons deserving a “ blow- 
ing up ” are the'^author and the management. I should say the best 
name for it would be Much Ado About Nihilism, 

Mr. Nibhs. The people iu the stalls about me liked it, and found 
it very interesting. 

Mr. Punch, Bid they ? I sincerely envy them. If the public 
patronise this play, it will only be for the sake of seeing Mr. Beer- 
bohm-Tree. 

Mr, Nibhs, 1 noticed that there was a oharming want of unanimity 
in the pronunciation of his name, 

Mr, Punch, Yes, some called him “ Bemaj/trius,” some “Bimitrus,” 
some “ Bemeetroos ; ” and poor “Kertch,” was “Ejisch” and 
“ Eeersch” and “ Ketch ” without the Jack. i 

Mr, Nibhs, Ladt Monckton seemed to work uncommonly hard. 

Mr. Punch, Seemed! nay, she did: very hard. I have already men- 
tioned the fault of this part, and the fault of this part is the blunder 
of the piece, which, however, unlike the mine, seems to be going off 
pretty well. Let us go and see Nadia, at_the Alhambra. {^Exeunt, 

The Terrace G-ardens, Eichmond Hill, were opened on Saturday 
by H.R.H. the Buchess of Teck and His All Serene Highness the 
i Buke. They were presented with “ The Silver Kev ” which opens 
most locks, whether •son the Thames or off it. Sir Whittaker and 
Lady Eims entertained the Princess Mary, who is now The Lass of 
Richmond Hill . His Highness Richmond Hill looked uncommonly 
well, though the weather was not all that could have been wished by 
■&e most exacting in the month of May. 

“ AmrA Yieumq,ue Cano.” — ^What has become of the “ Jubilee 
Mediseval Tournament ” which was to have been held at Olympia in 
June ? Couldn’t it he decided who should be the Oueen of Beauty ? 
Surely, there are plenty of Knights about, and a joust between two 
of the most recently created— Sic Isaacs and Sir Kirby— would have 
been exciting. Why this collapse ? 

“ Ceez Paddy r by Baron E. de Mattdat Grancey, is an interest- 
ing work by an observant and thoughtful Frenchman. The style is 
easy and vivaeious. By the sound of the title to English ears, 
“ Shay Paddy ” suggests “ An Irish Car.” 

In keeping with the Fitness of Things, the Orovm Diamonds ought 
to have been shown in the Rue Auher. 

“ A Coign of Yantagb ” {to Economic Tippers, hut not to the 
Tipped), — The Bouhle Florin. 
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HOW THE K.H.A. WAS SAYED, 

{A Story for the Boyal Horse Marines.) 

** It is cruel tliat I should haye none of the Royal Horse Artillery 
with me I” exclaimed the British G-eneral, as he examined the 
position of the enemy. “ I^ot only would a few batteries have been of 
great service to me, hut^ it is unfair that the R.H.A. should be 
deprived of the glory of victory. However, since the recent reduc- 
tions, we are all in the same boat — the Royal Horse Artillery is 
reduced to skeleton proportions I The more ’s the pity ! ” 

A young Captain belonging to a garrison battery heard these 
remarks and respectfully saluting, ventured to address the Officer 
Commanding. 

“General,” said he, “I will undertake with your permission to 
protect the interests of the mounted branch of the service. By the 
end of the day, you shall admit that honour is due to the R.H. A.” 

“I trust so. Sir,” replied the General. He spoke rather shortly, 
because he did not care to be addressed so familiarly by a sub- 
ordinate. The battle commenced. The Infantry skirmished and 
charged, the Cavalry outposted and bore down in masses. The en- 
gagement extended over miles of country. To the GeneraVs 
astonishment the guns seemed to be everywhere. He knew that his I 
Artillery were only pieces of position, and yet they appeared to get 
over the ground as if they were light ordnance harnessed to racers. 
He could not make it out. It was a hard fight. The infantry were 
cut to pieces, the Cavalry shot down by hundreds, but, thanks to the 
guns, he pulled through at last. When the enemy were in fall 
retreat, he sent for the Commander of the Artillery. The young 
Captain he had ^eady seen appeared and respectfully saluted him. 

“So,^ Sir,” cried the General, “it is to you and your men that 
I owe, iu great part, this glorious victory. I congratulate you, Sir, 
upon your share in the day’s doings. The greatest credit is due to 
the Royal Artillery.” 

The young Captain tried to speak, in protest, hut not a word 
could be heard. 

“I am not surprised to learn that you are hoarse, Sir,” said the 
General, sternly— he was a great Martinet. “You and your men 
served your guns with a good deal of unnecessary shouting. Still, 


you managed admirably. How did yon get your guns into so many 
positions ‘f ” 

The Captain, who had found a piece of chalk, wrote on a 
sabretache, “ I cannot speak— I am so hoarse. I got the guns into 
so many positions by harnessing my men to the pieces, and treating 
them like horses.” 

“Excellent!” exclaimed the Officer Commanding. “Capital! 
Well, great credit attaches to the Royal Artillery, What ? You 
protest ! Why ? ” Then the young Captain wrote with his chalk 
these generous words “ We— my men and I — ^have been shouting 
all day long, that we might become hoarse. We are hoarse ! ” 

“ Ah, I see ! ” exclaimed the General, wiping away a tear, “ You 
have done this that the glory might belong to the Royal Hoarse 
Artillery.” And they had. 


ROTES AND TOTES. 

The Central Committee of the National Society for Women’s 
Suffrage certainly put forth an excellent programme at their last 
Saturday’s Concert at Prince’s HaU, and must have beeu gratified at 
the favourable reception accorded to their efforts by the numerous 
and fashionable audience that attended on the occasion. Where 
everything was so good, it is perhaps invidious to select, hut a special 
word of praise is due to Miss Hilda. Wilsoh and to Miss Damian 
for their respective rendering of Mr. Cowen’s two charming songs, 

Absence , and Tears , as also to Miss Aones Laekcom, who, 
accompanied by the Composer, Herr Wilhelm Ganz, gave the pretty 
ballad, “ Sing, sweet JBird^* with much effect. Capital, too, was the 
playing of Miss AaNES Zimmebman, while Mr. Matbeick was en- 
tirely in his element with his effective “ A Little HeroJ^ Altogether, 
the Central Committee’s Concert may he said to have come off with 
flying colours, the which they need not he ashamed to fasten to the 
mast of Woman’s Suffrage, a task for which they might possibly 
r^uisition the services of Mr. Sydney Naylob, who acted most 
efficiently as one of the Conductors, 


What Baceeks oe the Debbt Favodbite hope the best op 
THE Field will do.— “ JPoZZom? The JBaron.^* 
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THE FRENCH CRISIS. 

X» .. His EBPUSEP, AKD Mes. Esglane beolikes MY Intitatiok eob 1889. SH^L I prr it oee 1 
^ al £. l . ng . r . 1889? Ahem! No ; leave it as it is. A coo® beal mat hatpem bbeobe that bate t ” 


The Usual Things. 

MASiNa excuse as of affairs of State, 

Dowu straight to Epsom Muggins, M.P., scampered : 
-^^his excuse for being home so late 

that his business had been (Derby) hampered.” 


tke People’s 


lsubXtoKfoK;nf ®us; a stingy 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED BB.OM 

THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


Souse of Commons^ Monday May 16, — ^^thub Baieoue enjoyed 
to-night a pretty wild half-hour. House in. Committee of Supply, 
Chief Secretary’s salary before Committee for approval, John 
Dilion blandly, but firmly, moved to reduce the amount by £1,000, 
Opportunity tien by Irish Members to “go for ” CnmEF S ecretaet, 
Seems he gives them too little of his company, 
oils in alter questions are over, sits on his back, 

I languidly asks King-Harhan how he ’s getting 
? As a rule, ErNO-HjJSMfN has got on very badly. 
□FOUR hands over to him difficult duty of answering 
ih questions, Irish Members howl at him throu^h- 
; ; make delicate inquiries as to his relations with 
tenants ; hint that he ’s been grinding them down 
for years ; and triumphantly recite return of 
Commissioners showing peremptory' and con- 
siderable reduction of rent enforced upon him. 
ParneUites a little tired of monotony of Ejno- 

“It’s like toodjour perdricks,” says 'Gill- 
HOOLY, thrusting hands into his pockets, and 
staring gloomily across the House. 

Having buffeted King-Harman tiU they’re 
worn out, hunger and thirst for blood of Arthur 
Balpour. All very well attacks of Irish Mem- 
bers ; it is their nature to when Cheep Secre- 
> TARY in question. More serious when Caaipbell- 
Bannerman gets up, and joins his protest 
against the self-effacement of Cheep Secretary. 

«Tflnrli-onrPpraricks»»^<^^^S “that FORSTER, TrEVELYAN, JoHN 
ioodjourperdncxs. himself), 

when^ successively Chief Secretaries, did not delegate work at 
question-time to other hands. Smith came to rescue of his colleague, 
but was knocked over by Henry Fowler, Then King-Harman 
valiantl:^ hutted the assailants, and was set upon in full cry. 

Committee thoroughly excited. Controversy might have lasted 
tin morning, bnt Balpour, with unwonted adroitness, incidentally 
mentioned that he would in due course have to bring in a Bill 
authorising payment of the salary of King-Haracan. This had re- 
markable enect. Irish Members foresaw opportunity of going over 
the matter again. Foolish to spoil good sport hy wearisomely pro- 
I longmg bout. So Committee divided, and Balfour’s salary pre- 
I served intact by majority of two to one. 

Business done at Twenty-five Minutes past Three in the morning. 

Tuesday, — ^Beng-Harman visibly fading under sympathetic gaze, 
A deathlike pallor displacing his ancient ruddiness ; a haggard look 
about the eyes ; a stoop at the shoulder ; and a growing lassitude of 
manner. 

“ I wish I ’d never done it, Toby, dear boy,” he said, in a hollow 
whisper. “ I was happy enough below the Gangway, where I could 
howl at Tim He a ly , and shake my fist at Tanner. How I daren’t 
open my month, except to answer a question ; and if I so much as 
insert my forefinger in the collar of Gulhooly, and lift Mm up, 
they ’d move the Adjournment, in order to discuss a matter of urgent 
public importance. To be sure, there was some talk of a salary. 
But I haven’t got a penny yet ; and’when a Bill is introduced to 
authorise salary there’ll he an all-night sitting.” 

Cause of King-Ha rm a n ’s added distress, discoveryaOf a little 
incident that took place at Margate. A week or two ago EjnGt- 
Harman taking rest from State cares in the congenial company of 
Licensed Yictuallers in hotel at Margate. Closing-hour approached. 
Company must needs break up. General consternation. Law in- 
exorable ; CMef Constable in room to see it enforced. Happy thought 
struck King-Harman. 

“ Gentlemen,” he said, “from this moment consider yourselves my 
guests.” 

Stood drinks all round. Cloud lifted; hilarity set in; Licensed 
Yicttallers spent happiest evening of their life ; voted King-Harman 
a joll^ good fellow. Wilpred Lawson wants to know whether this 
story 13 true, Stuart Wortley admits it, and Ministers prouder 
than ever of their new colleague. 

^ Coercion debate on again. Karcourt moved what was hailed as 
important Amendment. Bnt Members held of till Division-bell 
rang. At one moment only five Members on Ministerial Benches. 
Attempt made to Count Out. Tim Healy proof against prevailing 
depressmn. More th^ ever like Miss Miggs in her ejaculatory 
mooa. State B^ to-night, and many Members thither bound. “ Go 
tt the Ball, ’ Tm snarled across the House, when Member in evening 
^ss arose to continue discussion. “I see the First Lord of the 
Tre^ury on the pounce,” he observed, later, when Smith, accord- 
}ing to his wont,' sat on edge of Bench, and looked as if he were 


going to move Closure. Accused Irish Attorney-General of being 
ready to “sling Ms wig” at Mm. By these and many other 
idiomatic expressions, helped to keep debate going till far into night. 
Business <?owe.~More conversation around Coercion Bill. 

Wednesday,— said Robert IJniacke Penrose Fitz- 
gerald, sinking into a chair, crossing Ms legs, and fighting a 
cigarette, “these fellows are nard to 
please. Hot content with a BiU specially 
designed to put them into prison, they 
insist upon the clauses being drafted in 
correct En^ish.” 

Robert UiirLACKE one of most retiring 
men .in |House. When at 
home, near Cork, fives on 
an island, like Boibinson 
Crusoe, Would like to be , 
there now, but kept in | 
Town by WMps. So re- i 
tires to corner of smoking- 1 
room, and makes his moan. 

His, complaint not with- 
out foundation. Positively 
Irish Members raising de- 
bate on literary style of 
first paragraph, second 
danse Coercion Bill! Tim 
Healy, as he once told 
House, doesn’t care a row 
of pins whether he is in prison 
or in the House of Commons ; still 
insists if he is to go to prison it 
shall be under a statute framed 
in unexceptionable English. 
ryy Arthur Balpour pleads that 

Clause comes up to ordinary stan- 
za dard of legal English. “It is 



R-b-ns-n Cr-s-e,'M.P. 


good enough English,” he urged, 
“ for an Act of Parliament.” 


Irish Members inexorable. Insist to the length of taking divi- 
sion, in which the purists of style are beaten. 

Clause discussed all through afternoon. Smith again “on the 
pounce.” Divisions showed not enough Ministerialists present to 
carry Closure. WMjjs threw messengers out in all directions. 
Principal object of Ministers to-day is to have two hundred Members 
on the premises. Slowly they came in, and it was :Four o’clock 
before Smith felt himself in position to “pounce.” Once success- 
fully done, however, position assured. Pounced again at Twenty 
Minutes to Six, with curious results. According to* Standing Order, 
debate must on Wednesdays close at Quarter to Six, House rising 
at or before Six o’ Clock. Division on Closure brought proceediugs 
close up^on Six o’clock. House had agreed that question should be 
put. Could it be put at tMs hour r Courtney said Yes. So 
second Division took place, and House, for the first time in recol- 
lection of oldest inhabitant, sat till Ten Minutes after Six on a 
Wednesday afternoon. Business done,—Y ery ^little. 

Friday Morning, — ^House getting so accustomed to Closure, might 
have heeu thought nothing would astonish it. But Smith managed 
to surprise it last night. Questions over, Sage of Queen Anne’s Gate 
interposed, and, with assistance of some hundred Members, managed 
to launch debate on Zululand. Hl good old times tMs would have 
lasted all night. Looked as if it would certainly last over dinner- 
hour. Under-Secretary for the Colonies followed the Sage, and made 
usual kind of speech. Then came George Campbell and Osborne 
Morgan, Clark next rose to Ms feet, and proceeded to give Scotch 
accent to debate. As Osborne Morgan sat down, watchful eyes 
from opposite Benches observed Old Morality advancing nearer and 
nearer edge of Bench. A hushed wMsper passed, from mouth to 
mouth in Irish Camp. 

“ He ’s going to pounce ! ” 

And pounce he did before Clark had finished Ms first sentence. 
Angry cries from Irish Camp. Division challenged. Closure carried ; 
by Seven o’ Clock decks cleared for resumption of discussion on 
Coercion Bill. Things went on till One o’Ciock this morning. Then 
Supply promptly turned into Irish debate. So we sat and wrangled 
till daYsm, Business done, — ^Hardly any. 


From all accounts, it appears that Her Majesty need not have 
gone to West Kensington to witness a war-dance of Wild Indians, 
as the Dowagers of her own Buckingham Palace, in their paiut and 
feathers, could have provided her with a mucn fiercer and more 
savage entertamment on the spot, on a recent occasion. Duelling 
will come in fasMon for ladies if tMs sort of thing is allowed, and a 
Drawmg-Room^will be worse than the House in debate on the Irish 
Crimes Bfil. 
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BAD LANGUAGE. 


Miss Betsy Brimme, *‘Hb heallt is such an ugu 

Devil, you enow.” The Vicar, “Well, he J5/” frn ‘ ^ j.w am./ . rr , w uaaava. 

Hostess (who overhears). “ My goodness, geaoious me ! ” , ^ course there is, Samot,” replied his father, “ or what woidd 

IThey were only discussing the Mejphistopheles of a Provincial Bra- ^ undertakers r Apart from the spem^ object of this 


■JJ’elL we shall see. I then rode against Ben, 

jN ow 1 11 tackle less skilful and resolute men, 

In_defi.ance of liking and luck too, 

Ben was a J ock ! What a seat, what a hand ! 

What an eye for an opening ! Yes, it was grand 
To fight out a fini^ with Dizzy. 

Bob Cecil, Biel Smith ? Why, they ’re not in the hunt. 

If once with Home Hule I can forge to the front. 

Once more the old Jock will be busy. 

But can I ? The field has been running all wrong, 

And to make a straight dash through the clustering throng 
Is a task that might puzzle a topper ; 

Gomg round loses time, and that game often fails ; 

1 don’t want to he driven on to the rails, 

At the risk of a crush or a cropper. 

S]^H ’s right in the road, stolid Hahtt close by : 

I fear I shall not “ split ” the pair if I try, 

And a smasher would follow misjudging. 

Then J 0E~a raw hand with more rattle than stay. 

Great Scott, if he ’d only get out of the way ! — 

Bnfc you won’t catch young Brummagem budging. 

Shut in ! Yes, by Jingo I They ’re all in the swim. 

Were it Bill Smith alone, I would soon settle 7«‘m, 

But the other two back Mm— confound ’em! 

Home Hule ’s fuB of running, the post is in view, 

But they ’re all in a cluster, I cannot get through, 

And I fear there ’s not time to go round ’em I 


'1 ' \ Lyceum.— No, no, not Wahner at the Lyceum, but 

iljl Werwer, a light-hearted Play, by Byron,— not H. J., playwright, 

X |> I hut Lord Byron, poet. It is, or was, originally, in five Acts. But 

B Mr.^ Y. A. Marshall has been at work at it, and it may 

jlf II be in ten Acts by this time — or it may be in three. “It may 

be for years, or it may be for ever” — but, anyhow, it is going 
to be played on the afternoon of Wednesday June 1, with Henry 
Irving and Ellen Terry and a brilliant cast for the benefit of Dr. 
Westland M^ston. Sad that charity should he required for 
authors— hut it is always the same story, and probably always will 
he, to the end of the Literary ‘and Dramatic chapter ; and there will 
always be friendly hands ready to do their utmost to aid distress, 
“The poor we have always with us,” and the charitable too, tha-nlr 
UGLT-LooHiNG Seaveu, and indeed where would be the charity if it weren’t for the 

/ » poverty ? “There ’s aprovidence in it aU,” said Mr. Weller^ Junior, 

’ . “OnnnrSA tTlO-PA ia RaTITTIT^ YiiiTiKorl wninlw 


matic Company. 


“SHUT 

A DERBY DILEMMA. 

Grand Old Jockey^ loquitur 

Humph I A capital mount, and, what ’s more, my own choice. 
A last win, on its hack, my old heart would rejoice, 

Now I draw to the end of my tether. 

My record is good, it must soon he made up. 

An ! how often we ’ve pulled ofi a plate or a cup, 

Myself and a good horse together ? 

Eheu ! The old days, the excitement, the pace I 
The jocks I have rivalled in many a race I 

The starts, and the blood-stirring finishes ! 

Have I lost m finesse f Am I failing in force ? 

By Jove 1 there’s a rapture for rider and horse 
The age very little diminishes. 

The heat of the hoofs, and the pulse of the stride, 

The lash of the wind, the quick gasp at one’s side, 

The spectators’ tumnltuons shouting— 

These, known from of old, have a charm for me stiU ; 

The old eager hope, the old passionate thrill, 

Still move me, yes, that is past doubting. 

And now ? Well, I ’ve scarcely a popular mount, 

At least so they say, though I fancy they count 
The least little hit prematurely, 

The Ring’s cognoscenti. How often before 
Have I saddled in face of a dissident roar, 

And won at the finish securely ! 

They didn’t much fancy my crack Irish Church, 

They muttered that luck left Old Will in the lurch 
When Land Bill the Second he stuck to. 


occasion, the performance will he one of the greatest interest. 


Epigram on a Party Hack. 
Whenever, however Ms Party gets in. 

He ’s sure to be entered for every good race ; 
And, though Premier honours he never will win, 
He may always be backed for a Place I 


The Pleasures or Hope. — ^To the numerous protesters against 
the meddlesome “ New Thames Bye-Laws ” it is pleasantly suggested 
that they shall try them for a year or two, and see how they work. 
In fact, our only comfort under the infiiction of these “ Bye-Laws ” 
is a certain faintly hopeful looking forward to “ By-and-by Laws,” 
wMch may be more endurable when they come. 




Wm 




THE NEW DOTTBDE ELOHIN. 

George. Call yourself a Coin— bah ! 'Why, I can see ^ 
Double Flaw in you already 1 ’* 


A Book- 
MUher’s Ma- 
nual.— Sir J. 
Lubboch has 
repnbHshed a 
series of Let- 
ters to the 
Times, enti- 
tled The jRflt- 
ces of the 
British Bm- 
pire, IsLub- 
BOCH among 
the (Racing) 
Prophets ? 

The Latest 
Betting,— 
AgainstDeci- 
mal Coinage, 
jlOtol. 






STARTERS. (FROM UHPUBLISHED LIST.) 

Loed Saiisbuet’s Ultimate Trittmpli, 1)7 
Hammering Away out of Majority. 

Mr. Q-ladstone’s Home Rule Cry, l)y 
Wild Manoeuvres out of Office. 

Mr. Chambeelaik’s Radical Unionist, by 
Disappointed Statesman out of Pique. 

Lora Haetingtox’s Tory Sapport, by 
Liberal Prmciples out of Q-ear. 

Mr. Healt’s Lively Debate, by Prequent 
Interruptions out of Order. 

The Speakee’s Shattered Constitution, by 
All Night Sittings out of Bed, 

Mr. W. H. Smith’s Closure, by Weary 
House out of Patience, 

^ Sir W. Haecottrt’s Acrimonious Opposi- 
tion, by Amiable Politician out of Temper. 

Lord Rahuolph Chuechell’s Sir George 
Trevelyan’s Consistency, by Selected Quota- 
tions out of his own Speeches. 

Buppaio Bill’s Earl’s Court Success, by 
Big Circus Effects out of The Common. 

Prince Bismaech’s Continued War Scare, 
by General Bottlahgee’s Supposed Prepara- 
tions out of Sight, 

Lord Lahsdowhe’s Canadian Victory, by 
Mr. O’BsiEsr’s lU-judged Attack out of Spite. 

Sir H. D. Wolfe’s Egyptian Fiasco, by 
RecentNegooiations Carried On out of Hearing. 

The Editob of the Times’ Literary 
Flourish, by Mr. Pabhell’s Silence out of 
Cautious Discretion. 

M. Goblet’s Graceful Retirement, by 
Inexperienced Statesman out of His Element. 

JoHH Bull’s Swelling Jubilee Fond, by 
Subscr^tionsof Grumbling British Taxpayer 


DELIGHT IN DISORDER. 

{Adapted from Merrick , ) 

“ Theeb is nothing in the pit-brow work, nor in 
the costume necessitated, that tells against modesty. 
It makes fine, healthy, strapping women — ^not ex- 
actly after the pattern of Mmtlla or Miranda — but 
women who are the fit mates for the men whose 
wives and mothers they are.” — Mrs, Lynn Linton 
on ths ** FiUBrow Women,** 

A FINE frank roughness in the dress, 

Is better than La Models excess ; 

Flannel about the shoulders thrown, 

A stayless bodice and loose zone \ 

Stout clogs or highlows and a pair 
Of coarse hose much the worse for wear ; 

A kerchief-cap, and trailed thereby, 

Wild locks that flow confusedly ; 

A dual garb deserving note,^ 

As more— or less— than petticoat ; 

A leathern shoe-string in whose tie 
The slattern speaks to every eye, 

Do more bewitch me, for my part, 

Than Regent Street with all its Art. 


Theee is no sort of truth in the report that 
after the Londou Season, Mrs. Bhowh Pottee 
is going to join Mrs, Beehaed Beebe’s 
troupe^ and that their party of touring come- 
dians is to he known as the Poxiee-Beeee 
Company.” 

Me3. Ramsbotham says that an elderly 
lady of her acquaintance ‘has bothered hex so 
for Jubilee subscriptions that she now 
describes her as quitelike the parallel of the 
Impertinent Widow. 


DRURIOLANU3 OPERATICU3. 

Dubing the six weeks’ season of Italian 
Opera at Drury Lane under the direction of 
Augustus Impeeatob, the Last Act of The 
Huguenots is to be given in its entirety. 
Everybody is requested to remain in their 
seats tiU the fall of the curtain, which follows 
the fall of Marcel, Raoul, ^ and Valentine, 
Old Opera-goers will remain ont of sheer 
curiosity, for who of the habituis ever 
remained in the theatre, consule Costa, after 
Maeio and Geisi had sung the great duet, 
and the former had leapt out of the window ? 
Tb e ladies heard firearms going off, and used 
to think that the best thing they could do 
was to imitate the firearms, and go off too. 
So the Last Act of The Huguenots was all 
“go- bang,” and no one cared how it ended, 
as they could look in the book when they got 
home, and imagine the rest. 

Imperator Jubilator DEUEiOLAmrs promises 
ns a brisk season, commencing June 13, and 
the Jubilee PubHo wiU avail themselves of 
the popular operas at popular prices. By the 
way, as Gael Rosa and Augustus have set 
this good example, why not follow it up at aU 
shows with popular entertainments at j^opulw 
prices? And why limit it to shows in tbis 
Jubilee Year? Why not a Popul^ Free 
Gratis Day or two at Burlington House r 
And why shouldn’t tailors, dressmakers, 
butchers, bakers, &c., give us Jubilee clothes, 
costumes, butcheries, and bakeries at populp 
Jubilee prices? Why pay anything in 
Jubilee Year? 

A Mat ter of (Deeby) Couese. — The Dog. 
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THE TWO GREAT RACES. 

{From Out Own Special TouU) 

I HATE just left; my old friends Tattenham CoENEsand Ancasteb 
Mile, and they both agree with, me in saying that this year’s Derby 
and Oaks will oe two events not likely to be forgotten for many a 
day by tbe majority *of sporting men and of amateurs also. It 
would be unfair to non-subscribers were I to name in plain bold 
language the winners, and so I write only for the initiated who will 
appreciate every word at its real value. To them then I put the 
question, Who forgets the old proverb that a Baird in the hand is 
worth two to one in the hush f A Taylor may make a scarlet Whistle 
Jacket fit. The telegram last week about the scratching of Whistle 
Jacket was a hoax for the Derby,^ as our old sporting friend Joe 
MiLLEEsays. What Sporting Novelist wrote IFin? There’s 

something Hawley-^S'mar^/eyish about one of the horses, isn’t thep ? 
Think it over : I am writing with a dash of the “Attic ” qualification, 
as the Mayor of Garrett would have observed, and my information 
must be tiien cum grano^ that is with a pinch of Epsom salts. 

Timothy to the Bescue^ was a piece by H. J. Bteon. Did it have 
a long run ? 0 Timpora I 0 more ease I If Timothy were ob- 
streperous, wouldn’t Buffalo Bill exclaim, “What! Tim-buck- 
tooj I ” Whichyew de mots I present to"Mr. D. Cbameo, Does anyone 
want a piece ot intelligenoe ? Well, for a piece would you go to 
Waugh ? Perhaps so, I say nothing. 

The Derby Day of 1887 will not be barren of results, for, mind you, 
he Wood if he could. I know a gentleman who has taken a small 
house near Epsom, and is singing daily “in my cottage near C. 
Wood,”— and he whistles the rest, not being acquainted with the 
correct words. Porcelain is very valuable just now, and the rage 
for crockery is not on the decline. Brown Pottery was not much run 
after at the Haymarket it is true ; but this is not for the Haymarket 
stakes, nor for Newmarket, but for the Oaks. Porcelain I and not a 
crack ! 

Merry Hampton is a better name than ^Appy Ampton,^ But a 
word in your ear, is Merry Hampton caught r Aha I Think this 
out, and, if you don’t hve gold too much, you’re pretty sure to 
make your money, and perhaps you’U have a reve (Tor for the Oaks, 
though it will be well to bear in mind that “dreams go by con- 
traries,” which you’ll remember too late if you’ve raved o’er any 
horse mat doesn’t win, or get placed. 

Place aux Dames means that, on Derby Day, strong language is 
for once allowable if you ’ve been heavily let in when you thought j 
you were on a good thing. Anson is as Anson does, at least so says , 
I Lady Muncaster ; and, before parting — I trust none of us will have 
' to part— I quafE a pint of Porter to Freedom, Vive la Liherte I 

Last Zook Round, Tuesday. 

I have looked as round as possible, and see every reason for altering 
many of the remarks made above, but haven’t time to do it ; from 


which it will be clearly gathered by the cognoscenti that I have no 
doubt as to the winners of the Derby and the Oaks in my own mind : 
and I only trust that those who don’t run, but do read, may avail 
themselves of the tips which I have bestowed with no lavish hand, 
and,twhen the sovs. come in their thousands and tens of thousands 
into the pockets of my readers, they will send a handsome per-centage, 

I — French pennies not taken, but double florins at six to the pound 
I negooiable,— to their honest tipster, ‘ ‘ The Tout ” d tous^ Laegesse. 

A Balfour Ballad. 

Air — “ The Young May MoonP 

Most Irish ^estions are about 
A Peeler, a Pauper, or Carman, 0 1 
They ’re quite beneath me. 

As Chief Be-cre-ta-ree— 

I hand ’em all o’er to King-Harman, 0 1 


CKUMMLES AGAIN 1 

The Daily News of Friday last gave an account of the reception 
of Mr. Wilson Baeeett by a “large crowd of professional friends 
and admirers.” By the way, what a pleasant and lucrative calling 
must he that of a “professional admirer.” And for onos^ 
should prefer a real friend to a “ professional friend.” ELowever, 
this is a matter of taste. Mr. Baeeett was “ escorted to the Midland 
Hotel,” and here Mrs. Bebnaed Beebe greeted him gracefully, and 
handed to him “ a heautiful wreath.” 

Then Mr. Baeeett replied, that all this came npon him “almost 
as a surprise.” Note the “ ahoaost,” The professional admirers lost 
an opportunity here of striking up, “ O what a surprise /” but per- 
haps they did not like to interrupt Mr. Baeeett, who went on to 
tell them how “that morning, for the first time for many months, he 
caught sight of the green fields of Old England,”— well, of course, j 
not mnch to be seen of them in America — “ and it seemed to him that 
these words were about as welcome to him as were (szc) a draught of 
water to the traveller” — ^the commercial traveller? — “in the 
desert,” “ Draught of water ” indeed I had he not been so taken by 
surprise, he would have said, “draught of Beebe,” Then he repeated 
that he “ had been so taken by surprise, and did not yet exactly 
know how it had all come about.” Did he mean, “ What they had 
all come about” ? However, it is too much to inquire the meaning 
of words uttered by a Baeeett d surprise. Yet his naivete is 
charming. Mr. wondered “how these things get into the 

papers,” but that eminent provincial Manager, if now alive, wouldn’t 
be “ in it,” with onr astonished Baeeett, The deponent doesn’t say 
what Mr. Baeeett did with the wreath. Did he put it round his 
hat, or into it, and so quietly home ? Perhaps there are some more 
little surprises in store for the ingenuous youth. 
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VERY ORIGINAL GREEK AT OXFORD. 

(Bi/ an Untutored Gorrespondent,) 

I WAS on a visit to the Junior Warden of No Bodies College, 
when my eye was caught by an announcement of the second night of 
a play at the New Theatre. It was 
Alcestis. Though I have not had a classi- 
cal education, yet I have had a very fair 
Wyo theatrical one, and I remembered tbe title 

years ago at, I think, the Haymarket. I 
S / procured a stall. The house was crowded, 

^ could not obtain a programme or 
^ I depen- 

MvW neighbour, a very pleasant 

i>!i' young Undergraduate, for my information, 

which, in the shape of notes taken at the 

'iSSil ’1 ‘‘//t ® looking at a most original 

i \JEfujl jlpi', i[!|jJpgi act-drop, painted expressly ^so my neigh- 

Professor Hekkombk. 

** A sonnet has been written on it/^ said 
■-■ my informant, — ^though, for the life of me, 

^ opera- glasses, I couldn’t see 

CoTURTENAY, a new fellow.” 
informant speaks of the Anthor of the 
Sonnet as old hoys do of a young chap 
Arl ' just come up. I mention this because it 

^ ^ - T A is really an enconraging sign. For “ a 

Classic Costume revived at fellow” to have written a sonnet on 

Oxiord. Professor HeexojMEk’ s ‘ ‘ drop,” proves him 

to"he of considerable promise. The drop, my young friend thinks, 
might possibly he a drop too much in any hut a Classical Theatre, 
and he explains that the bold and beautiful figure seated on a 
gigantic soap-bubble is intended to represent an ideal form of mural 
decoration as koown to the advertising ancient Greeks, on whom to 
gaze long and lovingly on this would have had a soapyrific effect. 
‘‘At least,” adds my youthful but well-informed companion, “so it 
ap-pears.” I fancy, from the twinkle in his eye, that he intends a 
pun somewhere, hut at this moment three strokes of the hammer, as 
in French Theatres, give the signal to take up the drop ; aud as the 
lights are lowered, my young friend’s twiuMe, like “all worldly 
shapes ” in thejpoem, is “ lost in' gloom.” 

The Tlay,—L House on a raised platform on the principle of a 
show in a Fair. Country landscape in the distance. In front of the 
stage is a property stone table on which is a dessert of apples, oranges, 
(no bills of the play) bananas, and grapes, with a spirit-lamp to keep 

1 the coffee hot when it comes, or for lighting cigarettes. Apollo (i 
know he is Apollo, having seen him frequently in classical bur- 
lesques) enters and speaks. My young friend asks me “if I under- 
stand what he’s saying.” I reply, “Perfectly.” “It’s Greek,” 
says my young friend, looking at me with an expression implying a 
vote of want of confidence in my statement. I listen to it for a few 
seconds, as if I were catching a tune, and then reply, “He is not 
very distinct, but it does sound like Greek to me.” This is strictly 
true. I follow it at a more respectful distance than I shoiild an 
Opera in German. 

My young friend further whispers to me, that the piece was, when 
first writteu, an exact model of the old Classic Greek Faroe, but that 
the Yice-Chaneellor had refused to license it, unless it was con- 
siderably altered and cut down. The result seems to have been, that 
most of the fun has been taken out of it, which however, I think, 
could not originally have been screamingly humorous. 

“ Did the new fellow you mentioned just now write it ? ” I ask. ^ 
My youthful informant pauses a second or so, — ^he cannot have a very 
good memory— and he answers “No, it was another fellow.” He 
forgets his name at the moment, hut is sure it is something like Mr. 
Htt&h HrppiTES ; aud, do I know him ? No I do not.1 Is he an Oxford 
man ? “ Oh, yes,” replies my young friend with certainty. “ He ’s 
an Undergraduate here.” Heally 1 Now this is encouraging. That 
an Undergraduate, Mr. Hugh Eippites, should have written a play 
in Greek, is an excellent sign of the revival of learning. I regret 
my want of a classical education, and contemplate going to Oxford 
as a student. Never too old to learn. I do not blame Mr, Hugh 
Bippites for having introduced many English words which every 
now and then caught my ear— and indeed they were pointed out to 
me by my neighbour— because, after all, as a first attempt, it is 
most creditable. 

Apollo talks. My young friend nudges me whenever there is a 
double entendre in Greek, and^ laughs behind his hand. “Hather 
strong that,” he whispers occasionally. I reply in an undertone, as 
if I were with difidoultjr stifling my laughter, “ Hush ! he quiet 1 
but tto only makes him laugh the more. The audience, I notice, 
scarcely smile once. Being in Greek, perhaps the ladies don’t under- 
stand the “hits” in the dialogue. I don’t, hut this I keep to 
myself. Then steam arises (an anachronism, of course, but “sym- 

bolioal of progress,” as my friend assures me), and an old woman in 
grey muslin, with a knife, appears, “ It ’s the Demon of Soceates,” 
my companion tells nie. Very good. Apollo and the Demon have 
a dialogue, during which my companion is perpetually nudging me, 
so I suppose it’s full of good jokes which I don’t exactly catch. 
Again I pretend to be restraining my laughter, and beg bim to be 
decorous. Off trips Apollo, and the Demon goes through* some 
pantomimic action, then goes through a door, and disappears. Enter 
a lot of melancholy young-old men— with very evident beards of 
every description. They gather round the dessert and the ciga- 
rette spirit-lamp. No one touches so much as a grape. Then on 
the raised platform appears a classically costumed gentleman. My 
young friend tells me that he is the show proprietor, and is called by 
a very appropriate name, AdmittusP The showman, Admittus, 
tells the young-old men what is to be seen inside, in a speech, which 
my companion (who knows the play by heart) tells me is “immensely 
witty.” Bfis audience do not seem to appreciate it, hut evideutly 
there is no great attraction, as the yotmg- elders show no sign of 
even wishing to “ Walk up, walk up ! ” hut, instead, stay outside, 
and commence singing an Irish dirge as they once more group 
themselves about the dessert aud the cigarette spirit-lamp. 

Enter a lady on the platform, evidently very ill. “This,” 
whispers myinrormant, ^ ^ ia Alcestis.^^ Of course I remember her 
name perfectly, many years ago. She is in great pain, and Admittus, 
the showman, suggests something about “toddy.” But whether she 
is to take it, or whether she has taken too much of it already, I 
cannot clearly make out, and don’t like to bother my young friend 
with too many questions. He whispers to me that it is this part of 
the piece which the Yice-Chancelloe has spoilt by cutting, and 
that, therefore, it is rather heavy. It certainly is. 

Then come on two very pretty children, named, as I gather from 
what I can catch of the words, “Tommy” and “Kitty.” Subse- 
quently I find I am wrong, and that “ Kitty ” is “ Sukey.” 

Admittus talks about a “ Se-gar,” which is also an anachronism 
pardonable in a young Author’s first work, but in keeping with 
the spirit-lamp and dessert. Then Alcestis gets worse, and cries, 

“ Ow 1 owl ow 1 ” and Admittus, whose mind seems to run upon 
nothing but eating and drinking, offers her “ ducks and gun- 
aiky,” which, my young friend tells me, is very old Attic for 
green peas cooked in a certain way. I catch the plot now; she is 
suffering from having eaten “ dneks and gunaiky,” and having tried 
to correct the effects with “toddy” aud a “se-gar.” Admittus 
addresses her tenderly as “Molly.” I thought her name was 
Alcestis. “Her family name is Alcestis, my companion whispers, 
apparently annoyed at my tone of momentary doubt, “ She is Molly 
Alcestis. I beg pardon. I see perfectly, “ Molly” the petit nom. 
Well, Molly expires. Everyone is broken-hearted, and one of the 
leaders of the Chorus, addressed by Admittus as “Mr. Martin,” 
leads a walk round the dessert and cigarette-lamp. 

Enter Hercules, with all the strength in his legs, which are 
enormous (and were probably provided by the costumier), hut with 
no “power to his elbow,” as his arms are comparatively very slight, 
which accounts for his not doing the usual strong-mau business of 
lifting weights, &c. He belongs to the Show, and goes in with 
Admittus, who has upbraided him for not being there at the com- 
mencement of the performance. The young-old men then break out 
into a classic hunting chorus, with a refrain that sounds like 
“Tiddy ti! who cares?” They finish with a “walk round,” and 
exeunt, leaving the dessert untouched aud the spirit-lamp still 
burning. This ends the First Part. 

My young friend bids me good-night, as he has to go to supper, 
and has seen it all before. I thank him heartily for his assistance, 
and post this to you. 

PjEESONALLT CONDUCTED.— Dean KiTCHiN, SO the St. James's 
Gazette informed^ us last week, has announced that on certain days 
he will himself, in propria persond, show visitors over Winchester 
Cathedral. “ No Fees 1 ” Will his example be followed by Lord 
Sausbuet, or the Lobd Chancelloe, personally conducting country 
cousins over the House of Lords, while the Speaebe will do the same 
for “Strangers” in the House of Commons, illustrating every object 
of interest with “ the Speaeee’s commentary ” on it ? It is quite a 
“new departure.” Dean Kitchin, telling the same stories over and 
over again, may he known as a “ Winchester Eepeater ; ” hut, at aU 
events, for the benefit of tourists, a most useful Servus Servorum 
will be found in this Kitchin*. During the Dean’s special Show 
Service, the Organist might play variations on “ Jw Verdure clad,'^ 
with new words for the choir, commencing “ As Yerger clad.” 

Duet poe Sir Hegdtaxd Hanson, Baet., and Sie Robert 
Garden, Baet, — “ Barty, Barty ! ” 

A Spotless Career. — ^T hat of an unsuccessful Tipster. (Must be, 
if he has never “ spotted a winner.”) 


NOTICH, Kejected Communications or Contributions, "wlietlier MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. r > i ifr 
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MR. PUNCHES MANUAL FOR YOUNG RECITERS. 

, ' i confidently hoped, that any pnpil who has followed this 

I'l '.'''Hsili'i ’'1 course with attention will be now sufficiently advanced to 

' I I ,! jjl undertake a Recitation demanding powers of the highest order, 

^ T acting under this conviction, Jfr. Punch has set Ms very 

It , . j best Bard to construct a poem that shall provide the panting 

J 1 amateur with even greener laurels than before. 

presenting Ms readers with an opportunity for attaining 
'‘ni distinction which may not occur again, the Author would 
“ic^ciy observe that the key-note ot the piece is a vaguely 
voluptuous melancholy, dominated by the approaching shadow 
of impending calamity. If the Student feels any doubt of 
Apropos de Bottes. .Pp^c^ to convey all this, he had far better employ Ms 

„ . ,* abilities upon something of an easier and less exalted character 

than the following, which we.will call 

Apropos de Bottes. 

In a how- window on the Esplanade Belinda with her Besteam breakfasted ; 

But wMle with outward calm the tea she made, within was all uncertainty and dread : 

What though the toast was crisp, the eggs new-laid, when, in its envelope of dull brick- red. 
The missive that had forced her heart to flutter, lay, yet unopened, by the bread-and-butter ? 
{Pause, until the curiosity of your audience is thoroughly aroused — then continue loith deeper 
. ^ intensity.) 

Fleet IS pursuing Fate when most she limps ! So Beetuam, having put away Ms ham* 

Upon his letters cast a careless glimpse,^ selecting first the rutMess telegram [lamb ! ” 

Which tore Mm from felicity and shrimps. He muttered words which sounded like “My 
The while he in despair the carpet stamped on, “ My own,” he cried, “ I must leave Little- 
hamptou ! ” 

{Second pause* Turn your head slowly round to left, and then to right again ; assume a look 
0 / petrified despair : hand pressed to side, as if in pain ; level tone*) 

Her face she turned all piteously drawn, and gazed upon him apprehensively. 

With eyes dilating, like a startled fawn ; one crystal tear fell flashing in her tea, 

Nor did she heed the appetising prawn, nor amber marmalade from far Dundee ; [City ! ” 

“ Bertram,” she gasped, ^ “ leave me not thus, in pity — they cannot really want you in the 
{This entreaty very tragic* If your hands are not liable to grow red under influence of 

emotion, clasp them*) 

But he — “ Alack that I must answer yes ! Who could foretell the dream would end so soon ? 
Or deem the envious cloud of husi-ness would drift across our radiant honeymoon ? 

But I must catch the Ten o’ Clock express, which gets me up to London Bridge by noon! 

Nay, sweetest one, give not the reins to sorrow — ^I shall he back ere dinner-time to-morrow I” 

r With a fictitious cheerfulness* 

And hearing, she forehore to make a fuss, hut sought, with packing, her despair to drug ; 
Then, seated in the Hotel omnibus, she strapped with dainty hands Ms railway rug ; 

Till at the Littlehampton terminus they parted, with one last hysteric hug. 

And he, Ms manifest emotion choking, entered a first-class carriage labelled “ Smoking.” 

{Pause again ; then cast your eyes down, and continue in a tone of chastened melancholy*) 
Now, feeling that her well of joy is dried, her lotus-tree all withered to its roots, 

Back to her lonely lodgings she has Med— and here a pang through all her being shoots ! 

{Bend forward here with outstretched arms, and smile of infinite tenderness*) 

For— basking on the hearthrug, side by side— she finds her best beloved Beeteam’s boots ; 

His patent leathers he had gone to Town in— so this must he the pair he ’d travelled down in I 
{Gently.) There is a pathos in the mute appeal of objects that have shared a bygone bliss ; 
And even these dumb boots are down at heel— seeming their absent master now to miss I 
Which, as Belinda notes, she fain must kneel, and cheer them with a sympathetic kiss, 

But now a carmine tide o’erfiows her neck fast— the maid comes in to clear away the breakfast ! 
Anon a fantasy Belinda thrills, and both the boots she on the table sets : 

Full lovingly each vacancy she fills, with freshly gathered sweet March violets, 

And heavy-headed safiron dafiodils— nor necessary moisture she forgets. [such chalices ? ” 

“ To sigh,” she wMspers, “for your native valley, cease— for when were flowers hononred by 
And she forgets the grim Teutonic hands : and she forgets the donkeys on the green : 

And she forgets the sea-gull haunted sands : and she forgets the fasmons iu The Queen ; 
Seated before those boots with folded hands, she feels no yearning for a change of scene. 
Content to linger by her flowers fragrant, and yield herself to recollections vagrant. 

{Hands behind you for this last stanza, head slightly to left, eyes half closed, speak with a 
dreamy musical lingering intonation*) 

And all day long she keeps them in her sight, and murmurs to them tender little phrases, 
Imagining they comprehend her quite— conduct that her old landlord much amazes, 

Who overhears her Mdding them “ good-night,” {kiss your fingers here) and open-mouthed 
^ upon the threshold gazes, {Baise both hands. 

Holding, perchance, that such proceedings can well entitle her to residence at Hanwell. 
Belinda seeks her couch— but ere she sinks into the brief oblivion of sleep. 

Her dewy eyes shine brighter as she thinks how those stout boots will o’er her slumber keep, 

A ward as unremitting as the lynx ; then trembles — ^for the silence ctows more deep, 

And now (0, portent passing understanding ! ) she hears them creaking towards the second 
landing ) 

{Baise your index finger here, and imbue the last line with a weird suggestiveness.) 

• So iu the morning early she descends— to find her flowers scattered far and faded — [shaded, 
And the hoots— yowe ! Her perfect head she bends, her fair low brow with sweet distress is 
MarveUing much what evil this portends— can Beeteam, too, have perished— just when 

did ? [ a hushed awC'-stricken whisper* 

, And were bis hoots, as Death secured tMs last trophy, tramping upstairs to break the sad 
catastrophe ? 

Nor may she know wMther’those twain have fled, having achieved their automatic climb, 

’ Or whether Bertram now he lying dead — ^the victim of some secret midnight crime 1 

She can hut Mde her grief-distracted head, and blame the leaden-footed lounge of Time. 

About the Supernatural no man knew all — 
So much she ’s learned from many a Christ- 
mas annual ! 

In restless dread the worst she must await* 
Hearing on every breeze her Bertram’s 
kneU! 

{Start, and point off intone of fullest alamn.) 
Hark ! is there not a clanging at the gate ? 

A feverish ringing at the front-door bell ? 

Lo ! ’tis her Bertram I Wondrous to relate. 
He looks most unromantically well I 

Finding Ms Club a dreary place to stay at, he 
Had spent the previous evening at the G-aiety ! 
But, ah ! Belinda’s mind not yet at ease is — 
Specks will appear upon the fairest fruits ! 
She dare not speak (for Beeteam such a 
tease is) — 

But she has learnt that those were not his 
boots ! [sneezes, 

And every time she hears the landlord’s 
She blushes to remember past pursuits. 

Keen self-reproach recurs with each cadenza 
— Wet feet alone could cause that influenza! 
[Shake your head, and sigh cotnpassion^ 
ately, then bow, and retire in graceful 
pre-occupation. If you are recalled , — 
don't goJ 

The ^ Roses > that Bloom, tra la ! 

ZoHSNGRI^ went well here, and Martp. 

HozB waa a better jBlta than probably any- 

Marie rose to receive Mr. Punch.'' Hoosins” 

in Pans. 

The Roses appeared early, and are leaving 
us. Too short a season. 

BOHEMIAN BALLAD 

Of the Society’' Variety ~ Artiste, 

(By Rekt Teovato Jonson.) 

Tou meaner beauties of the night, 

That poorly satisfy the eye, 

(Perhaps it would not be polite 

The ladies’ names to specify,) 

Where are you when my love is nigh? 

Te wallflowers that first appear. 

That first appear and latest go, 

Striking the surging crowd with fear 

At your insipid anxious row, 

What wonder that you find it slow ? 

Te chanters of the dra-wing-room, 

That warble ballads of the day 

So that you well deserve the doom 

Of the weak heroes of your lay, 

Wait tiU my love comes round your way ! 

For when my mistress shall appear 

In the new playhouse I’ve designed, 

A serio-tragi-comio Q,neen, 

With all the latest fads combined, 

Out of all sails she ’ll take the wind. 

A Classical critic remarked of an amateur 
Actor who was not particularly successful 
in Mb delineation, “ Laudatur ah his , — ^but 

I don’t say how the last word ought to he 
spelt.” 




YOL. xcn. 
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That are circled around this city of sin, 

And fasten the poor little children in I 
How little they share, as the world goes round, 

In the green of the grass of our garjen ground.! 

The London birds as they upward fly, 

Have a larger portion of G-od’s blue sky ! 

Ah ! men so tender, and women so true, 

These pitiful faces pierce you through I 
like spectre-forms from the grave they rise, 

And tempt the tears from the calmest eyes ! 

When sunshine softens our winter’s moan, 

We are off and away!— but the Child alone, 

Alone in the alley, alone in the court, 

With their dismal day, and their sunless sport. 

The music maddens them — off they steal — 

The procession is passing ! so down they kneel, 

At the feet of the crowd, where they cringe and creep, 
And dream of a Q,ueen in their feverish sleep, 

At Charity’s call give an answering cheer, 

“ Ho Child shall forget the Q;ueen’s Jubilee Year ! 

Go tell it abroad I let them all understand. 

This message of love from the heart of the land. 

Let it soothe the sad pillow with vision of song. 

That the sick Child in Hospital soon may be strong ! 
Let it echo in cheers, as they rush down the stair, ^ 
From the school where they toil, to the light of the air; 
Let them dream it at night, and shout it at plav, 
That the Park of the People is theirs for a day ! 

Then Fashion will yield, that the children may pass. 
To feast on the green, and to romp on the grass, 

The earth will spring gladly to tramp of young feet. 
When the revels of old, all our youngsters repeat ! 
May the day be the brightest that ever was seen ! 
When the cheer of our children is raised for their 
Gueen ! 

** Fiest-bate Receipis.”— Such an announcement is 
always satisfactory to the receiver. Everybody; can 
participate in such receipts by laying out one shilling 
on a little book by “ Coedon-Bxeu,” called Economical 
French Cookery for Ladies, There’s no speculation 
about it It’s a certainty. The Authoress “ne fait 
pas une lonne farce'^^ with her readers, though she does 
with some of her dishes. “Plates” and “Cuts”^ will 
be supplied by the readers. The book is treated with as 
light a touch as a Cook should employ in making good 
pastry, and will be substantially useful to the House- 
hold Brigade generally. 
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SNOB-SNUBBINQ. 


The Vicar's Wife, “And so you find ofr Suburb a pleasant CHANaK 
AFTER London, Mr. Snoggins ? ” 

S noggins. ‘*Ya- as —pretty little place— a — can’t say I care very much 
FOR Suburban Society^ you know ! ” 

The Vicar's Wife. ” Ah— you find them a little High and Migety^ I 
suppose ! " \_Disgust of Snoggins^ who thinJcs himself no end of a Swell ! 


Any infraction of this Bye-Law to be punished with six months’ hard 
MR. PXXITCH’S OWN TIPSTER RIGHT AGAIN ! labour on somebody else’s land, and a fine of £10 per acre to the 

Aiwats Eiglit. Wliat did I say last -week about .Hanijjfen m. . p- v x ^ ^ x- exceot 

mimed'Orf IraferyoutoFAcrs, Isaidof A‘Xjd 


Vy ^7* 7T ^ r ijye-Jbaw iNO. TiO one snaju. oe aiiowea turner any uiruum- 

the third horse I named for the Oaks, stances to wash his hands or face in the River, except when passing 

per-centage on your wiimings ! Put lu your soys^and the oracle wul oT>a nr/1oT*A/1 “fn saa fViia rAanlfl.fnnn 


■ " ■ in white letters oa a black grouad, and not less than four inobes by 

-r TTr-n YitrTi T > TTra t three in diameter “ One Minute for'Eefreshment.” 

SOMETHING LIKE BYE-LAWS ! Bye-Law STo. 1442. All oars, sexills, and poles intended to be 

It is said-witb what truth remains to be seen— that the Thames used in the River to be ^refoUy washed with soap and warm wate 
Conservators, not content with their absurd Bye-Laws in respect to before hem? allowed to he so ns^. 

House-Boats and Steam-Lannohes, have under their serious consider- ordmary thickness, or they wiU be treated as hemgr infractions of tbe 
ation the desiiabiHty of strictly enforcing the following eanaUy patent rights of oertami^^n^ialpersoM. ♦>,. 

sensible and eanally necessary regulations:- Bye-Law Ho. 1443, No Water Eats, are aUowed to enter the 

Bye-Law Ho. 1437. From^ and after the 1st day of April next, River between sunset rad sunrise, unless in the enjo^ent 
no Swans shall be allowed to swim in the River Thames unless health, and under no oircumstaMes whatsoev^ are ^s^a^tly 
properly attireA rad no Bathing shaR be allowed under ray oiroum- small to enter tiie pipes of ^e Water Compames to be permitted to 
stances whatever, unless the person bathing be clothed by Mr. remain in the Eive^more thra one calendar week. ^ 

^^UwHo!*l^f Ho^^al-Barge shaU he allowed to navigate The Conservators having given th* whole minds to the wM 
the Thames above Teddington Lock, unless supplied with a properly consideration of these important Bye-Laws, era scarcely coMider it 
auihentioated certificate liat the said Barge Ls been thoronghly possible tlmt Ihey can ever require alterataon or aj^dm^ ; Itat 
cleansed with soap and water before entering the River. Any coals should t^t be the case, such proposed dter^OM or 
fsdUAir ov^toard to he carefnUy dredged for, on pain of imprison- have to he submitted first to the Board of Inland .Eevaine, then to 
ment.*^ The use of soap on a HoMe-Boat or Steam-^nnoh is strictly the Court of Chancery, and to the auEOT m Connc^ wl^h 

prohibited, except in the case of Barristers of seven years’ standing. not pconpy more tiira about two years, or cost yore thra a few 
^ Bye-Law Ho.A439. Ho field or meadow within a quarter of a thouMiidjpomids, 

mile from the river, as the Eing-fisher flies, shall ever be manured, H.B.— It is proposed, aftw every *5* 

SMTagS^hTgiven that no rain shk he allowed to faU on Foaohing season, to ponr a pipe of .^-wate ^ 
such fielder meadow mthin a lunar month of its being so manure A Cologne into the River, at SiUy Bridge, to assist in its pnnfioatioa. 
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The Course was somewhat 
heavy. 

l t 






A Horse showing some notable 
Racing Points. 




Sire (Sigher) 


sketches. the latest thing in organisation j 

£yI>.Crcmho,Jmicr. Or. th. Ordnar^ 

1 . SciOT-' Jwfemr of the War Office, with the Council of the Master-Q-eneral of 

t f ^ the Ordnance sitting. 

■ ’ .V \ Master-General {after hoking round). H’ow I think I have got a pretty fair 

' I i£g» representative Committee together. IreaUydo. Moat CTatuying. . 

'* ^oet^ Laureate {complacently). Ithiiikonthe whole you may take it that 

^ we are “ men of the highest eminence and authority/^ as recommended by the 
i ™ IWl Royal Commission, Also that you are a G-eneral of the greatest celebrity. Quite 

\ they want. And that reminds me of the lines of my Promise of May, 

[to which run as follow ^ , -r v v i. ^ 

f 1 5 W President of the Royal Academy. Pardon me, my Lord, hut— Caramho ! this 

— &- - — '-s ig much! Surely we fare here not to quote poetry, hut to consider stores. 

The Course was somewhat A Horse showing some notable yea, to lay down a standard about them. If you will allow me, I will sketch 

Racing Points. of some potatoes . -r -i 

'I j U // f ' -! - Archbishop of Canterbury. They would be too waxy, Sir Pbedeeick I I do 

^ ^ot use the word iu the schoolboy sense of “ angry, but rather as to their 

— ! '' ^ y texture. That reminds me in my scholastic days I- — ^ , 

^ Bditor of the “ Times Quite so. But we might take it as read. I rather 
f ancy that our present object is, or should he, to consider the character of “soup.’^ 

-'‘*'1 • Xor<^OA^Z 7 ^^^e//or. “Soup!” When I was at the Bar “soup” used to mean 

Tij.) ^^*h Grossmith. Yes, I explained that, either in Trial by Jury or 

- tII ^ ToeUZaureate. lolanthe ! Surely t^t was my piece-— 

Mr. Henry Irving {putting on his pince-nez leisurely). JSo, my dear Teiott- 
SON, you are thintog of The Cup. 

Sire ^Siffhert and Bam ’ Speaker of the Mouse of Commons {mechanically). Are we not wandering 

^ ^ ^ _ from the subject? ^ ^ 

First Lord of the Treasury {promptly-^ after waking abruptly from Ms 
I j jj'i ^ ^ sleep). Certainly ! I am sorry to say that I fear it is my duty to moye that the 

'• # '1 'I i / question he now put. 

uU I If ? / T7'easurer of Lincoln^ s Inn {querulously). ’Wh.&t qaesiioR? 

n ^ The Lord Mayor {smiling). He is thinking of the Jubilee. But about this 

T" soup— why not have turtle ? It is not so much more expensive than anything 

Chairman of the Ai'my and Navy Stores {producing a Prospectus). That 
4&^V^ depends upon where you buy it. 

Jr Mr. Whiteley {sarcastically). Hear, hear! 

— Master- General {waking up). Order, order! I fear. My Lords and Gentle" 
T,,. .n c * + 1 . c^^ ,-k- we do not seem to be approaching a conclusion. 

Maiden Allowance. Settling at the Clubs. Duke of Cambridge {with hauteur). Yes, because my opinion isn’t consulted ! 

^ 7i ^ i' Vjrr-ni 1 1 Secretary of State for War {angrily). Nor mine ! Oh yes, I know what you 

I ( j 1 1 would say. You woxud quote from the Report of the Commission, and observe, 

V ** sensible of the dlfhculty of arranging your relations with ns.” Well, 

* President of the Royal College of Physicians {blandly). That seems to me 

Helm yJ wrong-, not only physically, but morally. You and H.R.H. are as]much men of 

T ** eminence and authority ” as ourselves. 

^ \ fWm 'k Certain of the Oxford Eleven {lighting a cigarette). Why, certainly I 

i/ m ^ Librarian of the British Museum {with conviction). And are eqneQly able to 

it *" SS ^ of the quality of soups as- any one else. 

Chairman of the Crystal Palace Company {glad of a chance of speaking). 

AnotjectimonthejSrouiLdof Mliniaa^y & Cleyov ^^mldrnaster of Westmimier School {pompously). I doa’t approve of soup 

myself. I don’t approve of anything. I 

TT ~ . , - , _ ;; r Master- General {again interrupting). All this is most interesting, but do you 

A :PuzzLEE.—Ahbrevia,ted Advertisements are econ^i- j^qw I do not think we are progressing, 
cal, if not alw^s intelligible to the uninitiated* Here Mr. Augustus Harris {pondering). “Do you know ” comes from the Private 
is one, extracted from the Guardian : ^ Secretary, and is very funny. This, hy the way. But now as to my Italian 

A SS.-CHRE, or S. 0., by e3md. Pt. Young, active. Cath. Opera Season 

mas. Married. Oxon prel, but not essen. Address, &c. Lord Chief Justice {in silvery tones). I cannot help fancying that we are 
We thought at hrst that it was a new cure hy wandering icom the subject. Kow this reminds me of a story I heard in 
donkey-riding, hut have been informed, by a reader of America 

mysteries, “Ass.” stands for “Assistant,” “Cure ” for Buffalo Bill {not too cordially). I beg pardon for interrupting, but I feel 
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Maiden Allowance. 


Settling at the Clubs. 


An objection on the ground of 
“Boring.” 


■Winning by a Clever 
Head. 


A PuzzLEE.— Abbreviated Advertisements are economi- 
cal, if not always intelligible to the uninitiated. Here 
is one, extracted from the Guardian : 


“ Curate,” and so on. But at first sight it is not very proud of being 
“ language understanded of the people.” gratifying. That is. j 


Buffalo Bill (not too cordially). I beg pardon for interrupting, but 
W proud of being allowed to join this Committee. I do, indeed. It’i 
itifying. That is so ? 


but I feel 
It’s very 


Motto for the Rottvter Cabinet. — “Ptts avjourd'hui, 
Boulanger.'^ Not to-day, Baker.” 


Enter Messenger. 

Messenger {to Master- General). Please, my Lord, news has just arrived that I 
war is declared between England and Timbuctoo ! , . . 

Master-General {jumping). What I I am sure you will forgive me, but as 
I am the Only General iu England, if not the world, I must hurry off to the 


{Committee adjourned sine die.) 


[Exit hurriedly. 


The City Press informed us, about ten days a^o, that ~ 

The Burnt Builber does not Dread the Eire.— The Commune did a vast 
With such a amount of evil in Paris, and Communists were guilty of wanton destruction, 
name why isn t he peipetnal Lord Mayor ? they had destroyed all the Theatres, and if, which is more important. Architects 

* <i-trr ir . ” ~ could havs heeu found to construct new ones with comfortable seats, wide 

A Wise Appointment. — ^The Attorney-General of staircases, and many means of easy ingress and egress, something might have 
South Wales. The Colonists have alreadv got Wisdom in been forgiven to the Commune. But let us look at home. ^ How many of our | 
.Government Ims been werry well Theatres, which are comfortable enough as far as seats go, wBl stand the test oi 
ad-wised. a panic ? And how about the Churches P 
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WITH THE INDIANS ON THE DERBY DAY ^^graceful, and generally idiotic terpsicLoreaii performance, vMcli 

the progranmie tells ns is a War-dance. 

(From ct, North-East Windian Coni^ihiior.) . Taken altogether, I should say that these Noble Savages are born 

1 i. ■. T -n x ■. , . circns-riders, and have a fine natural aptitude for equestrian per- I 

weeks pasi^ go where I wifi, I have been unable to formances, but are somewhat deficient in humour. I saw one of the 
escape tram a variety oi highly and biliously coloured advertisement- younger warriors attempting some comic business, but he was inune 
mctures oi savage Indians and picturesque persons in a sort of Mexican diately suppressed. Yet what a feature a tribe of wild Clowns might 
recMes^y among prairies, shootmg eveir- be, in aU their paint, with, of course, their Pantaloons, and a few 
thing and everybody— and of other gallant sportsmen, riding wild extra cockscombs and feathers ! The Honble. Cody, who, as Buppaio 
j which were represent^ by the artist as uneom- Bill, doesn’t do much except career about, take off his hat grace- 
momy spirited animals, all of them like Old Jo m the nigger song, fully, and shoot at glass balls, which, though clever, is not quite a 

4 . V XT. -x 4 * T T n novelty, might discover a Pantomime Tribe in time for Christmas, 

tl^se, I had been haunted by tbe portrait of tbe leader of The buck-jumping is tbe only thing that doesn’t seem to me to 
^ represented as a sort of smell of the footlights and sawdust. It is a decidedly exciting, and 
Tennyson, of thirty ot forty ye^s ago, with a moustache, and really dangerous, performance. It struck me that the “ Wild West ” 


i A-i -iV ^ • « — w— .—w IT ixcuxcosiuJUL Lrcjjuiit, ycixiaya, aiiLixiuuiia.uxc uv ihXia(.ujLaxxc>cjLkU5 

BT7P]Mo ItoL, in private, _ was the Hon. Somet^g Cody, American of resentment on the part of the Cowboys and Indians at being kept 
benator, wno^ preierred this style of sporting^ Showman s life to at- at work instead of being taken for a holiday to see the Derby. But 
pmce^ in. Congress,— just as ^ Mr. Gl^stone, led B. B. knows best; and if the Noble Savages had once got a sniff of 
awav by ms enthusiastic passion for tree-chopping, should chuck freedom and the fresh air of the Downs, they might have gone for a 
np his Parliamentoy career, let his hair grow long, assume a pic- lark all over Surrey, have attacked the Dorking Coach, driven the 
turesque dress, and make a tour, of theworld, on his own axes, with donkey-boys off the sands of Margate, won all the nuts at shooting, 
J'j^JFP^^y^pstra^g English Hf eat Hawarden, and caUing himself scalped the Nigger Minstrels, frightened the Nurserymaids, seized 
Woodchoppmg Will, or (kimes Bul — this havmg been the the bathing-machines, and used them as an encampment in the plains 
di^astefm measu^ which md driven him to go about with a Show, of Thanet, set the local police at defiance, and at last, after refusing 
I was told that Buppalo Bixl s Show at Earl s Court gave a vivid to return to the Honble. Cody, they might have come to terms with 
and truthim rwres^tation of Life m the Far West — that is a West the other Bill — Albert Palace Bill, the People’s Caterer — or 
much farther than Xensmgton. And so, ever anxious to complete a arranged for a Show with Gtjs-si-ha-bis, the great White CMef of 
neglected education, and, from my youth upward, devotedly attached the Pan-to-mi-mis. Only one word in the Honble. Cody’s ear,— I 


Cowboys and Cowgirls are accustomed, but on this occasion, the un- 
fortunate spectators in the two-shfiling seats, who could not career 
about, sat in the most piercing draughts that the Wild North-East 
could provide, a few protecting themselves with huddling together 
underneath their umbrellas (I personally huddled) while others were 
turning np their coat-coUars, Jand regretting the absence of wraps. 
If the weather continues like this, a good trade might be done by 
the programme-sellers at Bijpfaxo Bill’s in hot-water bottles and 
foot-warmers. 

From what I saw there, I gather that Life in the Wild West is a 
theatrical, circus-like sort oi existence ; that everyone dresses in a 
fancifully embroidered costume, somewhat complicated by its arrange- 
ment of leather straps and loose tags ; that there is a good deal of 
tan about, and that there are highly-coloured canvas mountains, 
trees, and blue sky ^ round np to a certain height, above which can 
be seen the attic-windows of the neighbouring houses ; that Noble 
Savages ride in at full gallop to the accompaniment of airs from Za 







“ Onr Turn Next.” 


Grande Duchesse, and other popular tunes, that they swoop and +TTaT. ;t.p+ -Pnx o froaf Alcn 

whoop, and squeak and shriek, in all the bravery of their paint and *15^ then, just for 8- treat, 

feathirs ; and that this, as far as I could undersW it, il the only the use of that gaUant sportanan who M^nds a ^ 

“ bravery ” they display, as there is nothing partLonlarly Haring ji laaies oontinnal harai^es, presimably descnptiTe of the Show, hut 
oomine out, some forty or fifty of h^leS 

travellers riding in a tumble-down old ramshackle vehicle-well 

named the “ Dead-wood Coaoh ’’-and, on the appearance of Botpaio ^ 

Bili and the Cowboys, to gallop awuy again in abject terror. Nor sweetness on the desert air of Tame West Kensington. 

is it remarkably courageous for the same number of savages, repre- 

senting the entire tribe, to come out to steal a solitary horse which ALL AT SEA, 

is (inietly «aamg on the sawdust plam in feont of a log-hut where ^ n ninmn of “Naval Intelligence” has, during the last few 
a man and ^.wife and a chance traveller, the own® of the aforesaid j-,. i,™ snnnlmnp the inanisitivi tiortion of the nublio who refer 


^d the other, in bn^larious fashion, climbs on to the roof of the Out of the twenty-four vessels that took part in the recent manceuvres, 
log-hut m order^ to shoot anyone co^g out at the door, which he are reported as having returned disabled. The fatal disaster 

wnld have done just as weB if he rem^ed, like a sort of In^m overtook No. 47 is aWy weU .known, and No. 57 seems only 

OW Slyme, rpnnd ^e corner,” withontt^g thw extra trou^ ^ escaped a similar fate. Nos. 43 and 66 “ came into col- 

In the meantime “the Braves ’’are in ambush behind some property ot ao aa so ka <.rA bavin®* 


toes and rooks. Suddenly, bang go rifles, the Cowboys, headed by been “ temporarily disabled by breicdowns” in their respective en- 
Bdeeaxo Bill, appear; more wild bangmg ; the Indians nde round gme-roomsT No. 45 closes toe Hst with toe annonncement of a 
and round, and, mth screams ^d shouts and more war-whoo]pg, ?* damaged screw.” Indeed, that there is a screw loose somewhere, is 
scuttle off as hard as they can in the direction of toe pamted toes evident from the above catalogue of catastrophes. One of the firms 
and rocks, behind which is their encampment. In fact, whenever supplied most of the faulty vessels in question, writes to the 
toe Noble Savages come into collision with toe Cowboys, they get ^l^ar their character, and charges toe Admiralty with 

tne vrorst of it. -rrr j « wm T i T xt cieatuig thc fiasco hy hauduig theiT management oveT to uninstruoted 

But is this toe true story of Wild ..West life? imyshouM toe crews and inefficient officers. H this is toe case, the Naval Intelli- 
Noble Savages be ^ways beaten by the Cowboys? It is a fight be- jpcj^cc Department should lose no time in sharpening ite wits and 
tween Cowboys and,Cow-ards. One day toe Indians wfil turn si^y, fooking into toe matter. The Review at Spithead is to come off 
and refuse to play any more, unless the Cowboys agree to be alter- gbortly ; but if nearly 50 per cent, of Her Majesty’s ships present on 

-I . -I -r 1 . ... . c toe occasion are going to collide, blunder, and break down, from any 

Then there was a scene showing how one Indian tnbe, out for a whatever, it had certainly better be postponed, 
pleasant pic-nic party, are just settling down comfortably, when up - — 

come a hostile tribe. There was a sort of Donnybrook fair of whoop- ** -rv i i. x j 

ing and sham-fighting, and when the pic-nickers had been evicted., Advice to Dhuleed Sinoh in Russia.— Do look Mfore you do 
toe new occupiers of toe sawdust indulged in a most unimpressive, leap, Sinoh.” The British Lion is quiet, but wide-awake. 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 

She. **Ko ! I can’t give you another Dance. Bttt I ’ll iNTRODrcE tott to the Prettiest Girl in the Room !” 
Se. “But I don't want to Dance with the Prettiest Girl in the Room. I want to Dance with rotr/” 


A (LATE) "SEEING CLEANING.^" 

{At St. StepTierCs.) 

Me. Punch {to the Laundress of the House of 
(Jommons) loquitur : — 

Ah! Scrub! scrub! scrub! 

And squirt! squirt! squirt! 

But there is a foulness filling the House, 

That clingeth closer than dirt. 

It is all very well, my industrious friend. 
With brush, and mop, and pail, 

To labour away,- but you ’ll find in the end, 

I That your arduous efforts will fail. 

I It is not the remnants of Winter’s fog, 
Which the cushions stain and the carvings 
It is not the traces of London smoke, [clog, 
Which the corners dim and the crevices 
choke, 

Your detergent skill will defeat. 

It is not lodgments of March’s dust, ^ 

Which the ledges clog and the draperies crust, 
That shame the House, 

And defy your nous^ 

To make it clean and sweet. 

Yerily no,— there ’s a deadlier stain, 

To wash away which you will labour in vain. 

’Tis a dirty House I ” Long long aijo. 
Sham-penitent Sheridan muttered his mot. 
As with insolence airy he rose from his 
knees, 

And fiioked with a gesture of indolent ease 
The dust of the floor from his breeches, 

A dirty House I It is dirtier now. 

In the sense subtle Sheridan hinted, I trow, 
With Tory rudeness, with Radical row. 

And the, heat of Hibernian speeches. 


Who was it said there was no better plan 
Than hitting a man with a frying-pan, 
Because if it failed your opponent to hurt 
It was certain at least to administer— dirt ? 

A cynical saying, but true as it ’s smart, 

And St. Stephen’s has certainly laid it to 
heart. 

With weary persistency night after night 
The Members indulge in a frying-pan tight 
duite worthy the slums of old Drury. 

No pair of viragos half-maddened with rage 
In Billingsgate’s purlieus their warfare 
could w;age 

With more indiscriminate fury 
Than “ gentlemen” fresh from their Cham- 
bers and Clubs, 

With the garb of Pall Mall and the manners 
of “Pubs,” 

Ah ! shame on the recreants, Madam, 

Who give you this work ! When men meet 
in the fray. 

Whatever the sides, and whenever the day, 

A contest will raise the old Adam ; 

But stoop to foul blows and foul language ? 
Let fly 

^e vulgarian oath Give each other the lie 
Like a lot of inebriate costers ? 

No, Ma’am, Tory bloods or Hibernian boors. 
Or Radical tag-rag prolific in roars. 

As gentlemenlall are iihpostors 1 

How long ? Young patricians who think it a 
joke [poke, 

Coarse provocative fun at mad Paddies to 
Mad Paddies who fancy a patriot’s fame 
Is brightened by speech that a bargee would 
shame. 

How long wiR your mutual madness 


Be borne by a much sickened laud ? Punch 
reproves 

Both Benches, all sides, for the shame of it 
moves 

His soul to revolt and to sadness. 

What better the shouting young swell in his 
maimers 

Thau CoNYBEAEES coarse or than insolent 
Tannees P 

Shame on them all ronud, for they’re all 
bringing shame 

On a glorious scene, an iUnstrions name. 

Scrub on, Ma’am, a people expectant 

Demand something more, for the country’s 
aware 

That your mop, and your paiL, and your 
housewifely care. 

Although they may tackle foul paint and foul 
air. 

Can’t deal with foul language ! Alas, Ma’am, 
that there, 

Where patriots have thundered, these traitors 
should dare 

To degrade and defile, till the hesom you hear 

Is helpless, and England will have to prepare 

For the House, once her pride, now her 
shame and despair, 

A pump and a strong disinfectant I 


Wm. the Children’s Three Weeks in the 
Country take place in the merry month of 
Jeune ? Vive La Jeunesse I 

“The Libebal Split.”— A Brandy-and- 
Soda between two, when one drinks for both 
and the other pays. 
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REFLECTIONS- 


LOOKING-GLASS,” 


Mr» Funch, It is not a play at all. It is a study of character, of 
one character, Lena Despara, admirahly portrayed by Mrs. Bes- 
NASD Beere. 

Mr, Nthls, You have read Mr. Phillips’ novel, of course. 

Mr. Funch. Yes. The Diary of a Bad Girl— of a Becky Sharp, 

in ^f act — decid^ly clevOT, 

mg in construction as is^the 
^matic* version, 
among a certain number of 

f but Mr.** G rove has ^one 
ImA nothing with it. An audience 

_ 1 V T should have been told at first 

Beere not Stout, but rather Lena. connection between 




Beere not Stout, but rather Lena. connection between 

Captain Jack Fortinhras (a part for which the management ought not 
to have chosen Mr. Standing, whom it doesn’t suit in the least) and 
the Chief of the Russian Police, who is brought in as the deus ex 
machind, without rhyme or reason, whenever there is a knot to be 
untied. M. Mariu s plays Count promiroff Yerj amusingly, the 
only fault about his performance being, that his bearing and manner 
convey the idea that he is only a superior Head-Detective mas- 
ouerading as a Russian Nobleman. If this view is correct, then the 


miroff is really a Russian Nobleman, then I thmk M. Marius s 
impersonation is a mistake. 

Mr. Nihbs. The other parts are weak as water. 

Mr. Funch. Partly the fault of the Actors and of the characters. 
Mr. Denison’s representation of Sir Thomas Gage as a Punch 
Doll, with a joint or two loose, and an imitation of Mr. Bancroft’s 
pecmiar high note, by way of a squeaky chuckle, is a praiseworthy 
attempt at giving a little relief to rather tedious scenes. The fact 
is, the success of tiLe piece is Mrs. Bernard Beere as Lena JDespard, 
and I have never seen Sara’s pupil more worthy of her Mented 
teacher than is Mrs. Beere in tnis character. Not that in this piece 
Mrs. Beere owes anything directly to Sara, except the death-scene — 
(doesn’t JPbtfomcaU out that “ It burns ! It burns I ” and doesn’t she 
writhe in agonies ? I think so, if I remember aright)^ — and, indi- 
rectly, the impersonation seemed to me, to owe something to Sara s 
U Btrangere, a role that would suit Mrs. Beere down to the ground, 
though no doubt she would prefer the original part of Lena JDespard, 
in order to have the merit of “ creating,” and to avoid comparisons, 

Mr. JSfibbs. Your remarks do not detract in any way from the 
excellence of her performance. 

Mr. Funch. No ; on the contrary, there is no reason why the pupil 
should not improve upon the teacher, and in this play Mrs. Beebe 
has done more, for 5ie has improved on ^ 

herself. Her affectations and low notes are 
discarded, and if the character were only 
more developed than it is, if it were a well- 
constructed play with strong situations, her 
Lena JDespard would probably merit the 

description of a really fine per- ^ 

formance, of which it now just .. 3KKI ^sB& 

falls short. But I shaU rejoice 
in th^ success of this piece for 

S^, it seems to 

not Lena and Supporter. 

logically be refused to an English play on the model of Frangillon, 

for example. . , ^ .lt. 

Mr. Punch. Exactly. And I was pleased to notice the 
audience patiently listening to dialogue, which, though good, and 
frequently witty, failed to develop, or even illustrate, character. The 
scenes dragged, but the audience listened and though wearied, were 
on the whole interested, and ready to^ appreciate any touch of senti- 
ment or humour. I do not say it is a piece for Mr. Fodsnap s 


young person” to see. No; it is not, most decidedly, anymore 
than the novel. As in a Looking-Glass, is for “ the young person’s ” 
perusal. 

Mr, Fibbs. A Bad GirVs Diary placed on the stage is rather 
unwholesome food, Sir ? Don’t you think so ? 

^ Mr. Funch. To some, not to others. It is a story of the seamy- 
side of life, vice is not rendered attractive, and there is no reality 
whatever about the suicide, — (though there is great reality in 
Mrs. Beebe’s acting in the death-scene, which I should think was 
the raison d^etre of the play) — which only serves the <h*amatist and 
the novelist just as the Russian detective served them,— as a means 
for getting rid of a troublesome character, and as a happy thought for 
stifimg all inquiries as to any other personages in whose fate readers, 
or spectators, might have felt some interest. Critics who can accept 
and praise this as a model play, must be ignorant of the essential 
canons of dramatic composition. If this is a good play, then con- 
struction is a mere waste of time. Let us to an opera, {Exeunt. 


«NEW WORDS POE OLD TUNES.” 

Mr. Punch has noticed that there is a decided want of novelty in 
the baritone and bass songs of the day. They do not march with the 
times. The same old “ Pirates,” “ Scouts,” “ Vagabonds,” &o,, are 
still to the fore. The same old monks are still quaffing and laughing 
ha ! ha ! and ho ! ho ! Mr, Funch, therefore, begs to submit the 
following— written up to date in choice Pink’unese— with Glossary 
annexed. 

The Jubilee Juggins. 

Song for Baritone or Bass, — in one fiat. 

In the Major. Oh I “ rippin’ ” it is thus to sport and to “ spoof,” 

As a Jubilee Juggins with plenty of “ oof,” 

To shout and to yell at the “ Pav.” and the “ Troc.” 
Regardless of “ writters ” and taking the knock,” 

To join in the choruses night after night. 

In every key but the one that is right, 

To nod to the singers and call them by name, 

It ’s thus that the Juggins seeks glory and fame. 

To climb up a lamp-post and “ paint the town red,” 

Then “ run in ” by “bobbies ” to Vine Street to bed. 

Then knock up a “pal” for the requisite hail, 

Off to Marlborough Street the next day without fail, 

A Magistrate’s caution, a fine of five bob, 

A head never ceasing to ache and to throb, 

Oh ! “ rippin’ ” it is thus to sport and to “ spoof,” 

As a Jubilee Juggins with plenty of “ oof,” 

In the Minor. But, Jubilee Juggins, beware of the day, 

When the golden-egg’d “ oof-bird ” no longer can lay. 

When the “ writters ” grow rampant and run you to ground, 
And the gay little “ stumer” no longer goes round. 

When the “ fiver ” has ceased to be ready to hand, 

And the humble half-crown e’en is scarce in the land. 

Where then are your friends of the “Pav.” and the “ Troc.” 
They are off with the “ oof-bird,” you’ve “ taken the knock,” 
Then the clothes run to seed, and the linen grows dim, 

And the hat grows more fiabby each day in the brim, 

Then the boots which were always so natty and neat, 

Only cling in despair to the poor weary feet— 

Those feet grown so weary in searching around, 

For those fair-weather friends— never more to be found. 

( With a devil-?nay-care expression.) 

In the Major, Still “ rippin’ ” it is thus to sport and to “ spoof,” 

As a Jubilee Juggins with plenty of “ oof ! ” 

Glossary of Terms, 

JRippirJ. A term much used in the upper circles. The final g is 
never sounded by the best people. . 

Spoof. From the Dutch — a merry game or pastime — see Dr. 
Artedob Roberts’ Philological Dictionary, ^ (Very rare and scarce.) 

Jubilee Juggins. A Juggins — amplification of Jug. A vessel you 
soon get to the bottom of. Jubilee S uggins— an exceptional J uggins. 
Fav. and Troc. Homes of classical music. 

Writters. Time-servers. 

Taking the knock. Derived from Wore et praterea mhtl; hence 
“making a night of it,” . , 

“If you always are makm^ a mght of it,’ 

There is nothing much left for the day ! ” 

Faint the town red. A custom derived from the Romans, who after 
their orgies would often sally forth and paint the town red till aU 
was blue. 

Run Mt. You are generally “ ran in” after Lang “ |o^d o^” 
Oof-bird, A new edition of the Goose with the Golden Eggs. 
Nearly extinct, , , . - i. i 

Stumer. A badly executed drawing— wantmg m balance ana 
effects. 
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Disputatious Party {getting angrjA, No: 
I don’t believe there ’s one, not since General 
Goedon was killed; what business have 
British troops there, eh? Don’t Egypt 
belong to me— the — {feels doubtful, hut 
decides to risk t<)— the Italians? That’s 
what I want to know ? 

IPesumes study of Newspaper savagely* 

Vivacious Passenger* Italians ! My 
dear 

Cornerman (as an exceptionally^ happy 
thought* suddenly)* Haven’t we jnst an- 
nexed E^ypt ? 

Vivacious Passenger {pityingly\ No, no ! 
You’re thinking of Zululand! We’ve 
annexed Znlnland, that’s all. 

Cornerman (relieved)* Ah! that’s it, is 
it? Well, then, how about the Ameer? 
What’ll he do, as we’ve annexed his 
country ? 

Vivacious Passenger (worried)* Ameer! 
Why, that ’s Afghanistan you’re thinking of. 

Nitherto Silent Listener (interposing with 
air of helping Cornerman out of a difficulty)* 
Yes, that’s right; and Ketchwavo’s King 
of the Zulus. Se ’ ll come to England sharp 
enough, now his country ’s annexed ! It ’ll 
he a case of Melbury Eoad. You trust old 
Ketch ! 

[ Goes off into convulsions of mysterious 
merriment* 

I Vivacious Passenger {still more annoyed)* 

I Ketchwato ! Why, he ’s been dead several 
years. He was killed by IJsibepu, you 
know, after Lord Wolselet made the 
settlement which — 

i [Jumps out hurriedly* having caught the 
name of his Station just in time* Exit 
upstairs pensively* and determines to 
subscribe to the Imperial Institute forth' 
with* hoping that when established it 
will make Englishmen understand 
rather more about the Empire which 
they are supposed to govern* 


THE FORCE OF HABIT. 

Our County Member {attefiidvfig Church during the Eecess)* bbq to Move, Sir, that the 

Question be now Put ! ” 

WANTED— THE INSTITUTE ! 

BGSsnsr— Vhderground Bailway Carriage* Time— 10a,m:, Train going Citywards* 
Vivacious and Well~Infor7ned Passenger (trying to get up a conversation* cheerily)* What’s 
this about English troops evacuating Egypt, eh ? 

[Stony silence among occupants of a crowded compartment* The Gentleman in the corner 
opposite Yivacious Passenger examines the top of his umbrella carefully. 

Vivacious Passenger (not to he denied* addressing Cornerman pointedly)* Eh, Sir ? What 
do you think ahont evacuating Egypt, that we ’ve taken so much trouble and spent such a deal 
of blood and treasure to conquer r 

Cornerman {trying to be polite)* What place is it you said— er — ^that our troops were going 
to— er— to evacuate ? 

Vivacious Passenger (heartily)* Egypt, Egypt 1 

Oh,— Egypt, of course. I didn’t know we had any troops there— er— that is 

[Grxns feebly towards fellow-passengers* as \f expecting moral support in an unpleasant 
predicament* 

^ Disputatious Party (laying down his newspaper)* Nor did T. Blessed if I thiTiTr we have, 
either— there ! 

Vivacious Passenger (surprised)* What 1 No British soldiers in Egypt? 


BOGEY! I 

Durino the three years which have to elapse * 
before the proposed date (of the English evacua- 
tion of Egypt) is reached, England will be con- 
stantly conspiring against ns, not only in Egypt, 
but in Europe, and indeed throughout the whole 
world, on sea and on land.” — M. John Lemoine 
in the “ MatinP 

0 J OHN Lemoine ! 0 J ohn Lemoine I 
From what mad farce did you purloin, 

This wild conceit of phrenzy full. 

About the Frenchman’s bogey. Bull ? 

“ Throughout the world on sea and land ? ” 
Ah! John stay not that sweeping hand. 

But add— why not ?— that we^U conspire, 

In air, in water^ and in fire, 

Man of the semi-English name, 

JoHNj why another John defame. 

In this wild way ? They call you sage, 

Then why disgrace your sober page. 

With frantic fustian which might do. 

For Eocheeoet and his rabid crew ? 

The John Bull of your foolish fear. 

Is simply a John Bull pour rire ; 

A man of straw, a dream, a figment, ' 

Of race distrust and party pigment. 

Thereh no such person* my dear John, 

Take this your Punches word upon. 

In fact, old friend, it’s all my eye 
And petty “ Matin J ” Twig ? Do try ! 

What Weather ! — ^The Jubilee Year, tool 
Does Jubilee Pluvius— no we mean Jupiter 
Pluvius, — consider himself the Raining 
Favourite? Butthereisno Jupiter Pluvius 
now. “ The Old Gods are dead.” Exactly. 
Jupiter Pluvius has kicked the bucket, and 
its contents are stiU being poured out on us 
poor mortals. 
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** Sell' 8 Dictionary sounds like a sort of Practical 
Joker’s Guide. It is a most useful compilation, full 
of interesting material about Journalism aU over tke 


No. 899. The Grey of tbe Morning. Time, 5 a.m. imere^mg maxenai aoouj Journalism au over rne I 
“Justcom’ome. Been hearing Com Grain play 'n world. We snonld doubt whether any book can give No. 658. Mr. Phunky. “Think I 


shing. Wish I could play »n shing like Cofngrai. complete information on such a subject, — ^but of course 
Wonder what I 'm doing. Can’t get up, ’cos we say this with the schoolboys’ ancient reservation of 
think my brashesh got brok’n.” “ Bar Seli’s.” 


won’t wear this hunting - coat, 
I ’m sure I shall be off at the first 
fence.” 


THE EUTUEE IN THE CETSTAL. 

{A Legend of Sydenham,) 

Mb. Ripvak’ Winbxe found the Meeting very wearisome. The 
Chairman was full of statistics, proving conclusively that unless the 
Debenture-holders sacrificed some of their interest, the Institution 
I must collapse. 

I “ Hear 1 Hear 1 ” exclaimed Mr. Winkle as he rose from his seat, 
and hurried away to the Refreshment Department. To his surprise, 
on leaving the Lecture-room, he was met by a hideous-looking waiter 
I who beckoned him to carry a barrel of whiskey. Naturally good- 
natured, Repvan shouldered the cask and marched to the bar. A 
i pale silent young woman opened the barrel, poured some of the 
whiskey into a large glass, added a little ApolLmaris water to the 
draft, and invited Winkle to drink. Nothing^ loth, he obeyed. 

, Scarcely had the liq.uid passed his lips ere, amidst the soxmds of 
demon laughter, he tell asleep. Such a sleep, it seemed to last for 
I centuries! When Ripvan awoke he was alone. His umbrella 
I (nearly new before his slumber) crumbled away m his hand from 
extreme old age. His white beard reached his knees, his clothes were 
in tatters. He looked round— the refreshment bar— the glass roof — 
all had disappeared, and apparently he was in a railway arch. He 
rose from the ground, and determiried to pass through the Courts and 
then get into file Gardens. But, alas ! There was no Crystal Palace. 
It had entirely disappeared ! In the place of the Alhambra Court 
there was a Furniture Warehouse — where the Rosary had been he 
found a hideous terrace of stucco-faced cottages. 

“ And has it come to this ?” he exclaimed, with a sigh, 

“ Come to what, old man P ” asked a Policeman, who was wearing 
a garb entirely unfamiliar to him. 

“Where is the Crystal Palace?’’ said Ripvan, answering one 
question by putting another. 


“ The Crystal Palace I ” responded ^ the Constable, after some 
consideration. “I fancy it used to lie in the direction ;_of West 
Kensington, as they call Reading nowadays.” 

“ Then where are we now ?” 

“ Why, in South-East Kensington, to be sure, stoopid ! ” exclaimed 
the custodian, impatiently. “ Every fool can see that.” 

Ripvan hesitated to put the next query. At length he mustered 
up courage to ask “whether in its new shape the Crystal Palace 
paid ? ” 

“Paid! Why, in course not! London’s overbuilt, and there 
isn’t much chance of house property paying I And now I come to 
think of it, I do remember the Crystal P^ace. I thought I knew 
the name ! It was on this very site ! Why, to be sure, I have heard 
a lot about the shareholders.” 

“ What ? ” Ripvan asked, eagerly. 

“ Why, that they were all buried in one grave, having died of 
broken hearts.” 

“Oh, no, no!” 

“ But I say, yes, yes ! It all comes hack to me ! They would do 
nothing, so the ground was sold at an enormous sacrifice, and built 
over. It has never paid, and the purchase-money barely met existing 
liabilities. It was a pity, as ever since the disappearance of the poor 
old place the Alexandra Palace has thriven wonderfully.” 

Ripvan burst into tears — and woke, fie was still at the Meeting. 
It was breaking np, having decided nothing. “There is only one 
thing to be done ! ” he murmured earnest^. “ I must write to the 


Times, The Palace must be saved. 


so it must I 


“The Pkomise op Mat ”-eb.— Saba Bebnhabdt for a French 
Play season in July. 

The PUzabd op the Die.— T he New Coinage, 
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ITALIANO IN COVENTO GARDENO. 

It is stiU apparently undecided whether to call him Signor 
G-A.TAEKE or GrAXAEBE— printers and pronouncers differ: but about 

one thing there is no doubt, that 
>0' he has never been in finer voice 

\ 't.: .£3 than he was for La Favorita last 

\ Tuesday— an excellent Opera, by 

§' 1 '^® ®^® ^^® 
Derby ; and Mr. Punch's Operatic 
S’® for the Favourite if it is 
' given again during the season, and 

V G-ataeee for a tenor. 

W'u'' 'MS'^ Bigoletto was given on Thursday. 

^ jy " ^ Ella RtjsselLj as Gilda^r^-^ 

'C ^ ceived an enthusiastic call after the 








Conducting himself in the most 
Perfect Manner. 


“ Caro nome^'^ when she disappears 
up the ladder, and goes for change 
of air to the upper C. The Bigoletto 
f" Signor Devoxod was a decided 
success, and the duet between 
J'''”' Bigoletto and Gilda was one of 
the hits of a first-rate perform- 

Signor Fiouee took the part of the 
Duke at short notice, and of course it 
'i "quite intelligible that to be figuer- 
^ „ . ing as a Duke at short notice is very 

Conducting himself m the most trying. He was not a self-sup- 
Perfect Manner. porting tenor, but contributed his 

fair share to the concerted pieces. Signor BEViGNAirn was the Con- 
ductor. By the way, is the Omnibus Box so called because it is in 
a line with the Conductor Mr. Wagstaef was present and asked 
us this Conundrum : If Bigoletto' s house were in London, in what 
part would it be situated ? The curtain was just rising on the last 
Act as he whispered the answer, — “In the Fool’em fioad, S.W.” 
Then "Wagstaep left. 

Fine performance of Faust on Saturday night, with Madame 
Aibani as Margherita. Signor Oaxabee came out uncommonly 
strong in vocalisation as Faust, but left the acting to Madame 
Albani. Ho one can accuse Signor Devoxod of being devoyod of 
rare acting and singing powers. His Valentine was a very powerful 
impersonation. Madame Scalchi admirable, as usual, as the ilL-used 
Siehel; but “ Signor '' Lobbaib^s Mephisto was made up rather like 
a French clown, and he was perpetually attitudinising as if arranging 
a series of poses plastiques. His laugh in the serenade was too 
Christy MinstreBish. Chorus and Orchestra first-rate, house bril- 
liant. Mr. Punch wishes every success to the three Italian Operatic 
Managers, Signor Lago, Signor Maplesonio, and Signor Habeizio. 
As Mr. E. L. Blanchael used to sing, “0 are we not a musical 
nation ! ” 

EREB SPEECH. 

A Special Committee having been appointed to inquire into the 
** conduct of Debate,” for the purpose of framing some new rules that 
may be found serviceable in enahfing Parliamentary discussion to he 
carried on in future, more in accordance with the entire liberty of 
speech and freedom from havering restrictions that have recently 
developed themselves in the Etouse of Commons, the following pre- 
liminary tentative regulations to meet the requirements of the case 
have already been drawn np, and will be put in force upon the re- 
assembling of Members after the Recess: — 

Ho Member making use of the language of a bargee, coal-heaver, 
coster-monger, or drayman, or indulging in any number of popular 
adjectives, shall be regarded as offending against the good taste of 
the House. The words “ cur,” “ bar,” “scoundrel,” “hippopotamus,” 
“thief,” and the like, may he freely nsed in the course of debate, and 
applied by one Member to another, and they may he steeugthened by 
the addition of any number of opprobrious epithets without calling for 
any intervention on the part of the Chair. 

Cat- calling, yelling, whistling, shouting, swearing, and shrieking, 
shaU he accepted as a legitimate interruption to the progress of any 
discussion, and if there is any attempt to stifie this unrestricted and 
free expression of opinion, a dead set may be made at the Chair. 

The Sp k a kbb , or Chairman of Committees, if rendering himself, 
by his interference, obnoxious to any section of the House, may he 
pelted with rotten eggs, bags of flour, the lighter sorts of street 
refuse, and orange-peel, and, if endeavouring to protect himaplf with 
an open umbrella, may he hooted at persistently Tm til he he com- 
pelled, in self-defence, to leave the Chair. 

a^y attempt to enforce the “ Closure,” brickbats, stout-bottles, 
and dead eats may be added to the above-mentioned missiles. 

An American drihking-bar will he opened inside the House, under 
the Strangers* G^allery, for the use of those Obstructionist Members 


who wish to stimulate their jaded spirits on the spot, and “Chair 
Tickler,*’ “Speaker’s Hettle,” “Constitution Smasher,” and other 
appropriate beverages, will be obtainable at all hours. 

Horse- whips and six-shooters will be i)rocurahle in the lobbies and 
be at the disposal of aU. Members who wish actively to prolong any 
further any discussion commenced within the House in the progress 
of debate. 

A THEATRICAL "PROPERTT.^^ 

IJneeb tbe heading “Stage,” an advertisement has recently ap- 
i peared in the Times, announcing that the third term of a certain 
‘ * dramatic class * * has commenced, and that fees paid for it will include 
one of the parts (several of which are not yet filled) in the next public 
performance. It is probable that this announcement reveals a revival 
of the old amateur theatre system of half a century since, when any- 
one could play Macbeth, Sir Peter Teazle, or Charles {his friend) 
for a consideration regulated in amount by the importance of the 
part purchased for performance. This may he, or may not be, the 
case, but if the latter, there is no reason why the omission should 
not be at once supplied. A little training would do no harm to our 
amateur friends, who take to the Stage with as little hesitation as a 
duck takes to water, hut, as a rule, with a very different result. 
To make our meaning plainer, we^ append a Table which might he 
furnished to every Student on matriculation : — i 

Fees eob the Rocket- Stick Dbamatic Class, 

Course of Six Lectures upon the Works of Tebence . £1 1 0 i 

Ditto, with public performance of Third Officer in Lady 

of Lyons 2 15 6 

The Plays of Shakspeabe — four Addresses . . . 0 10 6 

Ditto, with privilege of reading to Class a One-Act 

j original Farce . ^ ^ 4 10 6 

An Address on Mimicry, as practised before the 

Christian Era Ill 

Ditto, with public performance of Monkey in comic i 

ballet d' action . . 550 

First Lecture on “ The Art of Acting in Ten Minutes ” 110 

Ditto, with privilege of playing Claudius at a real 
Loudon theatre in a version of Samlet with the title 

role omitted 3 3 0 

Second Lecture on “ The Art of Acting in Ten Minutes ” 0 10 6 

Ditto, with Lesseeship of third-rate West-End Theatre, 
with the right to play any and everything, supported 
by a company of fellow-students, per mouth . . 2,000 0 0 

N.B. — All money must he paid in\advance. No particular success 
guaranteed, 

^30P IH PARLTAMEHT. 

{Suggested as a Levelopment of Lord Salisbury's Fable of the Ulster 
Babbzt and the Parmllite Bore Obstructor . ) 

Ho. I.— The Lion and the Dolphin. 

A Consebvative Lion, with shaggy mane and an irreproachable 
tail, was roaming on the political sea- shore, when seeing a Liberal- 
Unionist Dolphin basking lazily on the surface of the water, he in- 
vited him to form an alliance with him ; “ for,” said he, “as I am 
the King of the Tory Beasts, and you are the King of the Fishy 
Amphibians, we ought to be the greatest friends and allies possible.” 
The Dolphin readily assented ; and the Lion not long after having a 
fight with an Irish Bull, called upon the Dolphin for his promised 
support, which as the Bull rushed bellowing into the water, the 
Dmphin was enabled to give, But when the Lion subsequently had 
a contest with a strong Midlothian Tiger over an exclusively English 
hone of contention, and the Dolphin found himself unable to go out 
of the sea to assist, the Conservative Lion accused him of having 
betrayed^ him. “ Do not blame me,” said the Liberal-Unionist 
Dolphin in reply, “ but blame my Constituents, who, however much 
they may approve of my helping to tackle an Irish BuU, forbid my 
assisting you in Tory schemes for domestic legislation.” 

Moral. — ^In choosing allies we must look to their power as well as 
their will to help us. We must also remember that there is another 
Well, a Grand Old Will, to he considered. 

Tre First Year of a Silken Beign,^ by Messrs. Tijee and Fagan, 
would he an interesting hook at any time, and is specially so for this 
Jubilee Tear. The illustrations are most valuable for reference, and 
the hungriest student will own that rarely has he come across such | 
platefuls of excellent material. Taking the pabulum served with ; 
these plates, the work lesults in “ a dish to set before a Queen I 
and her loving subjectsL 

“Dirttjbbih Distbicts,” — Heighhourhoods full of Quiet Streets 
where Orgau-fieuds, Street-singers, and Inharmonious minstrels revel. 


0::^ NOTICE. Reje(^ed Commtmicatioiis or ContributioiLS, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no case he returned,^ not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed ^velope, Cover, or Wrapper, To this rul<7 
there wiU he no exception. 
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AN INTERVIEW WITH A SINGH-NLAR INDIVIDUAL. 

[By Out QuiU Abroad Contributor , ) 

On receiving your instructions to follow the Boo (as Bhuxeep is 
familiarly called in Russia) to Moscow, I hurriedly leit Folkestone at 
noon by the Mary Beatrice, and after a prosperous Yoyage, arrived 
at my destination in time for lunch. As Moscow is not so well 



** Fillaloo ! OuLD India foe ever ! ” 


known as it should he in England, I venture to send you a few notes 
that may enable you to form some conception of its characteristics. 
It has an excellent harbour from which the luxurious steamboats of 
the South-Eastern Railway can depart or arrive at any hour. This 
harbour will soon be replaced by one even more commodious, per- 
mitting the use of larger boats driven at a greater speed, and thus 
still further reducing the time in travelling from England to Russia. 
Boolongsurmerikoff (as the subjects of the Czar call Moscow) is very 
lively.^ It has an excellent Casino where capital concerts and 
theatrical representations are given twice a day, an unrivalled plage 
with admirable sea-bathing and any number of pretty country 
drives. The hotels are of the first quality, the Meuriceski in the 
Rue Yictorhugokofi being unquestionably the best of them. For the 
rest BoolongsurmerikofE is filled with the cheeriest of Englishmen and 
the most amiable of Muscovites. 

As I drove through the Rue Yictorhugokofi to the Hotel Meuriceski, 
I found the street almost blocked with enthusiastic parents who were 
marching after their sons garbed as athletes. It appeared that the 
athletes (lads of eighteen or thereabouts) were going to engage in 
many feats of strength, including the “ boxe Anglaise,” in an adjacent 
suburb, and consequently that it was necessary that they should 
parade the city to the music of a band of children before starting 
forth on their adventures. Buriog the day I ran across the proces- 
sion breaking out in various parts of the city. 

Once established in comfortable quarters, I made inquiries, and 
learned that I was likely to find the Boo in the Haute Ydle, or high 
town. Warned by the want of success of the Representative of the 
Times, that strategy would be necessary to obtain au^ interview, I 
assumed an appropriate disguise. I put on a long-tail coat, enor- 
mous collars, gigantic boots, and singularly-patterned trousers. I 
wore an unusually high hat, carried a banjo, and darkened my face 
and hands to the tint of a Hottentot. The Boo, I was told, was got 
up as a stage Irishman— I would visit him in the garb of a music- 


hall nigger. I walked through the streets of Boolongsurmerikoiff 
without attracting much attention— Englishmen are accustomed 
abroad to dress rather strangely — and was soon in the court -yard of 
the house in which the Boo was residing. A few Indians, in the 
costumes of British tourists, were lounging about. IJ^n seeing me, 
they immediately threw off their outer garments and boots, seized 
tom-toms, and began to dance and sing. The force of nature impelled 
them to welcome in me not only a man but a brother. 

“ G-olly, golly !— dat you. Sambo said I, in the purest Hindu- 
stani. “ Is de poor iddle Sing in de house ? ” 

The Indians, still beating their drums with their hands, and 
jumping about as they sang a sort of dirge, nodded their heads 
affirmatively, and, by their gestures, invited me to enter. Nothing 
loth, I acted upon their suggestion, and found their master on the 
first-fioor. The swarthy and portly Boo was wearing grey stockings, 
buff breeches, a tail-coat, a red waistcoat, a hat with a pipe stuck in 
it, and a shillelagh. 

“ G-olly, golly !— dat you, Sambo ? I repeated. 

^ “ Yah, yah !— dat is me, Sar ! ” replied the Boo, for a moment off 
his guard ; then, recollecting his assumed character, he continued, 
“ Bedad, what de ye mane ? Is it myself that ye ’re afther, Masther 
dear ? ” 

Pleased at this friendly reception, I explained to the Boo that 
I had come over expressly to see him, to aseertaia if he really was 
in receipt of Russian gold. 

“Look at that, now!’’ he exclaimed, with indignation that I 
trust was not assumed. “Is it myself that would so demane 
myself as to take the dhirty gould of the Saxon? — I mane the 
Muscovite ! ” 

“I am heartily glad to learn this, your Highness,” I observed. 
“ After all the kindness you received in England, it would he a sad 
return were yon to number yourself amongst our enemies.” 

“What are ye spaking about?” cried the Boo. “Why do ye 
call me out of my name ? Shnre I am Pat Casey.” 

Without a moment’s hesitation I struck up a plantation song on 
my banjo, and began to walk round the apartment. The Boo tried 
hard to restrain himself, hut nature once more was too many for 
him. After a struggle he got up, and joined me in my quaint 
promenade ; and when I indulged in a wild, joyous break-down, he 
followed my example. As he did this the Acting Edition of the 
Colleen Baxon fell from his pocket, and I became aware of the source 
of his Irish inspiration. 

When we were both exhausted with our energetic capers, we sat 
down and rested. I told the Boo that disguise was no longer 
possible— that I had recognised him. 

“Yah! yah! Be ole niggar am found dis niggar out! Yah! 
yah!” returned His Highness, smilingly, speaking his native 
I Hindustani for the first time, in token of submission. 

! I explained that a great many injurious reports were afioat, thanks 
chiefly to his own reticence in concealing his motives. He assured 
me that he would have been only too pleased to have seen the Repre- 
sentative of the Times, if he had only approached him in the right 
manner, as I had done. He then promised to give me the fullest 
information on the morrow, if I called before twelve o’clock. With 
this we parted, with a second national dance, indicative of mutual 
esteem and goodwill. 

I had scarcely returned to the street when I was seized hy members 
of the Third Section of the Russian Police, gagged, bound hand and I 
foot and sent hack to England. 

[It is necessary to say that, althongb we have every confidence in Our 
Representative, his communication puzzles us. His description of Moscow 
under a Russian name (which we now read for the first time) although not 
altogether unfamiliar to us, does not convey a very distinct impression of the 
second city of the Czar’s dominions. He appears to have found the Maharajah 
a^specimen of the Ethiopian race rather than an Asiatic, which is contrary to 
fact, as Bhtjleep Singh is not at all like a negro. The abrupt conclusion is 
also confusing. It is right to add that until we received this letter, we 
were under the impression that Our Representative was spending the WbiU 
suntide holidays at Boulogne. — ^E d.] 


^SOP IN PARLIAMENT. 

No. II.— The Woodman and the Axe. 

A PoiTJTiCAL Woodman went to his party-leaders to axe them to 
give him a handle to his name. It seemed so modest a request, that 
the Principal leaders at once agreed to it, audit was settled among 
them that the House of Peers was likely to be much elevated in 
tone hy such a recruit. No sooner had the Woodman fitted him- 
self with a title, than he began laying about him on all sides, 
aiming particularly nasty blows at his former friends. The G. 0. M., 
now seeing the whole matter rather too late, exclaimed— “ The first 
concession has lost all. If we had not yielded to his original axing 
so readUy, he would not have turned out such an ungrateful 
feller.” 

Aforct?.— Morals don’t apply to politics. 


voi. xcan. 
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Eiisra out, wild bells, witb. bang and boom! 
From holiday’s hop-skip-and-jump, 

Or Irom short sallies on the stnmp, 
Members are coming. Let them come I 

Come, Giadstoi^f, from a somTtm short 
In Taffy's house ; come, Chambebi.ain, 
From pummelling old triends— with pain- 
Come, flAEirNGTOU-, from spurts of sport. 

Come, over ready-writer. Bbight, 

From penning that prodigious “ slate ; ” 
Come, Mobley, with your phiz sedate, 
Nursing, for Joe, your “ ready right.” 

Come, sleek and smiling Smith, prepared 
Like a bland Thug, with summary gag^; 
Come, lounging Balfoxjb, do not lag, 
Dawdlers ere now have greatly dartd. 

Come, Habcottbi, of the triple chin. 

And tittivating finger-tip ; 

Come, Chtjechill, careful of a trip, 

And with keen eye to a safe win. 

Come, Tory tag-rag, likewise come 
Liberal bob-tail. Come, Pabis-ell. 

Ah ! will you come ? and are you well ? 

Or is it all mere Party hum ? 

Come, Tanneb,— but of course you will, 
And so will Coeybbabb, no doubt. 

And all we well could do without, 

Mufis void of manners as of skill. 

Bing out. wild bells, and ring them in, 

The old, old lot we know so well ; 

They ’ll hear the tintumabulant bell, 

And answer to its dismal din. 

“ Bing out the false, ring in the true ? ” 

Ah ! would it were our happy fate 
The bells could so discriminate, 

And “ chuck ” the Groose and the Yahoo. 

Nay, Mr. Speabeb, no such luck I 
Bing on, it is your luckless doom, 

Once more the bells may bang and boom, 
The day is come, the hour is struck I 


S 
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A TOUE DE EORCE. 

Thursday.— Hawarden. 'No Whit- 
sTUitide trippers about, thank Heaven ! 
Park, however, still full of sandwich- 
papers and discarded bottles, as mementoes 
of their visit. Take axe with me to Swan- 
sea. Mav come in useful, if I ’m mistaken 
for baiM who wants to distrain for tithes. 

T!n route. — Made what I flatter myself 
was a successful introductory speech at 
Mwrclg-y-Pll whistle. (N’.B, — Must look 
up Welsh etymology when I get back. 
Should certainly have made some allusion 
to ancestor of mine having been probably 
born at Mwrclg-y-Pilwhistle if I had been 
able to come anywhere near a correct pro - 
nunciation of the name.) Effect of speech 
admirable. Crowd ducked five policemen 
and a bailiff in horse-pond at end of it, 
and chivied a tithe-supported parson fifteen 
miles across country. There is something 
very racy about this latter method of show- 
ing approval of my remarks. 

Llanfwrlchrg. — Query ; could I Lave 
been boinAere? Never saw such enthu- 
siasm. Ap- Williams (President of Local 
Liberal Assooiation) chants an address! 
He’s a Bard, and distinguished at the 
Eisteddfod. Find crowd expect me to sing 
in reply ! Explain how hoarse I am. Shall 
I give ’em “ Home Sweet Home f ” Mrs. 
Gladstone says, very decidedly, “No.” 
They don’t seem to care much about Home- 
Eule for Ireland. Want it for Wales — 
and especially Disestablishment of Welsh 
Church. Qwery— rather selfish ? 

Afternoon. — Passing through disturbed 
districts. They don’t want me to “ fire the 
heather here it ’s already alight. Notice 
armed sentinels on hills waiting for bailiffs. 
Qwery— isn’t this a little lawless ? Wish 
Moelet was with me—he’d prove in no 
time that the attitude of the people is quite 
defensible— indeed, strictly legal. 

Later. — Shunted at a rural junction. 
Population of adjoining districts lying in 
wait for me. Ask me — am I ready to dis- 
establish Welsh Church? Awkward. Wish 
they’d stick to Ireland. Tell ’em “Ireland 
blocks the wsLy,^^ They want to know how 
long it will block it. Eefer them to Ap- 
Haetington. Glad when train moves on. 

Swansea.— At last! Enthusiasm quite 
indescribable. Should uncommonly like to 
examine parish registers here. Could my 
parents have made a mistake about my 
place of birth, after all? Hoarse, Make 
slight speech, denouncing tithes. Eeserve 
myself for great gathering on Saturday. 

Saturday. — Stephen, who accompanies 
me, rather inclined to be nasty. Threatens 
to give up Hawarden living if I continue 
to incite “the ignorant rabble” against 
what he calls “ a perfectly legitimate de- 
mand for a legal impost.” He means tithes. 
Have to explain to him that legality and 
morality are two different things. For 
example, it would be perfectly legal for 
him to preach a two-hours’ sermon every 
Sunday, and to decline to give me the use 
of his lectern— but would it be moral? 
DecMedly not. Think the personal illus- 
tration has somewhat mollified him. 

Afternoon. — G athering ^ has ^ taken place. 
Awkward to have Cambrian interpreter at 
one’s elbow to translate remarks into Welsh 
as one goes along. Populace don’t seem to 
care as much about Ireland as I expected. 
Have never heard of the complaints about 
obstruction, either. Mentioned Tannee in- 
cidentally, and they thought I was alluding 
to scheme for new coinage. 

. Deputation waits on me after speech. Say 
they ’ve something very important to com- 
.municate. Their arguments start with 



THE WELSH HARPOONIST. 

The Return of William the Whaler from an attempt at catching Wales during 

THE Recess. 


tithes, come round again to same point in a sort of Druids’ circle. Spokesman, Ap- Jones 
this time, says, “ as Ireland blocks the way, would I mind dropjf>ing that question^ and 
taking up Welsh Disestablishment instead ! ! ” Ask them, hoarsely, if they want to tnrn my 
tour into a “ tour de farce ” f They don’t understand the joke. On second thoughts, feel 
almost certain I could not have been born anywhere in Wales. 

7 p.m. — Well, thank Goodness I the journey is over. Glorious triumph, though lucky 
it ^dn’t last much longer. Hoarse as a crow. Saloon carriage too full of^ presents to 
the roof as it is. Couldn’t have held much more. Splendid haul. Three suits of tweed 
complete, seventeen shawls, one hundred and fifty yards of stair-carpet, two feather beds, 
bolsters and pillows to match, five sacks of dog biscuit, wash-hand-stand, six bicycles, 
a dray-horse, two hundredweight of cabbages, and a waggon-load of laurel-wreaths. 
Took ’em all in through the window. Excellent happy thought of mine, driving “their 
very goo d healths ” in that cup of tea ; for when, on Mrs. G. showing herself, five thousand 
fresh welsh voices struck up in unison, ^^And He^s a Jolly Good tlm scene was 

quite tonching. But here we are in the station. Where’s Hussey Yivian? He E imver 
make me out, smothered as I am, up to my shirt-collar, in fioral tributes : and I can t s^ut 
to him, for I’ve no voice. Hi! Here I— Ha— he has heard me. Rescued at last, and off m 
carriage. Presents following in fifteen waggons. Enthusiasm tremendous. A sea of surging 
umhrdlas as fax as the eye can reach. Mustn’t say a word to them, though. Must keep 
what I ’ve got left me of my voice for Saturday. Ah ! here ’s Singleton Abbey I 
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ROYAL ASCOT. 

A Shit hy Dv/mh Crambo, Junior. 
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Koyal Abs— caugiit. 


Alexandra Plait. 
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Hardwicke. 


News takes. 












■Woke—king— kam—handy cap. Hunt Cup. 

NAVAL MANCEUVEES. 

It having been reported that, spite the profession of 
the Intelligence Department that they will have com- 
plements equal to all demands, there will be great 
pressure on the occasion of the lorthcoming Naval Ee- 
view, and that the crews of the Indian troopships wHL 
be depleted, that Marine Artillery will be largely em- 
ployed as blue-jackets, and that the officers and men of 
the gunnery and torpedo schools, which will be tem- 
porarily closed, win be distributed among the Fleet, it is 
now announced that stiU further efforts wiU be made by 
the Authorities to grapple with the necessities of the 
occasion. It is rumoured that three of Her Majesty’s 
ironclads, for which no crews can be found, will be 
manned entirely by members of the Metropolitan Police 
Force, ^ who, for the purpose of putting them thoroughly 
on their sea-legs, will meantime be taken several passages 
to Boulogne and back by the lon^ sea-route. Arrange- 
ments have also been entered into by the Admiralty 
Authorities with Messrs. Gaxti for the loan of the prin- 
cipal naval characters out of Harbour Lights, to whom, 
on their joining, important posts will he at once assigned. 
It is contemplated, also, to supply the deficiency of hands 
experienced in the torpedo fieet by calling out all the 
half-pay Admirals on the Eetired List, which it is cal- 
culated will supply a reserved force of veterans who, if 
a little new to the work, will still be found of consider- 
able use in the contemplated emergency. 

Leading commands nave been offered to, and accepted 
by, several Captains of the London Penny Steamboat 
Company, and it is understood that the Stewards of the 
Channel Services have volunteered in large numbers to 
fill the higher officers’ grades that would otherwise have 
had, of necessity, to have been left vacant. Altogether, 
strenuous efforts are being made at head-quarters, ana 
it is confidently hoped that, though the crews of the 
respective ships may prove to be of rather a cosmopolitan 
character, yet the Fleet as a whole will, if matters pro- 
gress favourably, he found to he nearly fully Wf 
manned by the date fixed for the holding of the Review. 

The duESTieiff oe the Dat.—“ Where shall I see the 
Procession from ? ” 


A "BIG 

It would be difficult to find a gloomier play, and one less worthy of the genius 
of its author, than Werner, and it is therefore a great tribute ^to^the dramatic 

ability of Mr. Fkajitk Mas- — 

SHALL, who arranged this r, 

version for Mr. Ievino, and m yJmh (. 

to the genius of the actor ' tilpfilil ' 'i * 

that Werner should have I ' 

deeply interested a crowded, imriiff 

oritioal, and representative 

audience for over two hours, i.omdom iHi 

and should have achieved an ' ' 

undeniable success. Played 
as it was last Wednesday, at ^ 

2 , matinee, only once m the ^ 

season now rapidly drawing 
to a close, for the^enefit of 

dramatic author, the piece 

was as perfectly placed on . 0Ti\'^^mmW \ . Iv 

the stage as if it had been ^ 

inte^ed three '' 

strengthened the cast by 
tOilsnifir t)h.o p&iiri! of J^osBpTizftB^ 

“the wife_of Werner, as “GIRLS AND BOYS, COME OUT TO~PLAT!” 

explained in the hills, ‘‘ Irving opens Ms Theatre for a Jubilee performance 

this occasion only.” Miss to the London Children.] 

Emeet played Ida . Mr. 

Axbxajstdee deserved the enthusiastic approbation of the audience by his powerful 
performance of Ulric, a difficult and ungracious part. It is interesting to note 
the infiuence of the master mind on the imitative faculty, as over and over again 
we see Mi. Axexandee unconsciously reproducing the gait, tone, and manner of 
Mr. Ievengf, and Miss Emerx refiecting Miss Teeet— “ as in a looking-glass,”— 
with a difference. No better man than Mr, Wenkajst could be found for^ Gabor, 
the rough, honest, but unlucky soldier of fortune, who spends a considerable 
portion of his brief hour on the stage in wandering about dark subterranean 
passages, as if he were on a sanitary; expedition examining the London sewers, 
and had taken a wrong turning by mistake. As the “ ’Aughty Baron,” who is 
described in the playbill as “Usurping Werner'* s rights,” Mr, Glenety took 
care to remind ns that this was not a modern melodrama, but one of the good 
old sort, of which The Castle Spectre may be taken as a type. 

Mr. lEVicra’s Weird We^'ner was wonderful. It is a figure that wiU haunt 
us whenever we venture on a hearty supper of lobster, Welsh-rabbit and Bis- 
marck’s mixture of Champagne and stout “ in a moog.” As we do not often 
indulge in this, the weird figure, will not haunt us much. But his performance 
was a memorable one, and what was weary reading became absorbing beyond 
aU anticipation in action. 

After the play Dr. Westlahd Maestoh came before the curtain and in a clear 
and perfectly audible voice, made one of the most graceful touching and un- 
affected speeches we ever heard from the stage on any simUar occasion. It is 
a sad thing to have to send round the hat, but it is lucky to have a hat to send 
round, and stUl more so to possess so generous and thorough-going a friend to urge 
the appeal as Mr. Heishbly Ieying. The result must have been most gratifying. 

LIGHTING UP. 

Sis,— Excellent, in a measure, from an economical point of view, as is the 
Duke of Westmenstes’s suggestion of a house-to-house “ candle-in- window 
illumination, itseems to me that the effect of a general rejoicing could be just as 
readily conceived at an infinitely reduced outlay. Surely the display of a night- 
light over the hall-door, say, of every sixth house, would answer all the purpose, 
and be, moreover, a worthy and appropriate commemoration of those royal 
domestic savings for which the fifty years of Her Majesty’s glorious reign have 
been so justly celebrated. The effect, perhaps, would not be very great, but the 
e^mense would be confined within reasonable limits, which, even at the zenith of 
a Royal Jubilee, is a matter for the consideration of 

Tour obedient Servant, A Halepenisy Saved. 

Sir,— What is w^ted in London on the night of the 21st is a universal blaze 
everywhere ; and this can only he iusured by the permanent installation of the 
( electric light. Gigantic search-lights should he at once planted in all directions, 
dynamos set up in every street, and squares, thoroughfares, and parks flooded 
. simultaneously with the brighliiess of day. To give the display its full moral 
( effect, the whole gas supply of the Metropolis should he entirely cut off. Thus 
, the Illumination would be symbolical of the material progress effected during 
. the fifty eventful years of Her Majesty’s glorious reign — a circumstance that 
: would much gratify Tours, obediently, 

A Shareholder in Five “Electric” Companies. 

Sir, — ^There is only one legitimate way of illuminating the Metropolis, and 
> that is obviously by gas. And this should he done regardless of cost. Every 
street should be festooned with jets, and every monument and public building 
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ont-lined. Colossal reflecting lamps miglit also be set up in the Parks. The outlay could be | 
charged to the rates. No electric lighting should be for a moment allowed to interfere with 
the eflect, and this would be in harmony with the traditions of the Eoyal Jubilee Year 
crowning the glorious fifty during which the Great Gas Companies have so luxuriantly 
flourished to their own benefit and that of the public. At least, Sir, that is the opinion of 

Tours faithfully, A Dibectoe op Three. , 

SiSj—Here is an imperial idea. Why should not the entire male population of the 
Metropolis turn out on the night of the 21st inst, iu illuminated hats. These could be obtained 
cheaply wholesale, and might be embellished on one side with the Eoyal Arms, and on the 
reverse with the programme of the six weeks Italian Opera Season now about to commence at 
Drury Lane. T^e my word for it, the effect of such a crowd would be enormous. It would 
make a real big thing of the Jubilee festivities. Tours confidently, 

Augustus Haeets. 

SiE, — I have been thinking that no more effective, and, I should say, popular, method of 
illumination could he devised for the celebration of Hee Majesty’s Jubilee, than the erection 
of a series of colossal transparencies, portraying in historical picture the progress of those 
great Liberal principles the triumphant development of which are universally accepted as 
its most distinguishing feature. The subject matter for these might be drawn freely from 
the public career of a ^romiuent statesman, whom I feel I need not further indicate. ^ I 
might add that the incidents of a recent journey to Wales would he alone sufficient to line 
one side of Piccadilly, and, indeed, the material I could supply to the^ artists engaged on 
I the work would in effect prove inexhaustible. I have the honour to be, Sir, 

Tour obedient servant, W. E, Gladstone. 

SiE, — k. few tons of dynamite judiciously distributed between Westminster Abbey, the 
Houses of Parliament, the various Government Offices, and Public Buildings, and fired 
simultaneously by electricity from College Green, would probably recommend itseK as the 
most popular way of celebrating lie Jubilee to those who take any interest in the movement 
on this side of the Irish Channel, However, I don’t suppose the idea will be adopted ; but 


I merely throw it out for wha* it is worth. 


Yours nationally, A Dublin Bot, 


Snt, — Any proposal to illuminate Loudon will he incomplete without the ascent of a fire- 
balloon. Why should not several ascend from the Eoyal Exchange at midnight, and take up, 
in turns, the Lobd Matoe and several of the leading Aldermen ? The effect, as an apotheosis, 
would be striking, and it would not matter where they came down. Such, I am sure, would 
»be the judgment of those who, like your Correspondent, axe able to subscribe themselves as 
members of The Municipal Eefoem League. 


SiE, — ^Bonfires will be wanted on the 
Twenty-Eirst, and wbat more appropriate 
sites could be found than those occupied by 
the London Statues ? Let these then be 
tarred and feathered forthwith, surrounded 
by pitch and fagots, and kindled on the 
evening in question at a given signal. I can 
conceive no blaze more symbolic of the 
progress of Hee Majesty’s reign than that , 
which would hand over to destruction the 
hideous effigies that have so long defaced it. 

I am, Sir, yours, &o., Aes Longa. ! 

Sie,--Do you want a general illumiua- | 
tiou? On the evening of the 2l8t, after I 
dark, give every house- front, cab, omnibus, | 
policeman, and pedestrian in the Metropolis 
a thorough good coat of luminous paint, \ 
Then turn out the gas — and there you are. | 
Yours thoughtfully, Colney Hatch, i 


TO PHCEBUS APOLLO. 

An Expostulation, June 3rd, 1887. 

“ I WILL remember and express the praise 

Of Heaven’s fax-darter, the fair King of 
days.” — 

So sings great Homer of the great Apollo. 

But in this current Eighteen Eighty Seven, 

His panegyric on the “light of Heaven,” 
Seems hard to follow. 

Where is the bright far-darter? That’s 
our crux, 

About the house of earth there is no lux 
That could bring Phoebus credit ; there ’s 
no doubt of it. 

Our dim June daylight rival to a “ Brush” 
Hght? 

Great Soott! The fiaring of a farthing 
rushlight, 

Takes the shine out of it. 

’T^a June, and in the year of Jubilee, 

And yet at noonday we can scarcely see 
To paint a picture or to read a paper. 

A pretty state of things, 0 Pythian, truly ! 

Our sky is worthy of some frigid Thule, 

Our Sun ’s a taper. 

You’re a nice sort of chap to build a myth 
on! 

Cannot the god who spifflicated Python, 
Tackle this monster who doth now invade 
us, — 

I mean this demon of perpetaal gloom ? 

We must go darkling down unto our doom, 
Unless you aid us. 

They ’re nonsense, don’t you know, games 
of this sort. 

If that’s contempt of the Olympian Court 
Sore provocation justifies free pardon. 

When we should joy in skies like those of 
Yenice 

Dulness still spreads its paU, spoils cricket, 
tennis, 

House, field, and garden. 

Do turn it up, this long, long hout of sulking. 

Achilles, the Greek hero, hot and hulking, 
Whom yon loved not, kept not his tent 
for ever. 

Come out ! come out I Eh ? What ’s that ? 
Smoke-Prevention ? 

Now, Phoebus, that, you know, in June^ to 
mention 

Is mean— though clever I 


The Pity oe It.— Mr, Eusein, in his 
best Mentor-martinet style, says: — “You 
hear a great deal nowadays of* the worst 
nonsense ever uttered since men were bom 
on earth.” We do. Alas ! that so much 
of it should come from— Mr, Eusxin 1 
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'^THE MIXTURE AS BEFORE.^^ 

A Farce of the Fharmacojpceia, 

Scene — An Apothecary's Shop at West- 
minster. Present^ a certain Drug^Dis- 
penser^ one Sm-th. To him enter Doctor 
Gl-dst-ne. 

Apothecary {aside), Alial "Whom see I 
with. impetuoTis step 

Swift hitlierward approachmg ? An old man, 
And obviously, as ribald Randolph put it, 
StDl “ in a tuny.” Dr. Gl-dst-ne’s self, 
By all that ’s wonderful ! Seeking a dose — 
He, the great Medico I Yes, verily, 

The whirligig of Time doth bring revenges. 
STow, do you know, that there is none to whom 
I would more readily administer 
Pride’s Purge, or an astringent antidote 
To vocal £ux,- 7 drng 8 his diathesis 
Doth moat invite, — ^than to this same grand 
old 

Dealer in drenches.^ But I must dissemble. 

[Busies himself with his bottles. 
Doctor {aside), “I do remember an apo- 
thecary.” 

By Galen, yes ; and I ’U remember him 
Whilst memory holds its seat — “remember ” 
him 

In such a sort he shall remember me. 

How sleek the drug - compounding varlet 
looks ! 

He ’d pestle death in doses with a smile, 

And poison a sick pussy or a Pat,— 

So it were in the way of “ law and order,” 

As he would put it in his pedant jargon,— 
With eq[ud pleasure and complacency. 

J’U physio nim. (Aloud,) Give you good- 
day, good man ! 


Apothecary, And you, fair Sir. And— yet 
— would you could 

Give us good days. Good days, meseem, are 
gone, 

With snnny skies, sound cheese, and ribstone 
pippins, 

From poor old England. But you doubtless 
come 

Xot for discussion, but a dose. 

Doctor {drily), ^ Most true. 

A dose, and no discnss'on ! How that sums 
Your modern practice ! 

Apothecary {humbly), Oars^ Sir, ours. 
Yon shirk 

Your share of honour, — ^’tis the largest slice, 
And the first cut. 

Doctor {aside). Confound his courtesy I 
’Tis a sleek serpent with a subtle sting. 
(Aloud.) Disfinguo, Mend. 

Apothecary, Yes, yon were always good 
At that at least. 

Doctor. ^Tis onr profession’s pride. 

Apothecary, But when the formula's the 
same, good Sir ? 

Doctor, ’Twixt homoeopath and allopath, 
methinks, 

The difference is no casuistic dream, 

But a great gulf. 

Apothecary, That betwixt quack and 

samnt f 

Doctor, Pooh! pooh! I spake but in 
I ^ comparison. 

It is the error of your kind to run 
A chance analogy right off its legs, 

Then wonder that Ihe argument should halt. 

Apothecary, Well, w^, Sir, it is not for 
me to wran^e, 

But to dispense. The dose I f Brands it. 

Doctor {sniffing it with much disfavour), 
’Tis very nasty I 


Apothecary {with feigned astonishment)— 
Nasty ? This dose P Your own prescription ? 

Doctor {haughtily). Nay! 

’Tii none of mine. 

Apothecary, I do assure you, Sir ! 
Here is the document. 

Doctor,^ It hath beeu doctored ; 

Doctored iu fashion unprofessional 
By charlatans and scionsts. Sangrados 
Fit but to bleed a pig, or drench a horse, 

Or bolus a sick elephant. The ingredients 
Perchance remain, but the proportions ? Pah ! 
A coarse, and crude, and ill-compacted jarum, 
Nose-nanseons, tongue-tormenting, stomaoh- 
sickening. 

Call this my recipe ? [not. 

Apothecary {aside^ chuckling). He likes it 
But, argue as he will, he HI have to take it ! 

[Scene closes, 

Charles and the Children. 

Mr. Charles Wtndhaic gives a Children’s 
Jubilee Benefit on the 17th, at the Criterion. 
“ Cri, Baby, Cril” The popular represen- 
tative of David Garrick will be known as 
“Charles, Friend.” “The ‘Cri’ is 
stiU” (only the “Cri” never is still— ’tis 
always going on), but the remainder of the 
quotation is true— “they come” — every night 
tih further notice. 

Simple I 

We “have not the ear of the people,” they 
say, [obey. 

And that’s why the Pats will not love and 
Our Parliament’ s duty of course then is dear, 
’Tis but “getting the right (Irish) pig by 
the ear/’ 
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“TO BE QUITE ACCURATE.” 

Cmmtl, “Married? * Witness “No.” Counsel, “Single?” Witness “No I” 
Counsel. “Ah— Widow ?” Wintess. “No!” 

Counsel, “But, my dear Madam, surely you must be one or 

Witness [simpering), ‘ ‘ No — E ngaged ! ” 

Flowers OE Plain Speech. [An apology hy an take a pessimist vie? 

of iiOTise of Condons knraage ? You can t ^lit un-English.. Isn't even the worst of it. a 
any rat^somewhat of the Yulgar Tongue ? Grant the fastidious Tory and finical Axistoora 

bilAu VI uliDGT A lIOH « mVAftulVfi- onT\1i/»o+v/\wi • x 


^ vFi/ivwtiuuo cpiLucoH may oe auoweu, as tue natura 

.Everyhodywhen ma rage is in earnest. Eamestnes 
means sincerity, In^gnant, passionate, and infuriated assailants bespeak themselve 
sincere. Of copse they sometimes vent their animosity in terms such as oold-hloode< 
M«bes can only indicate by blanks, dashes and stars. Will, but the latter doZt se^^t 
t “ at tl^e bright, not the dark side of Sgs 

Oai L abwe^’ ’ * one-sided view, may seem just a little shady. “No abw 


“THEY’RE ALL VERY POOR AND SMALL.” 

A Comic Song for all Companies, 

Ant— “ They "'re all very fine and larged'* 

To he magnanimous in these times 
Is not a thing that pays, 

Largeness of sonl is the worst of crimes 
In our self-seeking days. 

The great to belittle is to be great, 

And spite alone is strong ; 

It is the mainspring of the State, 

The sonl of Art and Song. 

Chorus, 

We 're all very poor and small, 

We revel in reptile slime I 
We aim to rise by another’s fall, 

We sneer at a hope sublime. 

We're the crawlers of creation, 

And proud of onr power to crawl, 

Save a limited few, say a dozen cr two, 

We 're all very poor and small. 

If onr Hves to love we dedicate, 

Or pi^ of its power in verse, 

Our souls we cannot emancipate 
From the old Tannhauser curse. 

We sing the sensual sweets of shame, 

From a selfiess love we shrink ; [“ weed r " 
What is love but ^eed, as for wine or 
Is a damsel dearer wan drink P 

Chorus, 

We are all very poor and small, 

Cynical, sordid, coarse. 

To Courts of Love man once was thrall, 

Our Court is— that of Divorce. 

Cheap freedom, hot sensation, 

It furnishes to ns all, 

Which no modern Muse will dare refuse, 
They are all very poor and small. 

That man must be a maudlin dunce, 

What wise men term a “ mug," 

Who hears of “ chivalry " — actual once — 
Without a cynic shrug. 

Magnanimous muffs perchance exist, 

Rare dodos, here and there ; 

But love is moonshine, loyalty mist. 

To the most who breathe earth's air. 

Chorus. 

They 're all very poor and 'small. 

They 're faithless, sordid, mean ; 

For honour’s honey they've envy's gall, 

For sentiment, cynical spleen. 

If Ton want to wlup creation, 

To soar yon first must crawl ; 

Think less of wings than fangs and stings ; 
Men are all very poor and small. 


A NEW “ Mystic Story,” entitled The Bay 
Ghost^ is announced for “immediate pnblica- 
ti 9 u.” Should it he successful, no doubt it 
will be followed, as companion volumes, by 
The Afternoon Phantom^ The Five o^ Clock 
Tea^ Shade, and The Supper Spectre, which 
again would suggest a further “ Tale of 
Terror,” The Luncheon Fogey, 


RHYMES ON A HOME-RIJLER. 

A MAN there is of noted name, 

Which aR men don't pronounce the same. 
But if you would the question sift, 

You only need to read your Swift, 

Thus, after Horace, in a parley 
With Oxford, to the Dean says Harley— 
“ Or, have you nothing new to-day 
From Pope, from Parnell, or from Gay ? ” 

So wrote the Dean, as also spoke he, 

Not an iambus, hut a trochee. 

Henceforth you '11 place the accent right, 
And thank ns for this Parneii light. 


June 11 , 1887 .] 
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IN STATU QUO. j 

AMsBTiNa of the London Statues was 
held at midnight (the exact date of which 
has not yet transpired) to consider the 
best mode of celebratinfr Heb Majbsty’s 
Jnbilee. The Duke of Welldtotoit (late 
of Hyde Park Comer), who came up spe- 
cially from Aldershott to be present on 
the occasion, presided. 

The Chaikmajt said that he felt very 
much flattered at being asked to take the 
Chair, or, rather, to retain his seat on his 
horse— — at so interesting a 
gathering. No doubt it was considered 
by many ne saw before him that he, who 
did not claim kindred with the CItjeen, 
was better fitted to preside than those 
who were bound to her by ties of relation- 
ship. (“JSTear, Aear/’^) Howeyer, he 
begged to remind them that he had the 
honour of being the godfather of H.R.H. 
Lieutenant-G-eneral the Duke of Con- 
E-AWHT, C.B., who, as Treasurer of 
Gray’s Inn, was most worthily comme- 
morating the Jubilee. (Cheers.) He 
would be glad to receive any suggestion, 
as, being now an absentee 6om London, 
he was scarcely fitted to take the lead 
in any plan afieoting the Metropolis. 
(“H-ear, Aear /”) 

A Statue who said he was the Duke 
of Wellington’, and who gave an address 
somewhere in the neighbourhood of the 
Royal Exchange, here created a disturb- 
ance by claiming to be the “ real London 
Hero of Waterloo.” By order of the 
Chairman, the person, who wore a very 
eccentric costume, was promptly re- 
moved. 

Geobge the Thibj) then rose amidst 
some applause, and said that he had 
taken the liberty of convening the meet- 
ing, as he had had a Jubilee himself. 

hear There had recently 
appeared a suggestion that St. Paul’s 





NOT IN THE CAST OP THE PIECE. 

JBA - ng - r . ** Aha ! They have not given me a Paet 1 
No MATTER ! A TIME WILL OOMB ! ” 


should be completely washed. Why 
should not they have the same_ advan- 
tage ? (“ Hear, hear ! ”) He might add 
that his hat required a thorough renova- 
tion. The speaker was here entering 
into further details concerning the con- 
dition of his costume, when he was sup- 
pressed by the Closure at the instiga- 
tion of , . , 

George the Fourth, who complained 
piteously that he cut a very ridiculous 
figure in Trafalgar Square in a wig and 
Roman toga. 

Richard the First (Westminster) 
said it was no use to lament their per- 
sonal appearances. (“jSlsar, Aear/”) 
The matter had been thoroughly threshed 
out by the Press a score of tunes, and, 
although he was a favourable specimen 
of a statue (“ JSear, hear / ” ana “ iVb, 
no ! ”), there was no doubt that it was 
universally admitted that, as a whole, 
they disgraced the Metropolis. (Cheers.) 
He would suggest that they should all 
be removed to Westminster Abbey, 
where they would have the advantage 
of witnessmg the ceremony. {^^JSear, 
hear / ”) 

It was objected that there would 'not 
be room, and, after a suggestion (from 
Charles the First, who quoted a pre- 
cedent) that they should all be buried, it 
was agreed that it would he better to 
remove theme« Iloo from London to some 
unfrequented part of the country, in 
honour of Her Majesty’s Jubilee. It 
was asserted that this plan would be re- 
ceived by the public at large with the 
most lively satisfaction. 

\ , Cock-crowhaving sounded, the Meeting 
separated rather hurriedly. 

A Coroner’s unpleasant duty is to 
“ sit on a body.” Mr. Yulliamt, the 
Suffolk Coroner, seems to have found a 
pleasure in sitting on every body. 


THE APPLE-CART, 

(An Original Poetical Fancy ^ by A New Bard in his GaVmour Moment ) 
TjME-~Autumn. Scene— TAe Orchard. 

Personages— A Gentleman (of weak head). A Lady [of tender heart). 

Gentleman (gloomily). Why, what a rogue and peasant-slave am I ! 
Lady (soothingly). Good fnend, thou bast no cause to ^y m yet, 
(Impatiently.) Angels and ministers of grace defend us! \,Se groans. 
The quality of mercy is not strained^ 

And all the men and women merely players, ^ 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans eye^thing! 

G. (curiously). Be thon a spuit of health, or goblin dananed r 
L. (nervously). Neither, sweet Saint, if either thee ^splease. 

G. (thoughtfully). I have a tree, which grows here m my close. 
Which droppeth like the gentle rain from Heaven, 

And is not moved by concord of sweet sounds. 

Let Hercules himself do what he may. ^ ^ . v 

(Apple-cart upset in the background. Esthetic SunseflSoft music.) 
It. (romantically). Oh, what a noble mind is here o erthrown I 
Take mm, and cut him out in little stars, 

Still quiring to the young-eyed Chembin ; 

When they are fretted with the gusts of Heaven ! 
(.4na;tow«Zy.) How dost thou, Charles ? 

G. (inattmtively). Now — is the winter of our discontent 
To be, or not to be ? That is the question. 

And shortly must I fell it. Tell my frmnds 
(Excitedly,) To he imprisoned in the viewless winds, 

And ’twixt the green sea tmd the azure vault I 
(Frantically.) I am not mad ! this hair I tear is mine I 
L. (promptly). For ever and for ever farewell, Cassius . 

Farewell the tranquil mind, farewell content— 

And deeper than md ever plummet formal ^ . ... j 

Adieu, adieu, adieu I remember me I lExit prectpitately, 
G. (triumphantly). And d-d be he who first cries, Hold, enough I 

ISeaU himself on stump of Apple-tree. 

This is my Throne. Bid Kings come bow to it. [ Curtain. 


MR. GREENHORN^S EXPERIENCES. 

It ought to be very consolatory, and even highly gratifying to me, 
to leam what a very large number of friends I have in our grand old 
City. But it somehow scarcely seems to have that effect. I am 
utterly unacquainted with them, never having seen their several 
names previously, and yet they favour me mth minute details, not 
of mere probabifities but of absolute certainties of making a large 
fortune by the investment of a comparatively very small sum. 

I received last week five of such generous offers, rather more tban 
my weekly average. The very lowest return for my suggested in- 
vestment was 17 per cent, per annum, hut that was spoken of m a 
ratter depressed toae as if 17 per cent, was scarcely worthy M my 
atteation in comparison with, so many others that were probably 

being offered to me. , -x: 

And my xmknown friend was perfectly nght m his supposraon. 
What is 17 per cent, per annum compared to the offer of a few shares 
in a gold mine, of sum almost incredible richness, that the ^id was 
shining in the surrounding rocks in such abundance, mat tne 
Directors were only waiting for the means for pnrehas^ the neces- 
sarily rather expensiTe ^ant, to_ make erery 8harehold« 
beyond the dreams of avarice,” which means, aorordmg to the mns- 
triona SaircrEL Jomrsoir, rich as a Brewer— and how noh that is we 
learned the other dayfrom Sir Soicmonx The one ma^ 

that prevented me immediately mshmg mto this realised B1 Dor^o, 
was file triOing circumstance that it was ntote m the vay ntter- 
nSst.parts of the earth, and my stupid Atlas utterly failed to 

'^ThOTc’^^few fe^ds on the Stock Exchange, and on taltog fh^ 

several matters over with &em, I :^d my statements 

produce the aame results. They fiwt laugh quietly at what tlmy 

call my ohnrmiTig simplicity, and then strongly recommended me 

n^Xntion ^erafiy what I thought was the complimeato^ 

manner in which I seemed to he selected hy 

lest it should be thought to he a sign that my_ knowMge 

particular matters was not quite so great m it 

SSS. This may of course be mere jealousy, but it has had the 
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effect of making* me refuse to ]end a most gentlemanly man, thongh 
a perfect stranger, a snm of £3,500, for ^Mch I was to receive a nice 
little comfortable revenue of one thousand a- year, payable quarterly, 
secured on his own personal guarantee, the first quarter’s revenue to 
be paid in advance, a mark of confidence that I thoroughly appre- 
ciated, but somehow did not reciprocate. - 
I certainly feel rather ashamed of myself for my want of faith in 
my fellow man, and also for my apparent want of courtesy in not i 
writing to my several unknown friends thanking them for their ex- 
tremely generous offers to allow me to share in their good fortune ; 
but, having done so on one or two occasions, I found myself so over- 
whelmed with explanatory correspondence, that I was compelled to 
seek refuge in dogged silence. Joseph G-eeeithoen. 


STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCHES STUDIO. 

Ko. XSYII.— Mrs. Sxinnbb, the Laitdiadt. 

That “ Todgers could do it when it liked,’’ we have high authority 
for believing ; but it may be taken as equally indisputable that Tod- 
, , 1 gers when she betakes 

I j 1 1 || herself to the letting of 

lodgings, can do you 
" '■ l■■| '■ill!*!' when she likes and that 

she invariably does like. 

Some years ago there 
was a picture in this paper 
of the old lady who de- 
lighted in organs. She 
was represented as per- 
forming a wild jig to the 
a melody of one of those 
|i instruments, and in Megs 
!»j! Terrace, the first sunshine 
|jjl| and M^est wind of the 
" Jubilee Year was doubt- 
less hailed with similar 
saltatory exultation. 

\ Those veteran spiders 
‘ pictured fiies from afar 
ofiE with well-filled pockets 
fiuttering into their webs 
and being promptl 3 r phle- 
botomised, Was it not 
the Jubilee Year? Were 
not Her Majesty sub- 
jects from all ends of the 
earth coming to see the| 
^ show, and take part in 

** the kick up,” and was not gold galore to be scattered wide by these 
“innocents.” Were they not to be made to remember the Jubilee 
Year. Had not such chances on a smaller scale come before, but was 
ever such an opportunity as this. Lodgings, cab-fares, provisions 
&c., would be doubled, nay, trebled. A florin for a chop and a 
guinea a week for the privilege of sleeping in the dustbin, 

G-ather ye florins while ye may. 

Your charges don’t be shy in. 

Sang, or rather would have sung, Mrs. Skinnee, had she been 
given that way, as she marshalled her forces and prepared for the 
campaign. “Put plenty of fire-bricks into the grates, Jemxhia, — 
our little scuttles seem to go further when they can’t put ’em all on 
at once, and coals is profitable when you retail ’em by the lump,” 

Jemiha is Mrs. Skushser’s niece, a most affable young lady, who 
condescends to officiate as parlour-maid. There is no false delicacy 
about Jemima. She puts herself at once upon the most friendly 
footing with her Aunt’s lodgers, and volunteers her advice upon any 
subject that may be discussed in her presence, with a freedom that 
is well nigh maddening. Complaints Jemima treats in a jocular 
way. That the dinner should be half an hour late, or the sitting- 
room fire out seems to amuse her excessively. She beams all over 
at your indignant remonstrance, and smilingly responds “ Lor’ ! so 
it is. Mum ! ” 

On the answering of bells Megs Terrace generally shows a lofty 
mdifference, holding that lodgers must be kept in their places, and 
not pampered hy too much attention. “If you want a thing done, 
do it yourself ; and there ’s nobody can brush clothes like them as 
is going to wear ’em,” is an established creed in Megs Terrace, 
and mat attendance is^ meant to he paid for, not rendered, a sub- 
ject that admits of no dispute. ^ Megs Terrace is in a great state of 
exultation as the April sun shines out upon it. The impenetrable 
gloom in which its denizens have dwelt oi late has slightly dashed 
their spirits. When one lives hy gaslight, and even loses that exten- 
** over the way ” so eulogised by ilfr. Swiveller^ it is 
difficult to take a cheerful view of life. Moreover, the early sight- 



seers were no more to he looked for than swallows in such weather. 
But with the West wind Megs Terrace began to furbish itself up, and 
look more hopefully at that bait of “Apartments” with which its 
windows were so plentifully bespattered. ^ Surely this would lure the 
feminine population from the provinces with minds much exercised 
on the subject of Spring fashions ; and when it became a question of 
shopping, Megs Terrace flattered itself it was “ all there,” and within 
a stone’ s-thxow of all the noted emporiums of the West End. 

Megs Terrace is regarded by its inhabitants as the very eye of the 
Metropolis, the very centre of the fashionable world. If you may 
believe liLrs. Sxinhee, its locality is exceptionally favoured in the 
matter of provisions. A remark on your part that a wild duck is an 
uncertain bird, apt to be fishy, is immediately met by the rejoinder, 
“We never has ’em fishy in Megs Terrace.” It appears, also, that 
in the case of butcher’s meat and poultry this ^gy-looking paradise 
is similarly favoured. “We never has anything but the best joints 
in Megs Terrace,” reiterates Mrs. Seinher with stony inflexible face 
that declines to discuss such a subject. When what she denominates 
a chicken arrives, your want of belief in the poultry of the 
neighbourhood is confirmed, mingled with the conviction that some- 
body dined upon that fowl before it was hashed up for you. Mrs. 
SxiNioiR has a way of brushing away all complaint or argument 
hy simple assertion. When Mrs. SniNisrER has once stated a thing, 
it is hopeless to suppose that the most glaring proofs of her being in 
the wrong would make the slightest difference in her opinion. She ’s 
more autocratic than King Thebaw in the plenitude of his power ; 
and the “Perhaps you would suit yourself elsewhere” with which 
she closes the conference, is a ukase from which there is no 
appeal. 

Mrs. Shtnetbr is a woman who has let lodgings to some purpose — 
a hard woman, who has studied the subject and solved the extreme 
possibilities of indirect taxation. She has got a nice little hit of 
money laid hy, and could retire from her vocation to-morrow if she 
chose, hut she knows that she would weary of doing nothing. With- 
out lodgers to plunder and browbeat, Mrs. Skinner would find life 
tedious. She has her weaknesses, but never permits them to inter- 
fere with her business, any reference to which invariably calls up 
the stony stare. The first is her personal appearance. She dresses 
on high days and holidays in the most expensive fashion, not garishly 
but richly, and cherishes the belief that she is stiU a most attractive 
woman, and might speedily have her finger ringed if she could make 
up her mind to part with her independence. She is probably right 
upon this point, as there are plenty of idle men of her class who 
would ask no better than to so anchor themselves for life ; hut Mrs. 
Skinner is not going to have her hard-earned money scattered in 
that wise. As for the defunct Skinner, he is the most shadowy of 
shades, and the general impression is, that after some years of spin- 
sterhood the good lady thought it advisable to assume brevet rank. 
Her second weakness is for a little something hot and strong in the 
evening, and under its influence she is wont to relax, and, with a 
little encouragement, recount to a sympathetic listener the role of 
her conquests. In an unguarded moment, she, upon one of these 
occasions, divulged some of the secrets of her c^ing, and rather 
opened the eyes of her lodger. 

“ Yes, potatoes, Ma’am. I always send them up potatoes, whether 
they want ’em or not. You see I buy them by the sack, and sell 
’em top price, by the pound.” 

The little something hot and strong must have been wrongly esti- 
mated in regard to strength or quantity that evening, for Mrs. 
Skinner went into further revelations that made that lodger’s flesh 
creep. As to how she fed the second floor upon the delris of the 
first floor’s dinner, and those second-floorers, poor innocents, wondered 
how it was that their dinner was always half an hour late. 

“ Thank you, my dear,” continued Mrs. Skinner, increasing in 
familiarity, and stealing her hand out towards the whiskey decanter ; 
“ it’s a hard life, hut there are pickings to he had ; and it ’s not a 
had profession when you understand it.” 

To do her justice, it was rarely Mrs. Skinner was overtaken in 
this fashion ; hut that lodger remembered she, too, was “ a second- 
floorer,” that her dinners had been imaecountably late, and heat a 
hasty retreat from Megs Terrace. 

But Mrs. Skinner is high of heart about the profits that will he 
made over this Jubilee Year. Like all her class, she is impressed 
with the idea that the rush to celebrate the fiftieth year of Her 
Majestx’s reign from aH parts of the world will resemble that to 
the gold-fields some quarter of a century ago, and that the providers 
ofi^food and lodging wiR he paid in similar royal fashion. Keeping 
a grocery store in fiiose days was as good in Australia or California 
as having hit off a most successful “ claim.” Poor Mrs. Skinner, 
she works bard, and grinds persistently at her mill both late and 
early; and if she increases her store hy a little peculation, are 
there not many others who are getting their living by doing the 
same on a grander scale, and who live and die much respected ? 
May she have plenty of victims, and not snecnmh to the wiles of 
man in the decline of life, hut wear silks and peddle potatoes to 
the last. 


NOTICE. — Bejected Conmumications or Contributioiis, whether MS,, Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no ease be returned, not even when accompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will bo no exception. 
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RIIAI.IIIAI (rra^Ttc Aiid 8^6 *s writhiiig III her angTiisli, 

MRi PUNCHES MANUAL FOR YOUNG RECITERS* "^th a dreary wonder whether [spell; 

^ . T. L n if .. She is under the hentunbing blight of some enchanter’s 

Tothtg Amateur Reciter, pardon the apparent abraptness of the question— por a link of honied leather locks her ruby lips together, 
but have you ever loved and been rejected? Because, if you have not, the And the pent emotion cannot pass that gag of caramel! 

following Poem is beyond your scope. It is dedicated Then Sir Pevebil, with an agony he vainly seeks to 
exclusively to the Blighted, for it deals With a tragic smother, 

misunderstanding between two fond young hearts, Says: “ Your silence I interpret now — you are no longer 
I which to some will doubtless appear trivial enough— free ! [ Nod head with mournful knotoingness. 

I although Jfr.PwwcA has read many anovelin which But are plighted to Another, and regard me ‘‘as a 

I two lives were shipwrecked upon a rock far less brother ” 



which to some will doubtless appear trivial enough— 
although Mr. Punch has read many a novel in which 
two lives were shipwrecked upon a rock far less 
substantial. Yes, there is genuine tragedy in the 
subject, which can only be properly developed by 
that insight which comes from bitter experience. 

Most young Male Reciters are persuaded that it 


lere is genuine tragedy in the (Which I cannot say I care about 1) then— there ^s no 


hope for me ? ” 

Still this silence! Then 
not to be my mate. 


[Extend hands^ palms upward. 
I leave you— though you care 
[good-bye, 


has been peculiarly given to them to represent the Though you do not hold me worth the boon of e’en a brief 
ML varying phases of feminine emotion in a pleasing Should the cannibals some time eat me in Airic’s sultay 
W^' || and dramatic manner. Far be it from Mr. Punch, climate, 

h"\' i' or his Poet, to gainsay their possession of this talent, I may win a posthumous regard entombed within a pie ! 

display of which exceptional facilities have (Bitter emphasis on posthu 7 nous'* of a man who feels 
been provided in : — himself unapp^'eciated in life.) 


been provided m : — himself unapp^'eciated in life.) 

The -Wooisa or the Labe Amabei. Down the corridor his heav y^f^^ 

In her boudoir, faintly perfumed by some sweet and While his parting words are ringing in her singing^ ears 
subtle vapour, ^ J^d ^tis hers for evermore to feel her life its dismal 

With the grace of lissome indolence lies Lady wreck owes 

AlMAbel ; ^ ^ To immoderate indulgence in the tempting caramel ! 


AlMABEL; 

And from time to time her taper fingers plunge within a paper, 

Whence they carry to her coral lips the nappy caramel. This is the legitimate and only reaHy artistic finale ; but 

’Tis a dainty well adapted to induce a sentimental the Poet, on reciting it to two of his Aunts, found that 

Train of thought, and soon her fancy fieets to young Sir Peveeix : they wept so uncontrollably, that he was obliged to com- 

I He is handsome, highbred, gentle, (figures five express his rental) ^ pose a sedative stanza, which he appends here as an 

[ Tone of dreavny reverie, alternative ending by way of concession to those who 
And— although he has not spoken yet— she little doubts he will ! resent too heavy a demand upon their tear-ducts. 

(Give this line with a hind of maidenly archness. It is more difficult to render Then the caramel relents at last I— (you find the phrase 
this than you perhaps imagine, and we should strongly advise you to rehearse fantastic? * [kind) — 

it carefully hefore a mirror.) it melts— although from motives not intentionally 

How she drops in charming girlish guilt the last romance from Mubie’s— And she manages to masticate the morsel so elastic, 

For Sir Pevebjx has entered ! all his goodly face aglow ^ As she murmurs : “Though I We been so dumb— need 

With reluctance to intrude— he ’s quite aware his conduct rude is, have been so blind P ” (Bring in your maidenly 

But the Countess has assured him that he will not he de trop ! archness again for last line ; rainbow effect.) 

{With concerned won^.) She wliose mien would grace Princesses, now embodied ^ caution; the two concluding stanzas are 

And conceals, as might a Tillage maid, the blush she cannot queE; stiictly alternative— so, don t recite them loth . 

Well his object here she guesses, hut — although her answer “ Yes ” is — ^ - ' 

(Confidential adde.) Like a limdd bird her fiuttering tongue is clogged mt h CRICKET CATCH ES- 

{Pause ; light narrative tone.) After many a lame apology for cuttmg imort her By B. Crainbo, Junior. 

Young Sic Pevebil has summoned all his courage to begin, _ 

And with passion now is pleading. From his tone of interceding . 1 = 1 , 

She can gather that he fears her hand is difidcult to win ! , ' ' 

[Air of dainty amusement for this, 

So he all his eloquence employs— his eyes with ardour glisten : ^ ^ 

(^ unconscious he 's besieging a surrendered citadel I ) [ Confidential aside again. 

But she cannot teU. hiTn this — un-happily, she can hut listen, ... 

[Here you should indicate slight facial contortion. ||i • 

Making frantic furtive efforts to absorb her caramel! [are Is 

(Manly passion.) “Oh, deem not that my burning words a hoy’s extravagance M 
For I love you with a passion that my tongue would faQ to tell ! [Hand on heart. -cL. 

Do I not deserve an answer ? ” (Rapid ^ange to confidential aside.) How his ^ Porward Style. Out with a Beautiful Bailer, 

rhapsodies entrance her I 

(Regretfully.) But the pearly ^rtals of her speech are barred by caramel ! 1 WiLl ; . 

Sir P. j^growin^ anxiety). “Have I been but over-confident — and can I be -S' 'lij • \ 

To the one whose guide and stay through life I thought to have become ? 

(Desperately.) Then in pity Jet me know it ! ” (Pause ; then sadly.) But 'Sjir i 

with too cohesive paste full ^ . j 1 . . *'* .i 1) 

Is her dewy mouth ; and so, perforce, fair A ma bel is dumb ! ^ ■■ ^ ' -V / 

“ Is it time you need ? ” he questions, with humility pathetic, 1 a '/ 

“ Hever fear that I by sudden scare your judgment would compel ! ^ 

[Business here.) She makes efforts energetic to resolve the seal hermetic ^ c ^ ^ 

Of involuntary silence- hut ’tis set in caramel! . , . [cigar lit, ■ 1: . „ - 

Sir P (again reproachful), “ There was a time when graciously for me you my Collaring the Bowling. A Prominent Player. 

And you hovered near me as I smoked, and said you ‘ loved ’ the smeU— 

Were you but trifiing with me then ? — (^th painful convictwn) — or why that 

sudden scarlet ? ” , v.y 

' (Aside.) But she ’s flushing with vexation at her stuhhom caramel. ^ I 

\ (Grieved dignity.) From your silence I must gather you have acted insincerely, 

! And your little feet a bleeding heart have trampled in the dust I 

( Broken accents.) For I loved you, ah, so dearly ! — but at last I see too clearly ^ 

. That I ’ve centred all my hopes on one unworthy of my trust I 
Can you no word of answer deign— encouraging or chilling ? f " 

Thrioe a fool is he who seeks to touch the he^t of a coquette I [Bitter ty. 

5 Since you ’re obviously unwilling, I — (dawning hope) — but stay , your eyes are ^ 

' Only tSIt one shy syllable, in sign you love me yet ? ” ITendcr inmtaUon. Sent B^k mth a Shooter. APifficnltTTictet. 


fantestie? . O^d)— 

But it melts— although from motives not intentionally 
And she manages to masticate the morsel so elastic, j 
As she murmurs: “Though I’ve been so dumb— need 
you have been so blind P ” (Bring in your maidenly 
archness again for last line ; rainbow effect.) | 

One last caution; the two concluding stanzas are 
strictly alternative — so, donH recite them both ! 


CRICKET CATCHES- 

By D. Crambo, Junior. 




A Forward Style. 


Out with a Beautiful Bailer. 


Collaring the Bowling. 


A Prominent Player. 








Sent Back with a Shooter. 



A Difficult Wicket. 


Yoi. xcn. 
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HUMAN NATURE. 

Angelim. **Whatbvee made you tell Uncle Harpagon you're making 
£6000 A YEAR— WHEN, WITH ALL YOUR Hard WoRK AND ALL MY ECONOMY, 
WE OAK SCARCELY MAKE BOTH ENDS MEET ? ” 

Mmn. “My Love, he's worth Half a Million, and if he thinks we 
don’t want it, he ’ll very likely leave it all to us ! ” 


A EOYAL HOUSE-WAEMING. 

It was a question what should he done with them. 
There was such a lot of them. And each of them had 
a suite. Of course if they had come unattended, hringing 
only a valet or a maid, it would have been possible to put 
them all up at Buckingham Palace— with a little crowd- 
ing. But not at all. This man had his chamberlain, 
that a master of the horse, or somebody. So they had 
to be spread over as large an area as possible. 

There was not much question as to whom should be 
housed at Pimlico. The kings of course had the call, 
although some of them (for family reasons) preferred 
Marlborough House. The Belgians, the Portuguese, 
Saxony and all the Berlin contingent, with the gentle- 
man from Vienna, had absolutely a right to reside in 
the Palace of Pimlico. Then there was the Italian Duke 
who had been a King once upon a time in Spain (he 
retired after he had had c[uite enough of it)— well, he 
might expect to he put up in Buckingham House, And 
these, with the members of “ the Pamily” quite exhausted 
the accommodation in Pimlico. 

Marlborough House, always hospitable, opened its doors 
to anyone, hut especially to anyone more intimately con- 
nected with Denmark. ‘ ‘ Only too pleased to see anybody,” 
was the idea, but the central notion was “Denmark.” 
Lucky vo^ageurs who got to Marlborough House. Q,uite 
sure of a very good time. Theatres, operas, everything ! 
A real good time! Clarence House drew the line at 
Russia. In Edinburgh a bawbee is a bawbee, and, even 
when guns don’t go off, a “saxpence” is sometimes 
capable of ‘ ‘ banging.” So the line was drawn at Russia. 
The inhabitants of tbe "Wild North are no doubt an 
admirable race, but not too amusing. So perhaps they 
were a trifle triste. It is to be hoped, if this was indeed 
the case, that dark moments were chased away by 
Addling, and there was some one at hand to compensaiie 
the fiddler. And, for the rest, there were hotels. One 
opposite Buckingham Palace, most conveniently situated. 
“Sleep out, and take meals in the house.” That was 
the idea. And then there were private lodgings. So, 
• when aU is said and done, why should they not be com- 
fortable? Even the Siamese and other darkies were 
appropriately put up. Yes, and tMs last feat was per- 
1 formed without asking for accommodation at the Hall 
of the Moore and Burgess Minstrels ! 


ROYAL JUBILEE CRICKET SCORE. 

‘‘ 50 ! Not Out.” 

aUESTIONS AND ANSWERS EOR PLEASURE-SEEKERS. 

Question* Did you see the Amber Heart at the Lyceum ? 

Answer* I did, at a crowded Matinee^ iu a temperature apparently 
of several hundreds in the shade. 

Q. Did you find it a “ poetic fancy” ? 

A* I found it rather dry. It reminded me of the Talace of Truths 
with, the “ Gilbert squeak” left out. 

Q* Was it weR played ? 

A* By Miss Ellen Terry to admiration. Mr. Willard was also 
very good . But the piece was dreary. 

Q* where there no comic characters ? 

A* Mr. Kemble was intended to he mirth-provoking, as a fat old 
man desirous of marriage ; and Mr. Beebrohm-Tbee, on the whole, 
amused me as a troubadour. 

Q, Were Miss Ellen Terry omitted from the caste, would you go 
to a second performance of the Amber Heart f 

A* Certainly, if dragged thither by wild omnibus horses. 

Q. But not otherwise ? A, Not otherwise. 

Q, You have also been to Mr. Cusms’— he will be Sir Cusins 
soon— Annual Concert. Did anything surprise you thereat ? 

A* I was certainly astonished and grieved to learn that Mr, Sms 
Reeves was unable to sing on account of indisposition. 

Q. Did Mr. and Mrs. Kendal give a recitation ? 

A, Of passages from The Hunchback ? Yes. Modern morning 
dress iu lieu of ruffs, doublets, and farthingales, was a little emhar- 
rassing^specially to the gentlemen. 

Q, Was there any good singing ? 

A* Some admirable singing, Mr. Santley was in excellent voice, 
]S£me.TRBBELLi perfect, and Signor Ciampi the Chee-ampion Gomique. 

Q* Have there been any other morning performances P 

A* Certainly— a great many. But I have not been to any of them. 

Q« Really— why not ? A, Because I am a pleasuxe-seeker I 


m PASSANT. 

This fashion of having sunshades with a number of ribs ter- 
minating in sharp pointed spikes all round, is no doubt a pretty oce, 
hut could not lames contrive to wield their weapons so as to make 
the peril to passers-hy somewhat less ? 

No, it ’s not so much the fact that the whole of my left cheek has 
been laid open down to the hone by a lady’s sunshade, which cansts 
me irritation, as the desire expressed by the lady that I should 
apologise for my awkwardness in getting in her way ! 

This is the third new hat that I have had knocked off into the 
gutter this week by a passing parasol. 

Policeman I Would you he so kind as to call a cab to take me to 
the nearest Eye-Hospital ? And you might perhaps speak to that 
nice-looking young lady with the red parasol over there, who has just 
sent one of the prongs deep into my eye-socket, in case her evidence 
may he required at the Inquest. 

As I am invited to three garden-parties this week, perhaps I had 
better insure my Rf e before going to any of them. 

No doubt a poke in the smaR of the hack hy a spike, shaped like a 
miniature javelin is exhilarating ; hut I prefer going to my doctor 
when I want something to give my constitution a fillip. 

Why do not the young ladies who insist on twirling their sun- i 
shades, take out patents for a new kind of circular saw ? ' 

When can a lady be said to give the cut direct to a gentleman she 
has never set eyes on before ?— When she lacerates his face by an 
adroit and unexpected movement of her parasol. 

Considering that, as has been truly observed, “ the edges of a sun- 
shade carriea by a lady of ordinary height are just about the level of 
a gentleman’s hat or eyes,” could not a law he passed to compel 
damsels with parasols to walk on stilts ? 

If carriages may he said to obey the rule of the road, ladies in 
sTunmer-time certainly enjoy the rule of the pavement. 

Red Shirt says : — “ If I had only had a modern sunshade with me 
in the Ear West, I should have been able to do a great deal more scalp- 
ing than I ever actually accomplished, and in about half the time.’’ 

May the spikes of a fashionable parasol be properly described as a 
new kind of “ facing points ” P 
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Lord ChamUrlain, ''All right, Your Royal Highnesses. You’ll all be attended to in your turns.” 


Pity the sorrows of a Chamberlaia, [door!) A cab-ftdl of Serenities, to “place’’ 

3(6f» your Moyal Highness^ that ^syour In Grand Hotels, their grumbling months 

h lUed with perplexity and courtly pain. to muzzle, [Grace! ) 

{A Jubilee^ s a bore,) Is what I call (N'umber Fourteen, Your 

’ffidst pleasures ’midst palaces to roam, Jubilee Puzzle. 

Is nice for foreign dignities, no doubt ; The Turks now ! How I enyy the snug posis 
But then they ’ve lots of palaces at home, of them. 

Which we are quite without. Civilisation is but pain and loss for us. 


[At six. Sire ?) Palaces ? Why they have 
hosts of them 

All round about the Bosphorus. 

Well, I must do my beat. (AU in good time. 
Serene Transparencies!) The post of 
“Boots” 

My office, which I used to think sublime, 

This sort of thing scarce suits. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM 

THE DIAKY OF TOBY, M.P. 

SouBB of Commons^ Monday^ June Uh, — House of Commons 
back again, after Whitsun recess. Lords defer their coming. In 
meantime British Constitution must try to drag along without 
them. Effort to-night rather melancholy. Benches nearly empty. 
O-LADSTOio; “ still in Wales' belly,” as CAYiiNniSH Bentinok (who is 
here) says ; “and precious glad it ’ll be to get rid of him,” he adds, 
rpmpling his hair wrong way. Hautington strolled in at <iuestion- 
time, but presently decamped. Chamberlain didn’t look in at aU. 
These deficiencies made up by presence of Hascottet, who spread 
himself oyer seat of Leader of Opposition, and smiled in patronising 
manner on the Mace. 

Fuller gathering on Treasury Bench. Smith in familiar attitude, 
with hands on knees, ready to “ pounce.” To him enter Akers- 
Dotiglas, who has been counting noses in House and ante-rooms. 
“Can’t muster more than a hundred,” he reported. “No chance 
of pouncing to-night.” Old Morality sat back disappointed. 
Temper eyidently ruffled. Snapped at Bradlahgh when he wanted 
to know about Burmah Kuby Mines, and scowled on Dixon Hart- 
land when he asked for facilities to proceed with his Bill for Regu- 
lation of Theatres. Only six questions on paper, after which, House 
resolved itself into Committee of Supply, and pounded away on 
Civil Service Estimates till Two o’ Clock in the morning. 

Business e?o»e.--Yotes in Supply. 

Tuesday .—Coercion Bill on to-night, but not even its powerful at- 
traction sufficient to draw House. Gladstone, on his way home from 
Wales, made a speech hundreds of miles long— all the way from 
Cardiff to Paddington. Occasional application of Cloture on the part 
of Ghiard in charge of train. Chamberlain looked in for few minutes. 
Very little here now. Less even than Hartington. Smith at the 
opening of sitting vaguely hinted at pending Closure. “lam not in 
a position to do it at this moment,” he plaintively remarked, looking 
round at his supporters, who did not number a hundred. “ But will 
see by-and-by,” he added, pulling himself together, and assuming 
air of jollity in painful circumstances. 

Soon as House got into Committee of Supply, Baleohr wanted to 
make statement. At this stage can be done only by general consent. 
Tim Healy objected. Harooxjrt patronisingly told Baleoxir to go 

on. Tried to go 

t ^ ^ accordingly. 

J) ^ ^ Vif?L Baifotte pet- 

\ M tishly said if that 

Nj 

f/ 

f IW l ceived, w<^dn’t 

ment at all, and 
\ so sat down. 

^ Irish Members 

j \ laughed to see 

jnst^what they 


ingly brushed off 

^ the paper. This 

“ On the Pounce.” looked promis- 

- . m -TT ^^00 

onl y tem porary. Tim Healy having discovered sore place with 
Arthur Balfour, kept prodding him till at last he declined to 
discuss amendment mth him. Irish Members more than ever 
delighted mth this evidence of weakness. Tim joyously returned to 
attack. Might have gone on for half an hour, 

“ When comes the blind Fniy -with the abhorred shears, 

And slits the long-drawn speech.” 

That's Osborne Morgan's way of mtting it, having been down 
among the Welsh Bards. In plain JEngliim, Smith having ascer- 
tained that two hundred supporters were present “pounced,” 
and Tim shut up. Encouraged Tw success, pounced again, half an 
hour later, but was pulled up by Chairman. 


After this rebuff 0. M. went to sleep. Debate went on till nearly 
Three in the morning. 

Business done , — Coercion Bill. 

Gladstone hack in House to-day. In high spirits ; 
delighted with his trip to Wales ; wears a leek in button-hole, 
and speaks with de- -w jQ 

cidedly Welsh accent. f 

Is engaged in studying 
parish records of Llan- 

ymneoh. Has a strong ' ^ S 

suspicion that either he fi 

was himself born there, MJ 

or that one of his 

mother’s aunts was a ^ 

Welshwoman by birth. [ \ 

Shall hear more of this MK f ] 

by-and-by. In mean- ^ >8/ 1 

time, he tells me he I 

intends to take rank as — — V 
a Bard. Has been teach- 

ing^H:^B:^T to call^m - 

Herbert says that ’s not — , p(| | ‘ 

the way to spell the 1 

word. Gladstone ex- ! j If J flM 

<1 Ite 

tions. ^ Wonderful the ' fll' 

enthusiasm of the old . -n- • a 

man. ao-oldn’t be at . The Wsh Harpist. ^ 

all surprised to find bi-m some night sitting at the Bar in Bardic 

costume with harp, singing the dirge of the Government. 

Business done, — Coercion Bill. 

Thursday,— Bed letter night for Tim. Began early with accusing 
Arthur Balfour of making a statement which was “a mere 
quibble.” No doubt of accuracy of description; hut Speaefr 
objected to phrase adopted. In conversation which followed, Tim 
proposed to cross-examine Speaker. Did he, he wanted to know, 
rule that the word “quibble” was unparliamentary? Speaker 
wouldn't commit himself and finally having gained his point, Tim 
consented to withdraw. 

“ ‘ Our allies are at least gentlemen,' ” said Harcourt, glancing at 
Chamberlain’s empty seat. “ But gentlemen don’t usually answer 
a plain question by a paltry quibble.” 

“ I beg your pardon ? ’' asked Balfour across the table. 

“ Oh, nothing ! ” said Harcourt. 

Tim ran amuck all night in Committee on Coercion BUI. It was 
One o’clock in the morning when his great opportunity came. Bal- 
four moved to omit Sub-Section providing for Change of^ Venne. 
Promised to introduce another Bill, substituting a Commission of 
Judges. Harcourt made unusually effective speech. Old Morality 
appeared at table to reply. Just started when Tim interposed. 

“ I claim, Sir,” he shonted, 

“that the question be now v \ 

Old Morality stood aghast. 

Hour or two earlier had ^ 

! moved the Closure himself. 

Had done it once or twice 
every evening since Rule jk 

' passed. Now, when rising 
to counteract damaging k 

speech from Front Opposi- 

I tion Bench, had the Closure \ 11 1 \ 

put on him ! Slowly sank ' I \ 

■ into a seat; gazed straight 1 

; before him with parted kps. i 

Nothing for Chaicman to do M § fA 1 | 

i but put the question. Smith # ' ^ 1 \ 

■ stDl speechless. Party didn’t # f \ 

know what to do. Before § I \ 

‘ they had recovered self- ^ J 

possession, Chairman de- 

■ dared Closure agreed to, and v % \ 

. Smit:^ s great speech remains V 

^ Smith 

Saturday^ 3 A.M.— House 
still sitting. Proceedings 

L since Eleven last night very ^ i tt i» 

• lively.. Old Moralill poEE- “ 10 1 <>» llrseacy ! ” 




-** 10 to 1 on Urgency ! ” 


lively. Uid. Morality poun- * • 

cing right and left, “like a kangaroo,” as Joseph Gillis sa 3 rs. 
Closure all very well as far as it goes. “What we really want is, 
power to move the Closure of the House. All going down to Ports- 



June 18 , 1887 .] 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVARL 


MORE LITERAL THAN GALLANT. 


Miss Eypatia. *‘Yes, now that we aee gradually educating 

OURSELVES UP TO TOUR LEVEL, YOU MeN OUGHT AT LEAST TO MEET 
US HALE-WAY ! ” 

The Professor. “Meet you half-wae? How? By gradually 

UVEDUCATING OURSELVES DOWN TO YOURS ? ” 

mouth to-day with Charlie Beeeseoed. Have to he on the move 
at Eight o’clock, and here we are. 

G-ladstone gone home long ago. So has Haetington, Chamber- 
lain, and most respectable people not pressed for the Closure 
Brigade. Chamberlain, fresh from Ascot, created quite a sensa- 
tion. Figure him in white hat, with green veil, smartly-cut light- 
brown dust-coat, lavender ki^loves (sHghtly soiled), and field-glass 
slung over his shoulder. Wanted to make a book on Urgency 
Eesolution passing before House rose. Offered 10 to 1, but found no 
takers. Q-eneral opinion is that he ’s too much in the swim. 

Business done. — Urgency Eule passed. 


“AH OLD-FASHIOHED BOY.” 

Testy old gentlemen are rather fond of informing us that “there 
are no hoys now, Sir I ” and these laudator es temporis acti will be 
gratified to hear that a boy of the good old sort seems to have been 
discovered at Hartford lately. The Superintendent of Police stated 
for the information of the Bench that a certain David Collins, who 
was charged before them with stealing “ a quantity of wheat,” was 
“an old-fashioned boy.” Master Collins had been awarded a 
season of hard labour (it’s too apt to be nothing but play with your 
modern boy ! ) a few years ago for the same offence, when the young 
gentleman stated that he was thirteen, and turned out to be “nearly 
thirty.” When bein^ charged and searched on the present occasion, 
“sis or eight live mice sprang out from the inside of his shirt,” 
says the Daily Telegraph, sympathetic ally, “ much to the consterna- 
tion of the police ofS.cers.” Any old gentleman who would like to 
adopt this nice little boy, and the sis or eight live mice, (which of 
course are all old-fashioned too) is hereby informed that “ M^ter 
David,” will be at liberty to entertain proposals for adoption (Millers 
where no cats are kept preferred I ) at the end of a period of twenty- 
one days, during which he will be unavoidably detained by an engage- 
ment of a pressing nature. The chance may not occur again I 


SOMETHING MORE LIKE IT. 

have read with consternation that TTtiu Majesty intends, 
on the occasion of her Royal Progress to the Abbey on the 21st, to 
proceed merely in “ semi-state.” Kow this must not be. The idea 
is preposterous. Sir, I have] just paid fifteen guineas for a 

ttird-floor "^dow iu Kegent Street, and I should like to know, if 
the (ciuJ^N IS gomg to wear an ordinary bonnet, and the whole pro- i 
cession is going to consist of a dozen carriages of notables in mere 
mornmg dress, just following one another, what I am going to get 
tor mj money ? However, it is not too late to set matters nght. I 
snbjom helow a sketch of what the Procession ought to be, and the 
sooner the Lord Chamberlain, or whoever it is who has to see to 
the matt^ takes it in hand the better it will be for the sight-seeing 
public. Here it is : — 

PHOaPAMME OF PPOCESSIOP. 

{Amended to suit the Popular Taste.) 

The Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and City OmcfiALS mounted 
ON Buck-jumpers, 

(Specially hired from Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Show,) to clear 
the way. 

OiiE the London Poad-Car Company’s Omnibuses, 

Filled inside and out with Archbishops and Bishops of the Church of 
England in Full Canonicals. 

The Lord Chancellor, 

On the Woolsack, carried by Four Ofdcials of the Upper House. 

Eighty-Six Irish Members of the House of Commons, 
Dressed in National Costume, dancing a jig as they proceed. 
Two Foreign Ejngs, 

In f aP Gala Coronation Dress, walking abreast. 

The Proprietor of the Buckingham Palace Hotel, 

On Horseback. 

Five Four-Wheeled Cabs 

(Handsomely gilt with Dutch metal), containing Continental 
Poyalties in brand-new uniforms. 

The Speaker in his Chale, 

On a Brewers’-dray festooned with Poses, drawn by Clerks of the 
House in harness. 

The Entire House of Peers, 

iu their Pohes and Coronets, dancing backwards, and scattering 
flowers as they retire. 

Hjer.Most Gracious Majesty 
THE OUEEN, 

Attired in her Coronation Pohes and wearing the Imperial Crown, 
seated on her Throne in the centre of a colossal Car on a Pevolving 
Twelfth Cake, surrounded by appropriate Court characters. 
Indian lvrATrAUA.TATTa 

(In a Pleasure-Van), arrayed in their best Jewels, and personally 
conducted by Sir Lepel Griffin. 

The Entire Collection of Madame Tussaud’s Wax Models, 
Arranged in groups on the tops of a series of tastefully decorated 
Furniture-vans, containing inside respectively the Bands of the three 
rival Italian Opera Companies, the Life Guards, Marines, and Royal 
Artillery. 

The Poet Laureate, 

dad in Bardic Costume, singing his Jubilee Ode, and accompanying 
himself on a harp on the top of the “Dead-wood Coach,” the interior 
of which will be occupied by distinguished Literary and^ Artistic 
Celebrities, Musicians, Dramatic Authors, Actors, Dentists, and 
leading Members of all the Learned Professions. 

The Lords op the Admiralty, 

In full Court Dress, riding in various attitudes on one of the new 
101-ton Guns, and forming an Allegorical Tableau. 

Chairmen of Gas and Insurance Companies 
Decked out in suits of Tower armour, mounted on omnibus horses. 
Buffalo Bul. 

How, Sir, the above scheme may be capable of improvement, but 
I maintain that if something simple of the sort is set on foot on these 
lines there will he a compr^ensive show at least somewhat worthy 
of the occasion. If, on the other hand, the Authorities stick to their 
meagre programme, and go in for this “ semi-State ” business, I 
will un(mrtake to say there will not he a single member of that 
extensive body, the sight-seeing British public, who won’t be pre- 
pared to subscribe himself, like 

Youj outraged and protesting Correspondent, 

A Jubilee Growler. 

“A"" Reuter’s Telegram from Bombay, dated June 6,” read-out 
Miss Eamsboxtom to her parent, “ announces that the Monsoon*has 
burst I” — “ Well, I call it disgustin’, my dear, so far away from 
Ms kingdom too,” was the severe comment ; “ and I ’ve always under- 
stood as them Japanese was such little eaters ! ” 




A JUBILEE PRIVATE VIEW. 

{Turning an Honest Tenny^a-LineJ) 

The Duchess of Dilwaier {Art-Critic to the South Pentorwille Gazette) xoriies in her Note-hooTc “The fundamental Theme oe Leit- 
jiOTiF OF Mb. Soapley’s exquisite Pobtbait of Mrs. Blazer, is an impassioned Adagio in the Minor Key of Blue, tenderly 

EMBROIDERED WITH A SUB-DOMINANT PUGUE IN GRBEN AND GRAY AND GOLD ! ” &C,, &0. 

Lady SUrngloro {Purveyor of Social pars to the Bermondsey Figaro) : — **It's all tommy rot about the Duchess op Dilwater not 
BEING ON speaking TERMS WITH HER LEARY OLD BLOKE OF A SPOUSB. BOTH THEIR GRACES WERE PRESENT, D ARBY- AND - Jo ANING 
IT ALL OVER THE SHOP.’* &C., &C. 

Viscountess Crewehtown {who does the Fashions for the Barnes and Putney Express^ : — *' Lady Slang boro was there, looking lovely 
IN A RICH Salmon ecru poult de soie matelotte ruch^b a la Barigoulb, with pointes d’estragon panache, and bouillon- 

AISES of THON marine EN JARDINIERE, FROM MadAM ALDEGONDE’s (719, PiOOADILLY).” &0., &C. 


PEEPARING POE THE JUBILEE. 


Leo Britannicus loquitur : — 

Yes, of course it’s a bit of a bother, 

Aid puts one a trifle about, 

All this Jubilee pageant and potber, 

This huge anniversary rout ; 

I Bat theu there ’s a something that we owe 
To imiulses born of the heart. 

And even a work-burdened Leo 
Must dress for the part. 


Yes ; I do look a bit like a poodle, 

Rigged out and brushed up in this style. 
Prigs and pedants will call me “ old noodle,” 
That certain, at which I shall smile. 

In spite of my Jingoes abusive, 

The sagest of leonine laws 
Is— don’t make too cheap or intrusive 
Your teeth or your claws. 


There are things to set straight at St. Ste- 
My Army, my Fleet, and my Laws [phen’s, 
Seem rather at sixes and sevens. 

Well— ’ware Leo’s claws ! 


Mine at present are trimmed down as neatly 
As those of the Lion in love. 


So I pnt my best t^-eoat and tie on, 
And bnish-up my bellicose mane, 


j Yet the idiots err most completely 
I Who deem me a mere sucking-dove. 
To prove that to each self-deceiver 
Were rather too much of a bore ; 
But— it ’s only fool Bottom the Weaver 
Who ’s always all roar. 


The looking-glass says the old Lion 
Wears well, which I hope isn’t vain, 

I Ve had but few holidays lately, 

Tis long since I went for a frisk ; 

I ’ve been leai-ning to trot most sedately, 
For once I’ll be brisk. 


But to-day I ’m not stern, nay, nor thrifty. 

My motto is, “ Oh ! what a larks ! ” 

They come only one year in fifty. 

These scenes in our streets and our parks. 
One thing, though, my bosom to ire works,— 
The job seems imperfectly done. 

I Why could not the people nave fireworks 
! To finish the fun ? 


I suppose iu the li^ht of pure reason 
It ’s all just a trifle absurd. 

But to-day that refiectiou were treason, 
Its ntterer would not be heard. 

Kant is all very well in his way, Ma’am, 
But sense out of place sounds like cant ; 
Few will listen to logic to-day, Ma’am. 

I ’m certain I shan’t. 


Ko, the Lion’s part, just for to-day, Ma’am, 
Is simply to play and to purr. 

Brittannia, come, what do you say, Ma’am ? 

Of course I’m aware you prefer 
My mane freely tossing and flowing, 

My caput not topped by a “ tile p’ 

But you do not imagine 1 ’m going 
To stick to this style. 


’Tis only a gala-day get-up, 
1 ’ve lots of stern business 


1 ’ve lots of stern business on hand. 

My leonine back is not yet up ; 

But— ah ! Ma’am, you Quite understand. 


' There ’s a dash of the dowdy and dingy 
About Metropolitan plans ; 

Even poor George the Thted was less stingy. 

Roast oxen and loud rataplans 
May not be entirely in keeping^ 

With these high sesthetioal times, ^ 

But rocket-rains whirling and weeping 
Are surely not crimes. 

However, dear Madam, I’m ready 
To frisk with the rest of the crowd. 

Only hope that old Sol will keep steady, 

And not lap the land in a shroud. 

Iu June in the Jubilee Year, Ma’am, 

E’en town should look sunny and green, 
And then what a shout we shall hear. Ma’am, 
Of “ God save the Oueen ! ! ! ” 
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No. XXYIIL— Sir BAEiriLBAS Btttlee, 


others take up the instrument his modes^ has refused to handle. 
And, Sir, when yesterday I passed yonder image in the market-place, 
the nohle expression of a too partial appreciation of my poor efforts for 
humanity,— then I am not ashamed to confess it, the tears sprang to 


Snt Baris'A3AS Butler is the greatest citizen we haye. He is my eyes.” He released the Bishop from his gaze. The Bishop, 
ahead of all the other citizens by twenty-five churches, 180 public- relieved, but disconcerted could only murmur, ‘‘Reflects great credit.” 

§ houses, two hospitals, and a ‘ ‘ The tears,” repeated Sir Baritaras, more slowly and impressively, 

museum. No other citizeu “ sprang to my eyes. It was not the beauty of the marble, Sir, it 
has built more than three or was not the grandeur of those sculptured lineaments. No, it was 
four churches, or owns more the knowledge that the hearts of the people had dictated that 
than twenty public-houses, majestic offering. I felt that I had a place in the hearts of the people, 
no other citizen has ever that I would exchange for no palatial mansion, Sir, — ^for no palatial 
built a museum. No other mansion.” Tigorous applause, during which Sir BiBisrABAS gathered 
citizen has encouraged vice, himself together for a fresh flight of rhetoric, 
or art, or religion, to half “I consider myself a Steward,” he resumed, “merely a Steward, 
the extent of Sir Barbaras. Riches take wing and fly away. Ah ! But a faithf ol stewardship, 
His statue stands in the will never take wing. Services rendered to Art, to Science, to 
market-place, where he is Philanthropy, to Caltnre, to Religion— these will never fly away, 
represented mounted on a A place in the heart of the people, this, Sir, is my aspiration. This 
handsome coal-black is, I may say, my prayer. Let my wealth perish. Let those marble 
charger, which has been features crumble — but let my image remain stamped on the memories 
endeavouring to throw him of our citizens, in characters more enduring than can be graven by 
ofc for the last five years, the sculptor’s chisel. I ask no more.” | 

and cannot manage it. It Amid vigorous applause, Sir Barbaras proceeded to lay the | 
is opposite Q,ueen Yictoria foundation-stone. I did not stay to witness the conclusion, pre- i 
in bronze, and only a few f erring rather to walk home by some of the slums of the city, and 
yards from the Duke of deepen my strong conviction of the tremendous extent to which i 
WEiJiiNGTOisr,^ on a^ ample humanity found itself indebted to Sir Barnabas. 

Ind hfhaf Ms ^wd^^r JUBILEE JOTTINGS, 

it really leaves the other Sir, — ^If it is not too late, I must utter a protest against the touU 

statues far behind. chosen for the Jubilee Procession which seems calculated merely to j 

I have just been to see Sir satisfy the classes iu the Clubs. ^ I would propose that rmU 

Barnabas lay the foundation-stone of his last church— the fiftieth, should be as follows Prom Buckm^am Pamee dora the Bu^ing- 

He is very frequently laying foundation-stones. ham Palace Road, Sloane Square, Kmg s Road, v^lham, ween, 

He has forty-nine silver-trowels up at the Hall already, and this Fnlham Palace Ro^, Hammersm^h Broadway, and thence mto the 
will make fifty. There is a huge sideboard charged with minor tro- Lavender Terrace, Chmmck, m which I have a wmdow and which 
phies in Ms drawing-room, with a full-length portrait of himself in oils ends in a ml ^ sac* The pr^ession ^ght then get to 
hung above it. There are the forty-nine trowels in a row ; there are Kensmgton, Kmghtsbndge, &e.,— bM that is a matter of 
invduable keepsakes, and mementos, from numbers of Dukes and Lavender Terrace^ Chtsmck* Yours faitMoily, Justice. 
Marquises ; there are testimomals and written addresses from all the jg to -be no firework display on the occasion of the 

colleges, and museums, and churches, and hospitals, even tom half celebration of Her Majesty’s Jubilee, may I be permitted to suggest 
the chapels in the neighbourhood, and very many others. He takes ^ excellent substitute. I can scarcely imagine anything more 
them down and reads them on a Sunday afternoon in an arm-chair, appropriate than a fire-balloon. If they were dispatched by hun- 
under the great stained window, (it is a huge piece, representing thousands the effect would he magnificent. Fire-balloons 

St. Martin sharing Ms cloak with the beggar) with coloured light fall- PTuensive— I mvself can supply an excellent article at one- 


under the great stained window, (it is a huge piece, representing ^^^^g thousands the effect would he magnificent. Fire-balloons 
St. Martin sharing Ms cloak with the beggar) with coloured light fall- expensive— I myself can supply an excellent article at one- 

ing on the blue and gold colours of the illuminated addresses. New and-sixpence. Yours trul'y, 

ones are always coming in; the last was tom the Society for the Warehouse, Montgolitee, Junior. 

support of Confirmed Inebriates, to wMch he had suhserihed liberally. ^ • j. a u ■;« a-p t onA 

There is also a ledger houncl in red morocco, with a list of the Sir,— A t the Review at Aldershott ^ 
subscriptions he has given to various charitable objects— their name (.fi -niftn the ^ 

islegion. He wiR hive it buried with Mm, it is popularly supposed, if ^ 

He is a remarkable man, with a curious magnetic infiuence about ptropohtan Pohce. r 

him, and an inscrutable bland face. When be opens his lips at a Emgdoms n^ch down the 3? 

public meeting, a vibration seems to pass through the assembly, and floe, and m 

they watch him as ii physically constrained to note his every action. reviTO dunng lEe absence gT^„. 

He stirred me like MephistopheUs in Besuoz’s Faust, with Yours most trnly, WimAM Jebemub HinnKEa MKES. 
mingled fascination and repngnance. His tone is essentially false, — Why is there not a Summary Law passed, compellmg some 

hut resonant and piercing, with a peculiar swaying cadeuce^ that Tr iftb Members to walk in the procession, or ride with ^een 

compels attention. When he rose, to-day, wMch he did mth a pogg-ttes on, and the others to he seated in various parts of the Abbey r 
certain unction, everyone of the audience knew that he had nsen. Parnell he in the Abbey. Scarem. 

That was after the Bishop’s speech. The Bishop, by the way, had a-p^m no-rf waV wbAn thp Jubilee 

referred very prettily to the fact of its being Sir Barnabas’s fiftieth Sm, I m going to CentrM +o +0 me when it is 

foundation-stone. He saidit was his dearesthope that if the Ctooh w^ be at May J ^^k you ^dly . • v 


to enthusiasm, “ the hundred and fiftieth.” , . present ^c^tement but 

Sir Barnabas heaved a sigh before he began to speak— it was a Cape Mouse, Ulster, 
way he had. A sigh that conveyed at once hnu^ty •n-rr-ur'D n-o A iwTQn’Q QTT? 

and candour, humoir and benevolence, and the faint DTTMB-CEAMBO S STB 

reproachfulness of one who feels that Ms labours ou 

behalf of humanity cannot be adequately recompensed, ^ 

even by silver trowels. He fixed Ms eyes upon the 

Bishop, who became at once utterly unable to glance away I 

tom him, and commenced: — “I have never looked for 'j > * 

fame at the hands of my fellow-citizen^ nor have my (, ji.j 

visions been of worldly compensation.^ Had my labour J =z. 

blushed miseen, I trust that I should still have dedicated ^ • J- \| y 

that labour to the service of humanity. But, Sir, my ^ n;;- p ft 

labour has not blushed unseen. My modest and unpre- f 

tending efforts have been, I may say, pfoclaimed upon the « 't 

house-tops. I have sounded no trumpet before me ; but The Tower. -J- 

the most sensitive spirit may feel a pang of pride, when 


.as a C^e Yo^ fagthf uBy, 'Ai^ee O-Rz^aE. 

DUMB-CR^MBO’S STRANGER’S GHIDE TO ^ 


IH ^ 


The Tower. 


The Montunent 
(Is this the Mon you meant ?) 


The Mint. 
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ECONOMY! 

Pater, “Tom, Tom!— this’ll never do! Past Eleven o’Clock!— anb 
YOU 'VE BEEN IN BeD EiFTBEN HoUBS OUT 0 * THE TwENTY-FOUE 1 ” 

Tom, “But it’s Cheap, Gov’nour— ’costs nothino, Wh’r’as directly a 
Fellow ’s up and dtwEssbd, Expenses begin ! ” 


MUSIC HATH CHARMS/' 

Grand Old Gladstone night at the Covent Garden Opera last Thursday. 
“Mr, G.”— ignite “the Upper G” on this operatic occasion, was delighted,’ 
and looked it. He was received by \ 

Mr. J. D. McLaren and Mr. E. Hall, 

who was more radiant than ever with _ 

a Covent- Gardenia in his button-hole, — y* j' — -i 
I and, in a general way, “Hall there.” 1 fi j 
The performance was better than ever. I I 

But M. Lorrain has not improved, and 
^i^ far^rom a^^satisfactory 1, 

“ a£. G.’f” opinion was, but he beamed ’ ^ 

on Albani, and talked Italian to \ 

Gatarre (who is a Spaniard) as glibly // 
as if he had been born Signor Glad- . yy 

STONio. Did he hum to them the tunes Xl/ JJKgf /jwMM 

of happier days — he can hum very 

well-jor did he give vent to that /Ul 

touching lyric, I cannot sing the Old v. II I M 

Songf** Or was it Jlome JRule, llU 

Sweet Home Ruh ! ” Ho matter. //| |H ^^gkU|)|| 

Everybody w^ delighted at seeing him , // /i| [H 

so hnsk, and in such excellent spirits. M /Ml' IBIl ■USHyll 
He was^doing more good at the IwWMtf 

On Saturday there was a fine per- 
formanoe — ^the ^e performances here — m 
have come in mth the fi.ne weather — 
of Un Rallo in Maschera, Signor 

GayabrI: was admirable as the Duke, and Madame de Cepeda sung and acted 
^ best as Amelia, The hit of the evening was MUe. Yalda as Oscar — ^not 
Wild, of course, but the very reverse of a tame impersonation. Signor 
D Andrade s “ JEri fu ” created a furore^ and the amusing parts for Sammy and 
Tommy {Samuele and Tom) — so characteristic ‘of Italian Opera, couldn’t have 


been in better hands, and mouths, than those of Signori 
PovoLEBi and Db Serini. Chorus, mise~en~scene^ and 
orchestra under the watchful eye of Signor Bevignani, 
who, like a conscientious policeman, is always on the 
beat, all contributed to make Un Ballo quite a Jubilee 
success. Up to Saturday, for the Italian Opera Stakes, 
Covent Garden has been an easy fi.rst. we shall see 
whether Signor Augustus Haertzzi will have collared 
the favourite by the time this appears with his AUda, j 
O.Madame Patti had a good house at the Albert Hall on 
Saturday, and sang ^^Home^ Sweet Horned as an encore. 
She also sang “ Darling Mine ” — a mine in which 
L. Engel has a share. Mr. Abbey’s second venture was 
a success, we are abbey to say. Miss Wichham, solo 
violinist, is quite £rst dadle. 


WILLIAMS EEDIVIYUS. 

Dear Mr. Punch, 

Your interest in aU that is good in literature 
is as strong as your encouragement to latent talent is 
judicious. This consideration must be nry excuse for 
troubling you about my literary efforts. I have deter- 
mined to reform the modern Stage by reviving tbe Shak- 
spearian Drama. This is not to be effected by writing 
fi.ve-act tragedies on historical subjects, whose interest, 
for cultured people, has evaporated about the time that 
they have ffnished their education ; and for the masses is 
non-existent. It is to he done only by applying the 
Shakspearian method to subjects of present interest. 
Our ordinaiy nineteenth- century affairs — newspaper 
reports, or what not— treated with the genius of Shak- 
SPEARE, would produce distinctly Shakspearian results. 
This, then. Sir, is what I have determined to acconiplish. 
My first attempt is a tragedy, called The Lodger, I send 
herewith an extract from the great scene in the Fourth 
Act, where the Poet, who has found his lodgings incom- 
patible with his culture, is haled before the Doge. Will 
you give me your candid opinion, and suggest the best 
plan for getting the play aotedP Rodeeick Tweddie. 

The Poet is here giving an account of his incompatible 
lodgings : — 

Poet, Beneath a shade of glass was posed a Thing, 




Of a lost Parrot ; grey, with varnish’d beak, 

A varnish’d horror, on a grey despair. 

One eye, rebellions to the dry, shrunk frame, 
FoUovrd with glassy dread intelligence 
All movements and all looks. The other eye 
Took yet more awful heed of the still room, 

Where in the mirror every action liv’d 
Without the life of sound. The mirror’s edge 
Was swathed in yellow gauze — amorphous folds— 
That might have eddied on the leathern limbs 
Of nautching mummies. Two glass candlesticks, 
With tinkling ringlets, fl.ank’d the mouldering bird ; 
And shells, that breathed not of the sea, but kept 
Some smack of fish defunct, the shelf adorn’d. 

Two cups, whose claim to beauty was the crack 
That made them poor for use ; two vases blotched 
By the coarse hand of vile machinery — 

For each a woollen mat, a parasite 

That stuck and clung, and on the easy chairs 

Unstable housings ; on the table round 

Long folds of staring cloth, that caught the hnees, 

And hung about, and slid whene’er yon moved— 

And mats where there was never need of mats. 

And maple-framed engravings of the Guren, 


The Exhibition of Eigkteen-Fifty-One, 

Clifton Suspension Bridge, the Death or Wesley, 
And of a blunt-nosed Woodman’s fi.at return. 

The Baresark mood came on me. Eight and left 
I hack’d and cleft. Th’ affrighted landlady, 

Coming, subnrhan trim, all honseholder, 

I slew upon her splinter’d furniture, 

Then fired the pile, and fied with lightened heartl 
JPolonius, Althongh it be a little out of fashion, 

There is much taste and valour in this Welshmau. 
Doge, Take him away and hang him ! 

JPoet, Oh, I say ! 

The Platform of the Ex-Premier,— A Railway 
Platform. 
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THE EEFOEM BALL. 

Symphony, 

Teepsichoee at the Eef orm duh ? Yerily, 

’Twill ptizzle Party now to foot it merrily, 

Althongrh ’tis clearly obvious at a glance 
Gladstone has led ns all “ a pretty dance.” 

Waltz Measure, 

Sir W-LL-M H-ec-et. 

This is better by far than the House ? 

If I have a str^ point it is grace. 

In the strains of Waldtettfpel or Stsatjss 
A renewed inspiration I trace. 

Elephantine ? A libel, of course. 

My “ steps ” even Peel can’t impugn ; 

When one ’s gifted with fleetness and force, 

One can foot it to every tune. 

Polka Time, 

J-HN Be-ght. 

Dance ! What, I, Ma’am ? Well. I ’ve recently 
Pound that I can trip it— decently. 

Sight may move old friends to merriment, 

But at least I ’ll maJce experiment. 

SchoUische, 

Lord K- 8 -b-et. 

Oh, weel may Old Will row, Old Will row, Old Wnx row 
At strayed sheep that scatter and ramble far from home ; 

But I ’ll toe and heel go, and heel ^ and heel go. 

Ah ! what will he think of it, if w eg should chance to come ? 

Quadrille— Grand Chain, (Medley,) 
Ting-a-ring-a-ring-ting, Jubilee jaunting, 

What a lot of nartners changing about! 

One misgiving aU minds is haunting. 

Whether the round will not end in rout. 

Country Dance, {Everybody,) 
Bumpty-tumpty-tiddle-em, 

Dumfog the People and diddle ’em ; 

Tip- sides, down-sides, middle-’em. 

Mingle and cross and Sphinx-riddle ’em ! 

Geand Old M. C. (without^— envious of course,) 

Call this a Ball ? More muddled every minute. 

Not one good dancer there. Glad I ’m not in it I 
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THE DEVIL'S LATEST WALK- 

( With Sfecml Apologies to two Distinguished Shades.) 

Feom his yilla in town at the dawn of day, 

A- walking the Devil is gone, 

To visit his snug 
little urban 
estates. 

And see how his 
game goes on. 

Over the city, the 
suburb, the 
slum, 

He rambled from 
pillar to post, 

And backward and 
forward, obser- 
vant though 
dumb, 

As a fleetly nocti- 
vagant ghost. 

And how then was 
the Devil drest ? 

In a close-buttoned 
frock, and a high* 
buttoned vest, 

With a pocket- 
kerchief of pea- 
cock blue, 

And nowhere the 
least little sign 
of a queue. 

For the Devil is 
versed in more 
modem pages 
Than stories of 
Saints in the 
Middle Ages. 

He knows the advantage of social conformity, 

And an obvious tail now esteems an enormity. 

The Prince of Darkness, as SHAJisPEAnE says, 

Is a G-entleman-— in appearance. 

Of the horns, hoofs, and tail of his earlier days 
He has made a most politic clearance. 

* * * * 

He peeped in the Houses of Parliament, 

And found but a factious Babel. [improved 

To a smile he was moved, for he thought, “They’ve 
On the story of Cain and Abel.” 

Down a red river plied with wind and tide, 

A pig, with vast celerity. 

And Satan looked wise, as he saw how the while 
It cut its own throat. “ There I ” q.uoth he, with a smile, 
“ Gk)es Ireland— in search of prosperity ! ” 

He saw Law trying a Yiper for slander, 

And searching a muck-heap for truth ; 

And he held his nose, and he said, “ I suppose 
That poison and filth in a duplicate dose 
Have medicinal virtues for Youth.” 

He saw a Cynic regaling a Club 
With the latest patrician scandal ; 

And a Socialist spouter who howled on a tub ; 

And said he, “I should think they’re about on the brink 
Of a flood which shall come as to ancient Eome 
Came the deluge of Ooth and Yandal.” 

GChen smug Physicians and smiling attorneys 
Rode by on their vocations. [journeys ; 

Ouoth he, “I must join these smart chaps in their 
TJnseen I would look in their joint-stock Book 
Of Society Revelations.” 

He went into a Bookseller’s shop 
Hard by to a learned College ; 

And there, peeping over the shoulder of Youth, 

He saw how new Piiates played ninepins with Truth ; 
How neo-Greek noodles, in poem and fiction. 

Draped dirtiest thoughts in the daintiest diction ; 

How Art uninspired sought some stimulant fresh 
In charnel conceits, and the lust of the flesh. 


Cried he, “ This is culture ! 
gauntest vulture 


The 


On garbage will fatten, allowed to batten 
On the &uit of this tree of knowledge,” 

He saw huge Stores that small shop- 
keepers smashed. 

To whose portals cash -paying patricians 
up dashed ; 

Big Companies, that piled lucre— and 
crashed ; 

And the eyes of the Devil they sparkled 
and flashed, 

And he capered with great agility. 


Said he, “Big Monopoly’s now all the 

go; 

Mankind is enamoured of size and of 
show. 

Modest industry ’s stupid, small enter- 
prise slow, 

Ho room now for Trade’s little fishes, 
oh! no. 

To succeed you must be a big whale 
who can * blow.’ 

I shall re-arrange all my affairs down 
below, 

And convert them into a J oint- Stock Co. , 
With * Limited LiabiUty.’ ” 


SOME STILL WILDER REMINISCENCES, 

(Dg a Modest Autobiographer . ) 

You have asked me if I cannot add to that history of marvellous, superhuman, 
and heroic exploit which characterises the whole stretch and sweep of my Trans- 
atlantic career, ^ T' 

decisive rise i 

Yea, I certainly c , . , . , 

for that lack of leisure which a continual flow of invitations to the mansions of 
the nobility and the aristocracy of this Metropolis forces upon me. I do not refer 
to this in any boastful spirit. That they should pay their homage to my world- 
famed courage and accomplishments, and wish to have my intensely picturesque 
figure, as represented on the advertising coloured posters, prominently adorning, 
as a central figure, their gilded saloons, is only natural, and I merely state the 
bare fact without comment. But such is the pressure brought to bear on my 
spare moments by Dukes. Earls, Marquises, and other members of the Hereditary 
Peerage of the Three Kingdoms, that I have not, as you may possibly haye 
no'ted, yet been able to find time even to have my hair properly cut! This, 
however, by the way. But to proceed in some sense to answer your question. 
To attempt to detau the remarkable adventures, the hair-breadth escapes, and 
the combats to the death in which I have been engaged even since my arrival in 
this country with my troupe at Earl’s Court, would far exceed both the time at 
my disposal and the space accorded me in your columns. I will therefore content 
myself with referring to a few incidents coimected with m“ ’ 


ly display of personal 
hood of the “ Show ” 


prowess and undaunted pluck in the immediate neighbourl 
itself. My single-handed encounter with one of the West Kensington omnibuses 
on the afternoon of the first of April may not be new to your readers, but it will 
bear repeating. 

Seeing the vehicle approaching, and wishing to proceed to my destination on 
its roof, I straightway hailed it, but was met with the laconic reply of the 
conductor that it was “ fuR inside and out.” I was walking with the Chairman 
of the Concern, and asked him whether I should make a dash for a place. He 
gave his consent, and in another instant, like a mighty tornado, I flung myself 
upon the horses’ heads, they reared up in the air, came down on their haunches, 
and I cut the traces. In another minute the passengers had dismounted and the 
driver leaving his box faced me in the road. 

“ I know you, Bufealo Bill,” he said, “ if you want to fight,— weU, eome on! ” 

I had nothing but an umbrella and he a horsewhip, but without a moment’s 
hesitation, I accepted his challenge, and went for him. For some short time 
we danced round each other, but at last I hit him over the head and he fell. 
At the same moment my legs got entangled in the thong of the whip and I 
stumbled to my knees. Then we closed and roUed over together from pavement 
to pavement a couple of policemen looking on, but in no way interfering in the 
contest. We got disengaged for a moment, then I saw my opportunity, and, 
getting out my ready knife, ran up to him and scientifically scalped him in 
something under five-and-twenty minutes. The whole episode occupied but two 
hours and a half. As the Chairman who had been watching the duel from a 


_ . >mpany < 

of an uncivil servant. 

But the rash driver was by no means the only individual who owed his pass- 
port to the local hospital ward to ' my hands. In much the same fashion I 
shortly afterwards disposed of the Chief Contractor of the Refreshment Depart- 
ment inside the Show itself. But to detail these various feats would only weary 
the reader, and I prefer in conclusion just to glance at some other features in 
my career. 

It would be easier to jot down those callings I have not followed than to relate 
the various pursuits in which I have been engaged. My heroism and endur- 
ance in flood and field are too well known to need repetition here. It may not, 
however, be in the cognisance of some that I have starred as a tight-rope dancer 
with fair success, and been, in turns, successively a ooalheaver, Q,ueen’s 
Counsel, Archbishop, dustman, greengrocer, Operatic T^or, and Pirate. What 
other roles I may fill before I leave these shores it is impossible at present to 
foretell ; but that I am equal to any and every call that can possibly be made 
on my courage, philosophy, intelligence, intrepidity, and tact, cannot, I should 
say, for a moment be doubted by those who have read the modest and retiring 
manifestoes that have hitherto been submitted to the public under the un- 
assuming title of Bueealo Bill. 


0^ KOTICE. — Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To this rule 
there will be no ex ception. 
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* ‘ What ? — what ? How ? — how ? Hay ? — ^hay P ” sounded a faint 
and florried voice in Mr, Punch's sanctum, 

“Pray be seated, Sire,” said Mr, Punchy with a calm courtliness 
well calculated to put even a hurried and embarrassed Hoyal Shade 
entirely at his ease. 

“ Farmer Geokob ” sank into a cbair, with a sig-h of relief. Only 
the queue of his shadowy wig seemed to wobble a little, as he 
gazed inquiringly around him. 

“ Well, well,” he murmured, “I never expected — ^never— tofind 
myself in a Satirist’s den—um, ah! — I mean chamber, study, what 
d’ye call it, hay ? But, but — I — eh — I suppose even Satirists and — 
ha!— Caricaturists have changed — ^for the better, I trust, for the 
worse they couldn’t— since the days of that rascal, Petee Pindae, 
and that scoundrel, Gilleay, hay ?— hay ? ” 

“ Most things have changed, and for the better, since the last 
Jubilee — your Majesty’s own— on the 25th of October, 1809,” replied 
Mr. Punchy with digmfifd decisiveness. 

“ Ah ! happy to hear it— happy to hear it,” muttered Geoege the 
Thied. “You don’t look an insolent and disloyal knave. I must 
allow.” 

“ They were not all such, even in 1809,” responded the Sage, 
smiling. 

“ Why, no— no,” spluttered the King. “ Pye, my Poet-Laureate, 
put my case very prettily.” 

“ ‘ They bless the halcyon hours that gave. 

To rule a people free and brave, 

A patriot Monarch all their own, 

Their swords his bulwark, and their hearts his throne,’ ” 

quoted the All-Knowing One, 

^ “ What a memory!” cried “Grandfather Geoege^’ amazedly. 

‘ Why — why— I ’d even forgotten the lines myself. BntI— a— cannot 
help thinMng that Pye, and Fitzgeeaid, and— a— S outhey did this 
sort of thing better, that is more dutifully, than your own Tenny- 
SONS and Swinbuenes.” 

“ Hyperholical lyrical panegyric may perhaps be counted among 
the lost arts. And no great loss either.” So the S^e. 

“ Humph I ” said Bm Majesty, dubiously. “ 1—1 trust my Royal 
Granddaughter agrees with you.” 


“ Our Sovereign Lady is far too sensible not to do so,” responded 
Mr, Punch, “ Her place in the affections of her people is mucli too 
Bolidlv assured to^ need the sham support of sycophantish. adulation.” 

“ Well, well, times have changed — times have changed, indeed,” 
said the King, stooping to pat the Dog of Dogs. 

“Praise is no longer servile, blame no longer brutal, and even 
caricature no longer coarse, your Majesty,” responded Toby’s Master, 
pleasantly. 

“ Ah, well,” cried Farmer Geoege, “ I never did understand 
Caricatures ,a8 I said concerning the impertinent prints of that ribald 
rascal, Gilleay.” 

“And so made an enemy of him for life. Sire,” said Mr, Punch, 
“ PAsquEsr now, if pungent, is polite, and appreciated even in Courts 
and Cabinets. He is free, and therefore fair; fearless, and conse- 
quently decorous. The J ester at Yictoeia’s Jubilee will carry a loyal 
heart beneath his motley, and will bear himself as differently from 
the scurril Satirist at yoxvrSy as from the cocks combed Clown at 
Edwaed the Thied’ s, or the baubled buffoon at that of the Third 
Henky.” 

“ Happy ViCTOEiA ! ” cried the Kingly Shade, wagging his wigged 
head with enthusiasm. “And her Colonies, hay? Ho insolent 
insuhordination, no rascally rebellion— haij ? — bay ?— bay ? ” 

“ Their representatives will be most willing, and the most welcome 
adornments of the Jubilee Pageants,” replied his companion, with 
cheerful conviction. 

“ Marvellous I ” exclaimed the Solomon of Britain. “ More won- 
derful than the apples in the dnmphngs. How do you do it ? ” 

“ Well,” said the Sage, “ we have Beaconseeelds and Gladstones 
instead of Gbenvilees and Noeths; and we have Yictoeia— her 
health, your Gracious Ex-Majesty ! — ^in place of — 

Here Toby yapped exultantly, and the Royal Shade stooped over 
him, whether to soothe the Dog or to recover his own composure need 
not he too closely inquired. 

“ Moreover/’ pursued Mr. Punch, courteously unobservant of the 
Royal pertuTDation, “moreover, Sire, we have a just-miaded and 
generous-hearted People in power, with freedom for an ins]. ration, 
and for a Mentor — ^Myself ! ! 1 ” 

“ Hay ?— hay ? What ?— what ? ” exclaimed the Shade, excitedly. 
“ Freedom ?— Power ? — [ fox the People ? Prodigious ! ! And— and 
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HOPE DEFERRED. 

Sketch at the R-y-l Ac-d-my Refreshment Room, 



1-30. “ ’Am Sandwich, and Glass 
of Stout. Tessir ! ” 


1-45. “ Coming, Sir !” 



2 0. “ ’Tend to you in a 
moment, Sir ! ” 


215, 




“ What can I get you, Sir ? * 
{Ra capo.) 


—don’t the rascals ahnse their privileges? Have they no Jack 
Wilkes to egg them on to sedition ? ” j 

“Don’t he too hard on Jack Wilkes, yonr Majesty,” said 
Mr, Punch, “ Remember the ‘ merry, cock-eyed, enrions-looking 
sprite,’ said a good word for you, after all. Vide Byrok’s ‘ Yision 
of Judgment.*” (The Shade shuddered.) “No, your Majesty, I 
don’t think Haecotjet, Labotjcheee, and BEADLAues, Cerberus’d 
into one, would make quite an equivalent to that dauntless 
demagogue, that ribald wit. But then we have no Bute or Geaftok, 
to give point to the would-be Lucianio scurrility of a Wilkes, or 
power to the pseudo- Juvenalian rhodomontade of a Juunrs.” 

“ Happy YictoeiaI ” repeated her Royal Ancestor. “But, seri- 
ously, my dear Mr, PwwcA,— to think that I should ever learn to 
love a Caricaturist ! — how do you do it f Hay ?” 

The Sage of Fleet Street smiled mildly, but meaningly, upon his 
anxiously interrogative guest. 

“Your Majesty,” said he, “I cannot undertake to show you, 
summarily and off-hand, the whole secret. I have already explained 
some portions of it. I will do more. We have our troubles still — 
in Ireland and elsewhere— but, on the whole, Hee Majesty’s is a 
jocund Jubilee, compared with all previous ones. We have had the 
advantage ot fifty years of the reign of a pure lady, a good mother, 
a constitutional Sovereign, That is much. But that is not all. For 
nearly the same term, for close upon fifty years, England has been 
brightened and blessed by a certain Great Light which shone not 
upon your own lengthened reign,” i 

“'V^at is it? What is it? What? What?” almosthhrieked 
the excited Shade. 

“Your Majesty cannot guess, then?” said^Jlfr. Punchy with a 
compassionate smile. 

“No— no— no!” cried his visitor. “Never could understand 
conundrums and puzzles and things. Give it up,” 

“ Why,” said Punchy “it is a Light which beats the Electric 
Light, and would outshine even the Duke of Westmikstee’s proposed 
hundred-thousand-million -candle -power Jubilee illumination. It 
teems with wisdom which would dispel even your doubts ; with 
‘ boetry ’ which even your royal relative could not dislike ; and with 
caricature which you would understand— and relish. It goes far to 
explain the wondrous difference between our well-beloved Yictoeia’s 
Jubilee and your own. For nearly the whole of the fifty years 
of Yictoeia’s reign it has shone upon a welcoming world. It 
shines from this sanctum^ Sire, and it beams from the eyes of* 
PUNCH ! ! ” ^ 

“ What ?— what ? Hay ?— hay ? Well, I never I ” ejaculated the 
startled Shade. “ I suppose it is so, however, strange as it seems. 
Would that I had had you at my side ! ” 

“ You need not then have lost America, or have brooded in lonely 
seclusion whilst your people were celebrating your Jubilee,” said the 
Sage, kindly. “ Sally forth, Sire — if — if — such things are permitted 
—when the People to-morrow pours into the streets of the City to 
welcome and joyously shout at their Sovereign, and yon wiR under- 
stand the world-wide difference between the Two Jubilees ! ” 

The dawn glimmered gently in, the Royal Shade shimmered slowly 
out, and Mr, Pumch.^ meditating many things, dressed himself to go 
forth with the rest of the world and greet his Qxiebk. 


STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCHES STUDIO. 

No. XXIX.— The Fisheemah. 

Surely, Piscatory like Poeta^ nasdtur non fit. To no one but the 
born Fisherman are his patience, his infinite capacity for taking 
pains, and his Stoical indifference 
to personal discomfort, at all in- 
telligible. To the world at large, 
his quiet satisfaction with ap- 
parently meagre results is quite 
inexphcahle ; for the true sports- 
man win be more elated by the 
capture of one brace of trout from 
certain streams, than if he had 
drawn hundreds from a Scotch 
loch. To him the surmounting 
of difficulty is the grand object, 
and the smallest basket may often 
only be obtained at the price of 
the most consummate judgment, 
address, resource, and perseve- 
rance. Do the fish rise better in 
the morning than later in the day ? 

The Fisherman will rise still ear- 
lier, and he will not grudge, if 
need be, to walk miles so as to be 
present at their levee. 

See him as he approaches the river, his eye fixed upon the likely 
places I With what practised speed, and yet how carefully, he sets 
up his rod, standing the while some distance from the water’s edge ! 
On the way he has determined what flies he will use first ; he does 
not hesitate an instant as he attaches the casting-line, though already 
his heart beats fast with excited speculation as to the result of his 
first few throws. All is ready at last, and now he begins to fi&h, 
worMng slowly and steadily towards the ideal spot where fish should 
be, if anywhere. Mark how his line traverses the whole area of 
water ; every trout has an opportunity of seing the flies which are 
presented in succession even before the wily veterans lurking coyly 
in snug retreats which are either inaccessible to, or neglected by, 
inferior anglers. Oftentimes only by a hair’s-breadth does the tail- 
fiy escape the treacherous snag or overhanging bough that seems to 
lean forward on purpose to catch it ; and though he oast with every 
precaution, mishaps wiU constantly occur even to the most dexterous 
Fisherman. When misfortunes come, as they often do on a bad day, 
“ not as single spies, but in battalions,” then the temperament of the 
true angler is needed. Who but a Fisherman can comprehend the 
feelings of one who in a failing light finds his last and only “ killing ” 
fly fast in a hush, while he liows that within a few yards lie fish 
waiting to be caught ? 

He who wields the fishing-rod pursues an unsociable callmg. If 
he start forth in the morning with a brother of the angle, the pair 
will possibly return together at night. But during the day the two 
will probably hardly interchange more than a word ; as likely as not 
they will not meet. Isolation from his fellow creatures is essential 
to the Fisherman ; Nature and his own thoughts are his companions. 
For him the fleecy clouds as they scud across the sky are eloquent, 
the ruffled surface of the shallows and the opaque black or white of 
the depths bring each their message, the “ leaves and zigzag branches 
write wonderful words against the evening sky.” The fisherman, 
like every solitary sportsman, becomes of necessity a philosopher. 
Unconsciously his miud absorbs somewhat of the serenity of the 
landscapes among which he moves. 

As a result the Fisherman is of all men least prone to glory in his 
own prowess ; heavy baskets he knows to be at times impossible to 
the expert, and at others hardly to he missed by the novice. To do 
as weU as circumstances will permit is all that he aspires to achieve. 
But he who is heart and soul iu his craft wiR take fish when no one 
else in the neighbourhood can so much as catch sight of a fin. His 
gear is always adjusted with the nicest precision, and the knots of 
his line contain part of the man’s character. He does not seek 
the applause of others, he wishes to use the best tackle to the best 
purpose. 

Overnight Piscator selects his tackle, and rigs his casting-lines ; 
on the morrow, by the river’s brink, he sits down to mend, to re- 
place, to make alterations, with a cheerful intentness than it is good 
to see. In his ears sound the murmur of waters, and the hum of 
insects ; before his eyes a panorama of light and shade is continuaRy 
shifting. Cattle eye him occasionally with a lazy indifference as they 
stumble to the ford to drink, and the water-rat flops into the stream, 
making off with all possible dispatch as he approaches. 

The Fisherman’s day is indeed an idyl, ever changeful and 
charming as the music of Chopin', Some it deRghts to destroy 
pheasants with noise, and to stand in “ hot comers.” To others are 
vouchsafed the Angler’s gentle zeal, and the soul to appreciate his 
privReges. 
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THE JUBILEE OE KIHG EDWAED THE THIRD. 

(Gathered from the John HolUngshead Chronicles.) 

On tile morning of the 25tli of January^ 1377, the King was early 
astir. He sent for the Poet Laureate and invited him to partake of 
breakfast. The meal of the period was composed of an infusion of 
herb and hot water, sweetened with a sort of sugar and mized with 
milk. His Majesty was merry. 

“ G-adzooks,*^ he exclaimed, using the strange idiom of the century, 
“ but this concoction suits me to a T ! Come, Chaucee, can you not 
think of some food particularly toothsome for this auspicious 
occasion ? ” 

** Ay, that can I,” replied the Poet, dreamily, “ I have a fancy 
that the flesh of a pig fried with a crushed egg would be most 
palatable.’’ 

“ Be it so,” returned the Monarch, heartily, and a few minutes 
later King and Trobadour were discussing a dish that for many years 
afterwards was known as “ Iggs and Bakun,^^ 

“ And now, Chaucee, what shall I do next ? Beshrew me, I am 
a needy one! So— look you— let not thy plan cost me a silver 
pennv. I want something cheap and popular.” 

Why not confirm Magna Charta ? ’ suggested the poet, who was 
inhaling a vapour that passed from a bowl full of smouldering dried 
cabbage- stalks through a tube into his mouth, “why not confirm 
Magna Charta ” 

“ I have done this kind of thing several times before,” replied the 
King, musingly, “ but as thou sayest it costeth me nothing. So here 
goes.” 

With this the aged Sovereign taking a feather from a goose that 
happened to be passing, made a large cross upon the palladium of 
British Liberty, and smiled graciously. 

“ So much for the people, and now for myself. Canst not hit upon 
some plan for my entertainment ? ” 

“ That indeed can I ? ” returned the Poet, putting his hand in his 

pocket, “knowing 
0 King, ^ thou 
wouldst wish to 
be amused, I 
have brought 
with me a little 
thing of my own 
composition, 
which I will now 
read to thee, after 
indeed I have 
refreshed my 
bowl with dried 
cabbage - stalks 
and set it a 
smouldering.” 

The Monarch 
sighed, and leav- 
ing the break- 



Uluminations. 


fast-table, threw himself on a couch which had recently been sent to 
him by the^ Pope from Italy. This couch, which was gallantly 
furnished with a padded seat and a sort of cushion, was called a sofa. 

“I can always listen better with a covering over my head,” 
observed the Sovereign suiting the action to the word. 

“I call my little effort The Canterhury Tales commenced 
Chaucee, spreading out his manuscript. “I think you will like 
them.” 

Then he read for the space of three hours while Euwaed the 
Third expressed his great satisfaction by breathing loudly at regular 
intervals. At the end of the third hour the Krng sat up with a 
start. 

“ Where am I ? ” he exclaimed, and then quickly added, “ I mean 
to say Capital I Excellent I Ton should send them to a comic 
journal.” 

“I replied Chaucer. “ I have long intended to start one. 
I should like it to be called, The Bondon Charivari*^ 

“ Why not call it Bunch f ” asked the King. 

“ Or the London Charivari,^^ persisted Chaucee, who was an 
obstmate kind of person when contradicted. “ And so thou art in- 
deed needy, 0 King,” continued the Poet, “lam sorry for that, 
as, had it been quite convenient to thee, I should have asked for 
the payment of my own salary, now three quarters in arrears.” 

^ thine own fault, old word-jigger,” returned the Monarch. 

Thou art fond of inhaling the vapour of cabbage-stalks— why 
dost thou not discover tobacco ? Did thou invent it, thou shouldst 
have the monopoly of its sale, which wouldst pay thy salary a 
hundredfold.” 

“ By my halidom, I have it I ” exclaimed Chaucee, 

Have what ? ” asked the King. ^ “ And halidom is an ana- 
chronism, and will not be used until a later century than that 
wherein thon and I exist.” 


“Good, my lord,” cried Chaucee, excitedly. “I have it. Put 
on thy crown and royal robes, and go to Westminster Abbey,” 

“ Certainly — but wherefore ? ” 

“ To celebrate thy Jubilee, to he sure ! Go by as long a route as 
possible there, and leave the rest to me. I see my way to realising a 
nne profit.” 

“An thou dost,” replied the Sovereign, “ gadzooks, thy salary 
shall be in arrears no longer.” 

The crowds were immense. Never had there been seen so fine a 
procession. First came three vehicles (scarcely carriages, because 



Omnibus. 


they had not then been invented), containing some of tbe nobility — 
then followed the King himself. The cheers were continnous, and 
the enthusiasm immense. In those days there were no houses along 
the line of route, which extended to Kensington, Knightsbridge, 
South Belgravia, PiccadOly, Leicester Fields, and the Mary le Bone 
Gardens, and thus the people were forced to stand on the ground. 
Some of them derived an advantage over others by standing on a 
plank supported by two barrels. A man coarsely attired, but whose 
language spoke a gentler calling (it was as flowery as that of any 
Poet), collected the money. This man was here, there, and every- 
where. ^ For a portion of the time he drove a sort of conveyance (not 
an omnibus, because omnibuses were not in vogue for many a long 



year afterwards), and was extortionate in his fares. However, the 
good citizens paid merrily themselves, saying, “ By our troth, but a 
Jubilee oometh but once in fifty years I ” 

The day ended, and once more Troubadour and Sovereign were 
closeted together. They were enjoying the illuminations. Chaucee 
poured into Ms Master’s hands vast sums of copper money. 

“ Of a verity tMs is a brave display ! ” exclaimed his Majesty. 

Sire, thou hast not forgotten the terms ? ” questioned the Poet. 
That thou, 0 King, were to have the takings of the stands after 
my salary had been paid in full.” 

** arrangement and a just one— now have I no more to 

receive r ” 

signifying that he had paid over all that 
he had received, and then putting forth his hand exclaimed, “ And 
now, 0 Kiag, my salary ? ” 

“Shall he paid in full out of the tobacco monopoly when that next 
IS discovered,” replied the Monarch locking up the cash, “ say, old 
friend, what thinkest thou? ” 

^ Th^ if my salary depends upon tobacco, it will end in ‘ smoke.’ ” 
The King laughed long at this quaint conceit. The Poet also 
smiled, but whether the smile was iatended for the quibble (which 
truth to say, was not a very new one) or was caused by a recollection 
that ont of the staud-lettiDgs he had already paid l^iTwaplf bis salary 
told a hundred-fold, the Chronicles do not testify. 
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’AEEY ON THE JUBILEE. 

Dear Chaelie, 

You are a old ^ermit I Did think as yon ’d trot np to town, 

To jine this 'ere Jnherlee gammock and back hnp the Conrt and the Crown. 

J'd as soon be a bloomin' old Bine-Point deep down in the briny, dear boy. 

As be mugged np in medders and mangolds with nothink to do or enjoy. 

The town 's painted red I can tell yer, a reglar flare-np and no kid • 

Got a seat for the Byal Percession for which I'd to bine arf a Q[nid j 
Pooty stiff, but then 'Aery 's a patriot, the scene’ll be somethink immense, 

And when larks and loyalty jine, I say wire in, and bust the expense I 

W e shan t see sech another dnst-np, Chaelie ; Jnberlees ain't like green peas. 
Or Derbies or centeuny— wotsits, and that 's wy 1 'm in for the squeeze. 

A hfty years’ stretch on the throne is a record as ain't often made, 

Pertikler in times like these 'ere, as is bad for the Rya% trade. 

Wot with dynimite, Chaelie, and duffers like Htndman, Keapotkin & Co., 

And dashed traitors like Gladstone and Moelet, kings’ cribs are not wuth 
arf a blow. 

They seem always a gitting kicked out or blown np, mate, and snddent at that, 
Jest as though they wos tram-car conductors, without no more rights fkim a rat. 

But Hee Madgestt — bless 'er ! — 'as bested 'em. No one, dear Charlie, can't say 
She ain’t 'ad a fair run for 'er money. And now it 's 'er Jnherlee Day : 

And I mean bein' in it, I tell yer. I shan’t shy at blueing a bob, 

For my patriot soul 's hup at pop-pint, and ' Aruy is fair on the job. 

It 's a rare fillaloo, and no error, Q. J. is all over the shop ; 

Heard a bloke cryin' “ Jnherlee Winkles,” and arter that where will they stop ? 
Fact IS, Trade is still so dashed bad, and there 's bin sech a run on the tin, 

That most heveryone takes up the cry on the horf chance of jest a look in. 

I am hup in the sterrups jest now, as yon know, my dear Chaelie, thanks be! 
And since I 've bin ** hinterviewed ” — well, even Y. H. 'erself must know Me. 

So I 've togged myself np to the nines, mate, and if I should ketch the Queen’s 
heyes, 

Well, she won’t be ashamed of 'er subjeck, that 's poz, dear old pal, and no flies ! 

pippittj it's in me, and, 'ang it, it’s bound to come out, [lout ; 
lhat there jmny say quor^ dontcher know, as divides the true gent from the 
And if Mr^ Guelph, as we call 'er, should spot me— well, there I won't blow 
Like that Bufealer Bill, but by Jingo she '11 see as I 'm fa, it* in the know. 

I did 'ope to git into the Habbey ; I ought to 'ave bin there, yon see, 

As a true repprysentative man, wich is wot I'm admitted to be. 

But there is sech a lot of red-tape, Charlie. Fancy wot might 'ave bin done 
With this J nberlee Day if the Bigwigs 'ad only been fly to true fun I 

Wy ain't there no Fireworks, for instance ? That there Dook of Wesiminstee 
(n candle-ends stuck in the winders is like that close-fisted old codge. [dodge, 
Wy didn't^ he stump uf the ochre f He rolls in it, Charlie, old ma n , 

And yet his contrybntion to Toosday is this mangy taller-dip plan. 

Wy when Geoeoie the Third, poor old buffer I — was playin' '^5 Jnherlee game, 
They 'ad larks with roast oxes and rockets, and wy shouldn't we do the same ? 
Primrose '111 all ablaze with set-pieces, and bonfires all over the shop. 

That's wot I should call doin’ it prime, and 'twonld catch the B. P. on the 'op. 

If our toppers mean stickin' np top, mate, and not coming down with a run, 

, They must ladle the ochre out freer, and give ns a little more fun. 

They may be jest as rich as old Creeses, and none on us won't care a bob; 

But n they turn stingy, old pal, they may jest as well turn up the job. 

We '11 pervide 'em with L. S. D., Chaelie, with palaces, pensions, and parks ; 

But if we supply the canaries, the toppers must let ns 'ave larks. ] 

That 's a moral, old inan, trust yours truly. Their game is a trifle too steep, i 

And if there 's one thing as wonH wash, it is Eyalty done on the cheap. ^ 

^wsomever, that 's jest by the way, mate. I 've woHed lots of jmubes, old man, | 
I or I mean to hooray tiU I 'm hoarse, and I want to be heard if I can. ] 

Van t yer run up to town for the evening and take a all-rounder with me ^ 

To see London light up for Yictoeia ? T teU yer it will be a spree. ^ 

£ 

Polly Peckhah will be on my arm, I can furnish yon out with a gal « 

As^ will suit you right down to the ground, Charlie. Do make a heffort, old pal. i 
It s a thing as we all oughter see ; I '11 mount all the topsail I can carry, i 

And if you 'U shove in your jib-boom, you '11 oblige yours right loyally, « 

'Aeey. ^ 

r — =.7i : ■: . — 7-r='r.'r- 

It IS said that Mr. Davitt depends largely upon supply from American funds, i 
The Irish- American party- are fond of Mr. Davitt, and he of them. Strong i 
affection between the parties, duite— (no, not q.uite)— “ Davut and J onathan,” 


THE BUFFALO BILLERIES. 

J5y Dumb Crmibo Junior, 




The Wild West Show. 


Boss and *‘Bos.” 


vOV,,/' 



King of the Cowboys and Duke See-you Chief combing 

of Bucking ’em. his Wig-wam. 



A Lass -0 with a Lasso. Squaws and Squawls. 







_ ' Our Artist is persuaded to try a 

Inj in-earring Department, mount. When last seen he was 
still soaring toward the setting sun. 

THE ISLINGTON CAMPAIGN. 

No better Show than the Military Tonmament, with 
Major Tolly ^ iu command, and Captain Dann— the 
“hoarse soldier,” as Mr, Punch first christened him 
years ago— as Master of the Eing. The building the 
bridge, the crossing it, and the assault on the fort gal- 
lantly defended by the Military Band under the noble 
old flag of “Eefreshment Contractors” waving above 
their heads, were more exciting than last year, owing to 
the Armed Train, which runs in screaming like a wild 
Injine, and with Blue Jackets in front to work the gun 
with a handle, as if it were a common street-organ. The 
stage arrangements, the carrying off of the wounded boy, 
and the ambulance lending assistance, reflected the 
greatest credit on Colonel Onslow. The dead men acted 
their parts to the life. The audience was crowded, hot, 
and enthusiastic. The welcome given to the Princess of 
Wales’s Own Hussars (or Lancers, we forget which) 
was spontaneously hearty. Altogether a great success ; 
and Buffalo Bill's Show (except the Buekers) not “ in 
it” with the Military Tournament, which, it is to be 
regretted, lasts only one week. 


The Eeform Club Ball was a splendid ^air last Wed- 
“ The Fl5 Eevelations.”— We've heard the last of them. They are now nesday. The dancers were plucky, and, in spite of crush 
the “ Over-Fid.” and heat, formed and re-formed over and over again. 




MR. PUNCH'S MANUAL FOR 

YOUNG RECITERS. 

Mb. PmfCH: had quite set his heart upon 
furnishing his pupils ’with a Jubilee Ode 
which should afford the fullest scope both to 
their loyalty and 
elocution ; and he 
had given an early 
order to his regu- 
lar Poet to furnish 
him with a piece 
of superior quality 
and ffnish. The 
Bard, however, 
yielding to an un- 
worthy difddence, 
has shrunk from 
competing with ^ 
singers of stronger 
pinions than his y 
own, and had it 
not been for a 
gifted native gen- 
tleman of Bengal, 
a Mr. ChJlTtebjee 
Mookebbhot, who 
rushed gallantly 



heart (though perhaps a little unfortunate 
here and there, from a not unnatural want of 
familiarity with the nicer nuances of the 
language)— had it not been for enterprising 
Mr. Mooeebbhot — the Amateur Eeciter 
w«mld have had no Jubilee Eecitation upon 
which to expend his energies. Here, then, is 
tie Baboo's spirited effort, which, from its 


extreme simplicity, can be rendered with 
comparative ease by even a beginner 

JUBILEE ODE. 

Compounded hy Baboo Chaiterjee MooTcerbhoyi as 
token of loyaUy, 

In the groves of calorific India, 

Stands a piUar, stamped with two initials ; 
And the Hyot hows mmself before it, 

Making a poojab. 

(** The redtationery^ says the Bahoo^y should 
manifest here before the audience the 
alluded mechanism*^) 

Hext he crowns it with a wreath of champak, 
And, on tiptoe gingerly approaching, 

Down its mouth, that gapes, as if expectant, 
Pops in a sweetmeat. 

{Imitate a popping gesturOy and ship bach 
with a salaam,) 

Then he lays his letter down before it, 
Hop ing for the notice of the Demon, 

Who resides within the little column— 

T. R. the viewless 1 

{Fold your arms across your stomachy with a 
transit to cultivated compassion and quiet 
inflatedness,) 

> We are blessed with better education 
Than to kneel in front of pillar-boxes, 
i Though they aU are symbols of a SoVreign, 

I Splendidly fe-top ! 

3 Ho malignant deity is V. R. 

3 But a kind, gc«d-natoe§-loo]^g lady— 
r ^ Judging by portraits, 
r So ’tis not with superstitious motives 
i That we ’ve ornamented aU the lamp-posts 
3 With festoons of fl.owers made of paper, 

3 Finer than fivepence I 


For we greet the fiftieth recurrence 
Of the day our Q^tjeen the throne ascended 
With a solemn universal high jinks, 

Painting the town red ! 

On this rompish Day of Jubilation 
Let there he no sign of any snip-snap ! 

Let the bells ring out a merry welkin ! 

(“ The practice of making the welkin ring on 
public rejoicings is remarked says 
Mr. Mooeekbhot, learnedly y by all the 
number •‘One poets and best-qualuy war- 
Uersj^) 

Flourish the trombones I 
( With an exalted raptness of one who has 
got a dazzlement on his Horatioy or mind^s 
eye.) 

Here she comes, the Governess of Albion! 

Let us all draw in out horns before her, 

Make a leg, and greet her with a curtsey, 
Shout “ Lackadaisy I ” 

How we bend, respectfully collapsing, 

For her stately caravan advances. 

Through the festive crowd of cookahoopers, 
AH of a twitter ! 

0 Yictobia., we thy loving subjects 
Raise for thee the clamorous cui hono ! 

Deign to jerk us, in retaliation, 

One little simper 1 

{ With an action of implor(flAony you should 
retire backward, avoiding the emotional 
displays of feeling which are likely to 
proceed from those by whom you may be 
audited, ) 

Mr.DxviTT has made a few mistakes lately. 
When Mr. Pabnell is inclined to use strong 
language, he says “ 0 DavittJ ” 
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LANE AND GARDEN. 

Colonel Mapleson wisely retired with Ms 
Company on Monday last rather than incur 
a disastrous loss. The Colonel is an old 
soldier, and Ms plan of campaign inelnded 
the probability of such a mischance when 
there were in the field two distinct an- 
tagonistic forces, in the operatic army of 




' / 










OH, THE JUBILEE! 

“Perte d’lMMENSO GinniLO,” See. 

Lucia di Lammermooi\ Chorus, Act II. 

Signor Lago— already victorious— and the vast 
forces at the disposition of General Augustus 
Drueiolanus. But the Colonel, though he 
has warily retreated, is still undefeated, and 
sounds the trumpet for another attack, wMch 
is announced for Thursday next. Success to 
the veteran warrior 1 Whether Augustus in- 
tended to take the town by storm with Aida, 
is a matter which the result has left uncertain. 
The Orchestra, under the baton of Pield- 
Marshal Manoinelli was grand, glorious, 
and^ enough to blow ofi the heads of an 
audience. Of course Aida is a noisy opera, 
and when the voices aren’t sufficiently power- 
ful, it is as well to make up for quality with 
a quantity of wind and string. But here 
there was quality — good quality, too, as far 
! as the chorus and most of the principals 
went, and even the weakest of these came out 
uncommonly weU in a chorus. 

If ensemble were to be the strength of 
Opera Druriolana, then the public will say to 
Augustus Imperatoe, what Box said to 
Cox, “ Then give us a chorus.” But this 
should not be so, as in his Signori Pahdolpini, 
Miranda, Navarrini, and the French Tenor e 
“ Bolusto, toi queJ^aimeJ ” — Jean 
DE Reszke, — romantic name — quite the title 
of an Opera in itself— he has what Mrs. 
Baksbothah would call “ The Elephants of 
success.” 

Signora (why Signora as she’s Ger- 
man?— but no matter) MilaKutper-Berger 
may be aU. that is required as a “ Prima Donna 
Drammatica” by the audience of the Teatro 
Real at Madrid, but the audience of the still 
more real Theatre at Drury Lane, want some- 
thing more than dramatic talent, — wMch 
didn’t seem very over-powering,— in an Opera. 
The make-up and costume of the Donna 
Drammatica as Aida was curiously sug- 
gestive of one of the Huntresses of the 
Wild West Show, and some ignoramuses 
seeing Mr. Foley— we mean Signor Foli— in 
the stalls, mistook Mm, on account of the 
length of Ms locks and Ms drooping mous- 
tache, for Buepalo Bill Mmself , who they 
thought was present to eneourage the perfor- 
mance of one of Ms troupe. 

On the same night, at Covent Garden, 
Lohengrin was given, with Albani and 
Gayarre; and though the Opera to nou- 
Wagnerites is somewhat tedious (and the heat 
was trying to audiences everywhere), yet there 
can be little doubt that the Coveut Garden 


Company, having got the start, has kept well 
aheafi, and that Albani and Gayarre are 
the favourites, and will bring in Covent 
Garden first at the end of the season. One i 
Opera will pay, two won’t. Why doesn’t the | 
Musical Millionnaire, Madame Patti, come; 
forward, and, out of mere love of Music, start i 
a Company of her own, paying first-rate | 
salaries, and being a naturalised Welsh- 
woman, ready to show what “gallant little 
Wales” can do, ready to take the profits as 
her share, or nothing, since she is well able 
to stand the loss of a few thousands, if loss 
there could ever be with the proverbially 
lucky diva. That she, our Dinar ah, ^ our 
Aida, our Itosina, our several other things, 
should he out of it, is “ the pity of it,” and, 
if she liked, she could put it all right. This 
is a suggestion from t’Othee Fello-w. 

P.S.— “In tMs hot weather, after the 
Opera is over, a cold something in aspic, or a 
deliciously fresh lobster, washed down with 
whatever your particular weakness may 

be ” “ But one of my rules is never to 

sup.” “ Then,” we say, “ go to our Rule’s 
for an exception.” It ’s worth the last quar- 
ter of an hour of any Opera. Verb. sap. 


A PEACEFUL TRIUMPH. 

Punch's Ode on the Jubilee of Her Majesty Queen 
Victoria, June 21, 1887. 

Not with the ruthless Roman’s proud parade 
Of flaunting ensigns and of fettered foes. 
Nor radiantly arrayed 
In pomp of purple, such as fitly flows 
From the stern Conqueror’s shoulders, comes 
^ our Queen 

Whilst England’s ways with June’s glad gar- 
niture are green. 

Not with the scent of battle, or the taint 
Of cruel carnage round about her car. 
Making the sick air faint 
With the dread breath of devastating war, 
Rolls on our Royal Lady, wMlst the shout 
Of a free people’s love compasses her about. 

The pageantry that every step attends 
Is not the martial pomp that tyrants love,^ 
No purchased shout of slaves the shamed air 
rends ; 

Peace’s whfte-pinion’d dove 
Might perch w^on those banners unafraid, 
The shackled forces here are thralls of Art 
and Trade. 

Titans beneficent that in the train 
Of peaceful progress walk with willing 
feet, 

In the proud service of the conquering brain, 
Loyally strong and fleet ; 

With calm- eyed Science, and with wMte- 
rohed Health, 

The unarmed champions of the new Common- 
wealth, 

Unarmed with tools of slaughter, yet of 
strength 

To shake the phalanx and to blunt the 
spear. 

0 Queen I the loyal land through all its 
length 

^ Breaks into one wide cheer 
Of patriot rejoicing on this day, 

And hails yonr Peaceful Triumph winding 
its calm way. 

Triumph ! Shall we not triumph who have 
seen 

Those fifty years round on from sun to 
snow 

From snow to sun, since when, a girlish 
Queen 

In that far June-tide’s glow, 


Your brow first felt that golden weight, 
well-worn, 

WMch tried the Woman’s heart, hnt hath not 
overborne ? 

Fifty fair years wMch, like to aU things 
fair. 

Are flecked with shadow, yet whereon the 
sun 

Hath never set in shame or in despair, 

Their changeful course have run, 
And we who saw the dawn now flock to see 
June’s noonday light illume Yictoria’s 
Jubilee. 

Triumph ! No brainless, loud thrasomc 
boast 

Of iadiscriminate self-eulogy 
Rings from onr lips, or from the loyal host 
From every land and sea 
Who gather, drawn by kinship’s gentle cords, 
As heroes flocked of old to the fierce feast of 
swords. 

The hands that wave in jubilant acclaim 
Could, at stern need, clench close upon the 
hilt ; 

But England yearns to build a nobler name 
Not on the conqueror’s guilt, 

The iron ruler’s raw and rutMess might, 

But on the patient potent faith in love and 
right. 

That were a triumph wMch might fire our 
souls 

And shake our steeples with the joy- bells’ 
din. 

Straining to that most glorious of goals 
WMch once to near, to win 
Were the realm’s olive- crown of deathless 
fame, 

We lift our shouts to-day, 0 Queen, in your 
loved name ! 

Is not this Peaceful Triumph foretaste fair 
Of Honour’s full fruition yet to be ? 

The music round yon is no martial blare 
But voices of the free 
Ring unconstrained rejoicing on your way. 
Symbol of England’s might and ocean-girdling 
sway. 

Just, pure, and gentle, yet of steadfast will 
Whenhigh occasion calls and honour pricks! 
With such a soul our Commonwealth should 
thrill, 

That, that alone shall fix 
Our rule in rook-Hke safety, and maintain 
Free way for England’s flag o’er the wind- 
winnowed main. 

Clang hells, cheer Britons, clamour voices 
sweet 

Of English womanhood in chorus clear I 
Flood with a sea of faces the grey street, 

Of Babylon the drear ! 

The flower-pied meadow- world is scarce more 
gay, [day. 

Than the thronged city vistas on tMs festal 

A galaxy of girlish ejes gleams bright 
And blue as hyacinth clumps amidst the 
grass. 

Where’er in the huge Capital’s fuR sight, 
TMs pageantry wiall pass. 

Man’s ringing cheer and woman’s radiant 
smile, 

Speak love for England’s Queen and our 
dear sea-girt Isle. 

And Punch whose memory scans those fifty 
years, [days, 

Whose patriot forecast broods o’er coming 
Smiles with the smiling throngs, and lifts his 
cheers. 

With those the people raise, 

And prays that firmer faith, spirit more free, 
May date from tMs proud day of jocund 
Jubilee. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM 

THE DIAEY OF TOBY, M.P, 

Souse of Commons^ Monday Nighty June 13.— When new office 
created for King- Harman in connection with Irish G-overnment, 
everybody wanted to know Why ? Kohody answered. Now secret 
out. King- Harman made Parliamentary Secretary to Irish Govern- 
ment in order that he might deliver the perfectly delicious answer 
about ambulatory crowbar which convulsed House to-night. 

“Is it true,” Convbeare asked, “that at 
the Bodyke Evictions a bailffi threw a crowbar 

“So, Sir,” said Ktng-Harman, Rawing 
himself up to full height, and steadily con- 
fronting querist, ‘ ‘ no such occurrence happened. 
V A What is true is, that on one occasion a crowbar 

\ M ' * slipped from the bailifi’s hand, and entered 

the house through an aperture in the wall.” 
Shouts of laughter, amid which King-Harman 
stood immovable. When uproar partially sub- 
sided, he added, “ It was purely accidental, i 
and did not occur a second time.” Disposition 
on part of Irish Members to resent Arthur! 
Balrour’s practice of leaving questions to be 
answered by his subordinate, if King-Har- 
man can go on this way, there will be no 
further question of the arrangement. 

More pegging away at Coercion Bill in Com- 
mittee. Settled that at Ten o’ Clock on Friday, 
whatever Amendments to whatever num- 
cT her of Clauses remain unsettled shall be 
r run through forthwith, and Committee 
stage accomplished. That being so, Bar- 
^^9 vKSL TLET, who looks in on his way home after 

having founded another Penny Bank, 
wants to know what’s the use of wasting 
r ^ Heaxy, who has discovered 

in facial aspect of the Member for Isling- 
“ Put a penny in, and the resemblance to one of those automatio 

figure will move.” figures which moves when a penny is 

inserted in the open mouth, tells him to 
go away and mind his own business. As for Irish Members, ^ they 
intend to ignore Eesolution of Saturday morning. Will discuss 
Clauses line by line and word hy word as before. ^ If on Friday 
Government like to rush through without discussion any Clauses 
that may remain, the consequence he^ on their head. Penny Bank 
Bartley is conjured to “put that in his pipe and smoke it;” 
which he, metaphorically, does, and goes his way. 

John Manners back to-night, after a bout of illness. House 
delighted to see him. Cheer enthusiastically when he rises, blush- 
ing, to answer question. House justly proud 
of the picturesque old man, almost last sur- 
viving link with Young England days. ^ 
Business CoercionBiU in Committee. 

A Tuesday of the coming Jubilee 

lies heavy on House. Yarious questions 
discussed ; but Jubilee always reasserts it- 
1 3 self. Many questions about Grand Stand in 

Parliament Square. Seats not to be reserved 
and numbered, it appears. George Camp- j 
bell sternly asks, ‘ Are we to understand 
that Ladies are to scramble for their places ? ” i 
“ I hope,” said that preux chevalier, 
Wn Pi-xnsr^T» ^ pained look^t the enormity 

of the snggestion, “that Ladies do not 

yj^M^^||^Bseramhle. through the grating in 

the^cage over the Press Gallery, 
came ,the whisper, “What a 
^ man! ” 

Gardner wanted to know 
^ how long the streets would he 

1 1 kept open for Members’ car- 

riages, and Alderman Fowler, 
twice Lord Mayor of London, 
t posed PLUNHET with inquiry as 

/ what was to be done with 

^ Members’ carriages when they 

had arrived and set down their 
fare ? John Dillon gave new 

“Smiles audibly.” to OTttyCTsatiou by su^- 

^ gestmg that House should sit 

on Jubilee Day ; at which suggestion Winterbotbam,_Q,.C., with a 
rose in his button-hole, audibly smiled. 

At last House resumed Committee on Coercion Bill, the movement 
being signal for general Exodus. Almost alone Gladstone sat on 
Front Bench with Bill in one hand and copy of Amendments in other, 
eagerly comparing them. Everyone else, not excluding the indomi- 
table Tim, wearied with the worn-out theme. Leaders of the 
Government abdicated, leaving Treasury Bench in possession of 
Irish Attorney- General, Solicitor-General, and Cbcdbp Secre- 
tary. ^ Even John Morley, most assiduous attendant upon House, 
had given himself rest. The Irish Camp half empty, and the 
Benches opposite tenantless. And here was Gladstone, leaning 
forward, with elbows on knees, Bill in one hand, and Amendments 
in the other, as eagerly scanning them as if he had hut just dis- 
covered this new foimt of delight. Arthur Baleour looked across 
the table at him with perceptible increase of interest. 

“What on earth can he find interesting in the beastly Bill?” 
he muttered, and, settling himself forward another inch, went to 
sleep. 

“ Curious thing,” says Wilerid Lawson, “how Irish Secretary- 
ship diversely affects different men. It rained Forster’s health and 
temper ; it turned Trevelyan’s hair grey ; it gave an added tone of 
placidity to Campbell-Bannerman’s imperturbability; and it 
makes Arthur Baleour sit more and more recklessly on his spine. 
Fancy, before Bill is reported, he’ll have accomplished his heart’s 
desire, and be able to sit upon the blades of his shoulders.” 

.Swsmess «?owe.—Yery little. Ho prospect of more pending com- 
pulsory conclusion of Committee Stage on Friday. All owing to the 
Jubilee. So, till Jubilee is over, sh^ move my own Adjournment. 

“Shades oe Evening.” — “What to do with your hands,” is 
always a difficulty for amateurs, for debutants in Society, and for 
nervous persons. If anyone would learn what to do mth his hands, 
let him call in one evening at the Pavilion and see Professor Trewey 
(he used to exhibit at the Alhambra) make a “galanty show,” out 
of hia two hands. W onderM and immensely amusing, especially on 
a hot evening, which is warm in the well- ventilated Pavilion. It is 
well worth seeing, and anyone visiting the place will find our words 
verified, we mean Trewey-fied. 

BOBEET ON THE JUBILEE. 

Well, all I can say is, if we’re to have many more Jewbillys such 
as this here one during the nex year or two, they will have to get a 
rayther younger Head Waiter than me to look_ after matters, so as 
to keep ’em strate. With all my long xperience, I never know’d 
sitch a time for eating and drinking and speechifying. First it ’s a 
grand lunch, hot and hurley, at a Livery Company’s AIL; then 
it ’s sitch a dinner as few people as ewer had the chance of heating, 
at the Grand Metropoll; and then a Ball and supper for a few 
thousand gesteses, at which they all eats and drinks as if they had 
nothink to speak of all day ! Thems wot had occurd, and will occur 
again has on Thnrssday nex ; and as we has to prepare for about 
five thousand wisiters to a Ball at Gildhall, and sitch a supper as 
nobody carnt give except the honerd Copperashun, at what time can 

I reasonably expec to reach my downy and wirtnous couch ? And 
ewen that isn’t all, for my old friends the Jiners has fixt^ the 
werry next day for a heckseursion, on hord the Maria from 
City Barge, and of course they insists on haying me as ushal, 
eoz I knows their little ways, and the partickler brands of Shampane 
as they hkes. Well, if sum of ns tumbles asleep, and fans over- 
board, and is drownded in the foaming billers off Monkey Hand, ail 
I'can say is, it won’t be snicide, hut oyerdnn dooty. 

' Of aU the warious ways of sillyhrating a Jewbilly as I ve herd oi^ 
up to now, I thinks as the Livery Company’s is about the best. 
They not only asks lots of people to cum to dioner, and gives lots of 
money to their Poor, hut they presents theirselyes with bootiful 
Golddeckorations to show their loyalty to the Q/UEEN m a senserble 
sort of way. One company has given theirselves ail butifool gold 
pencil-cases, another has given theirselves butifool gold deckorations 
to wear in their coats on Sherrymonial occasions, and then has a 
orand Lady’s party on purpos to show ’em off ; wue a third has given 
theirselves, ewery one of ’em, hutiful gold hve-poimd pieces as has 
just been made in the Mint. Ah, that ’s what I cails common sense, 
and no nonsense ; for wen it’s all over, and the laminations have aU 
been put out, and the fireworks gorn off, and gie werry last grand 
dinner eaten and thoroly digested, and paid for, they wiB still have 
sumthink left, of that loveliest of ail colours, pure gold of 15 carrots, 
to keep the Jewbilly in their fond remembrance. 

I shood think if there ’s one class of peeple more than another, who 
ouffht to cash up pretty hansum for all the warious ways as sand 
frends suggests for sillyhrating the Jewbilly, it’s the .^octors, for I 
rnyther thinks as they’ll be having a high time 

West End and in the City, for the nex munth or so. What we joUy 
waiters calls the Livery complaint, wfil be pretty nearly universal. 
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But a trewse to such aollem professya on this festiv oooashnn. If a peace, witch. I s’pose is about as much as anybody ^ trust you.^ 
SiSbe a skXton M cupffi lock in him and lose the I bent my hewle glance upon him, but he dito't s^ and so we 
key, and forget all about him. There’s one thing as seems rayther part^; ^d I don t mind coirfesamg as I ^ve hacted <m^ tot, 
hSi ™on M pmfeshnal gents. Ewerybody is to be made appy and for though of course it carat be true, yet it imght H ^d my xeusa 
eumfe^for a\ole fortnite, princes and princesses, and periie^n for not paying u 

and poor paupers, and ewen wisoners, all alike is to rejoiM, and be namely, that times is so bad that I find it^tot to m^e bott ends 
happy and to be thankfull, all, all, with ony one xof ption, and what 1 meet, speshally when one is so werry much shorter^th^ the oth«, ^ 

axception! Hus! Tea,, ~ m^iyXrBoaMa 

ing the nex few weeks 'i '''.|J|||i I.' ‘ ip p-' ‘-‘T '' ] f thSks a^?^wwSd 

the Hotels where^ sttm Ihav^fo^T^trang^^to 

shally when I remember ' 1 a werry mmerons body, 

that His Majesty may mllmllll ifi [l| ll i® against it, but on 

praps say snmmnt to — ' mllMKl M the bother hand, all the 

me in Russian or Aus- W^T-?^ IWl in hopefool, and all the 

tnai^and^then where BMn jj |jj|p| M ^^^1*** ^^d 

We waiters ^hel d^^a 

consxilt^ about matters The^ shining loyalty of 

that^ain^^^n^hiA to the Gas Sto^oMers is 

' thatMeetpgjOneof our nms^peeple is gu^e 

chaps, not above forty, -3 mBS [ /\ I don^t know when 

acshaUy had the wulgar ^ ^ the nex one is to he held, 

had^8t| to say, as he ^ but I spose^it will^be 

snmthinkfortheCltnEra, " " ®*s the elumination gas- 

what the Q,tjeen was a .■ ■ ■.■■■.■. — -r . , — fittings should be xep 

going to do for amost up tul that time, to 

everybody 1 Well, the JUBILEE TIME. save xpense, tWe was 

skream of horror with , ^ , . quite a roar of larfbar, 

which his owdaoious ^ Sweejper {mrprised at receimng a SMllmg ), “ Thauk ver 'Onotjr, AN* MAT the blissed and Beown aoshally 



sentiment was received Saints pat tee back a Thousand thoimes ! 
was somethink as he City Crasii^ {Jiavmg d(me tJie stmi**), **Phc 
won’t soon forget. How* — 


D and Beown aosnally 
said as hethort that! 
was a rum nn, tho 
— I’m sure I don’t know 
imperent remark. How- 


sad it seems to see a^ung feller, as mite one day praps become an Hed why he shood have made such a werry imperent remark. How- 
Waitor, a ituming on theline, and a kicking over the traces and taking ever there’s one thing as is clear enuff to my mind, wiz., that 
the downward path as most sutteuly leads to a Corfiee Shop I Well, whether they bees of one sort or of the other, favorable or the rewerse 
after the Meeting, Beown and me was a warking home together, when to Eluminations and Fireworks, stingy or liberal, good or bad or 
he says to me, sajs he, “ Do yon know, Robeet, I *ve bin told as the middling in all other matters, tiiey afl. jines hartily, and sincerely 
Q,TrEEN has sum idear of doing what that yung donkey surgested, and ewen efieoshunately, in the one grand prayer, ‘‘God Save the 
and that is, to pay all the dets as eweryhody ows which is under £5 Queen I ” Robeet. 
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OUR ADVERTISERS. SEASONABLE AND OTHER. 


R oyal AJSrNIYERSART soap is a 

detergent and astringent cleanser. 

R oyal ANNIYEESAEY soap creates 
a terrific lather. 


R oyal anniversary soap 

remove the rust from chain armour. 

R oyal anniversary soap is a 

veritable toilet gem. 


i) veritable toUet gem. 
iOYAL ANNIVERSARY 


SOAP is 


XV. more efficient than scouring-paper. 

E OYAL anniversary soap takes 
the skin ofi the face wholesale. 

E OYAL ANNIVERSARY SOAP com- 
pletely a nnihilates the complexion. 

R oyal anniversary soap has 

the stimulating efiect ot a curry-comb. 

E OTAL anniversary soap will 
clean a cart-wheel. 

T30YAL ANNIVERSARY SOAP will 
XVi flay an infant. 

-pOYAL ANNIVERSARY SOAP has 
XV; been supplied by the Lord Chambek- 
lAUT to all Her Majesty’s illustrious foreign 
guests. 

E OYAL ANNIVERSARY SOAP.-An 
_ Indian Maharajah writes I have 
used it only once, but the effect has been 
truly marvellous. My face which was a 
dusky brown is now a creamy white. 
Nobody knows me.” 

E OYAL ANNIVERSARY SOAP.— A 
German Potentate writes : — “ It is a 
i composition most truly astonishing. Yester- 
day I was pale. To-day I have all the ap- 
pearance or a Red Indian. No clothes-brush 
could have produced such a result. I am 
hooted at wherever I show myself.” 

T he IMPERIAL INSTITUTE PILL 
is not a popular medicine. 

T he imperial institute pill 

should he approached cautiously by 
the invalid. 

mHE IMPERIAL INSTITUTE PILL is 
X better out of every household. 

T he IMPERIAL INSTITUTEnPILL 
is composed entirely of dangerous and 
deleterious drugs. 

T he impeeial institute”" pill 

effectively instals influenza. 

T he imperial INMltUTE~PILL 

instantly sets up lumbago. 

T he IMPERIAL INSTITUTE PILL 
rapidly increases neuralgia. 

T he imperial institute pill 

quickly r enov ates toothache. 

T he imperia:l institute“pIll 

developes constant rheumatism. 

T he imperial INSTITUTEnPilL 

i^uees aggrav^d sciatica. 

T he ^ imperial instituteTill 

will be found a most excellent sub- 
stitute for Jungle fever. 

T he IMPERIAL INSTITUTE^PILL 
will give a passing ailment a chronic 
character. 

T ldE IMPERIAL INSTITUTE PILL 
^jatterl^destroys aU sleep. 

T he IMPERIAL INSTITUTE PILL.— 
A Country Curate writes : — “ I pur- 
chased a box, and persuaded an aged Uncle 
and Aunt, both in a feeble state of health, 
to try them, with the result that one had a 
p^alytio stroke, and the other became 
a fflicted with permanent convulsions. They 
are both now inmates of the County Lunatic 
Asylum. Don’t send me any more.” 


J UBILICON is an entirely New and I 
Startling Digestive Preparation. 

J UBILICON may be regarded as a ’ 
Universal food. 

J UBILICON contains all the Nutritive 
Properties of Soup, Eish, Joint, two 
JSntrees, Sweets, Vegetables, and Cheese. 

J UBILICON creates a perfect furore in a 
menagerie, 

J UBILICON is immensely relished by 

the Rhinoceros. 

JUBILICON infallibly delights the Baby. 

J UBILICON forms an excellent Dog 
Biscuit. 

J UBILICON can, with confidence, be set 
before Epicures. 

J UBILICON may he taken before day- 
break. 

J UBILICON can be swallowed after mid- 
night. 

J UBILICON should he served at all 
_ houra; 

J UBILICON, mixed with Dublin Stout, 
affords an admirable Porridge. 

J UBILICON mingled with Ink, produces 
an efficient Boot-Blackin g. 

J UBILICON, gives a wonderfully fresh 
appearan ce to b rass candlesticks. 

J UBILICON will Restore the Appetite of 
the jaded Invalid. _ 

J UBILICON can be regarded as a Ser- 
vicea ble Furniture Polish. 

J UBILICON can he utilised as a fuel in 
a quick-drawing Kitchener. 

J UBILICON may he taken as a cough 
lozenge. 

J UBILICON, if scattered freely on the 
pavement, will prevent accidents in 
slip pery weather. 

J UBILICON. — A Country Squire writes : 

“At a hunting breakfast last season, 
acting on the advice of a Iriend, I set no- 
thing before each of my guests but a bowl 
of JuBiLicoN", made, according to the direc- 
tions, with hot water, I have never seen 
any of their faces again, and I am now cut 
by the whole county.” 

P ROOE'^SION. — OPPORTUNITY TO 
VIEW. A few excellent seats to 
witness Heb Majesty’s progress to the 
Abbey on the 2l8t, are still to be had on the 
chimney-pots of a Nobleman’s Mansion 
commanding a fine view of one of the lead- 
ing thoroughfares. Price, Five guineas a 
seat, except for that on the kitchen chimney, 
for which, as there wiU he necessarily a fire 
lighted below, only Three guineas will he 
charged. Early application desirable to 
Earl of , 417, Piccadilly. 

I LLUMTNATION.-SUGGESTION 
WANTED. A Ro^al Enthusiast, who 
is desirous of contributing to the general 
gala rejoicing at the proposed universal 
illumination, on the occasion of Her Most 
Gracious Majesty’s Jubilee, and has pur- 
chased a box containing ten of Price’s 
Night Lights, one of wMch he intends to 
utilise for the purpose, would be thankful 
to anyone who would advise hitn how to 
display it to the best advantage. 'Whether 
it should be over the ball-door, or in 
the drawing-room balcony, or placed 
conspieuonsly in the attic- window. Ad- 
vertiser^ will he thankful for any hints to 
guide him in the settlement of his problem. 
Address, Biazeb, Flare St., Hackney Wick. 


J UBILEE REJOICINGS. — A Rural 
Dean, who has undertaken, on behalf 
of a Local Bankrupt Committee, to celebrate 
the occasion of Her Most Gracious Majesty’s 
Jubilee by roasting an ox, giving a dinner 
to 300 aged people, and providing tea and 
fireworks for 5,000 children, will he obliged 
by any Expert, who has had a simfiar 
experience, informing him how he is to set 
about the undertaking with the sum of 
£4 13s. Id., all the available capital he has 
in hand subscribed for tbe purpose. He 
will also be obliged for any information 
that will enlighten him as to the proper 
method of roastiug an entire ox at once, if 
he finds himself in a position to purchase 
one. The Advertiser is ignorant as to the 
proper method of proceeding with the per- 
formance. He wishes particularly to be 
informed whether the creature should he 
cooked in its skin over a bonfire, which 
he opines must cause a good deal of waste, 
or trimmed by a Butcher, and spitted on a 
traction-engine, and exposed to the heat of 
several kitchen ranges temporarily set up 
on the Vicarage lawn for the purpose. Any 
solution of the above rather disquieting 
problems will be gratefully received by the 
Revd. X., The "Vicarage, Swampham-on- 
Stroke, Herts. 

J QBILEE BOARDER.— A Member of a 
Central Reception Committee, who finds 
he has left on his hands a distinguished 
Indian Chief, who has somehow not been 
included in the list of Royal Invitations to 
Buckingham Palace, is desirous of finding 
a quiet home for him for a fortnight, where 
he could enjoy the advantages of domestic 
supervision, coupled with such liberty 
seeing the chief sights of the Metropolis as 
might be found compatible with his social 
proclivities. As be enters a Drawing-room 
with a double back somersault, descends 
the stairs with a war- dance, and would 
like, if possible, tbe ruu ot a neighbouring 
square on a Buck-jnmping cab-horse, an 
ag^d and lonely couple, living in a retired 
pburb, who wished to enliven their declin- 
ing years by the introduction of a little 
n<>velty and excitement into their house- 
hold arrangements, would find this an 
eligible opportunity. As the Chief’s food 
consists ot a raw tripe breakfast, an early 
lunch-dinner of Bison steak, while he takes 
[ five o’clock tea in a watering-pot, the 
character of . the cuisine would be no 
gr<-at object. Is quite contented with a 
shake-down on a couple of coal-sacks in the 
fr{)nt area. The Advertiser will supply 
strait-waistcoat, handcuffs, leg-chains and 
padlock complete, for taking him ont 
to dinner, which can always be managed 
most conveniently in an empty furnitime- 
van. Five 3-lb. pots of paint, for full- 
dress purposes, would also be thrown in. 
Might, with a little humouring, be intro- 
duced as a feature into some local Music 
Hall entertainment. Apply to “Red 
Tailed Fire Escape,” care of Agent, Bag- 
stone’s Menagerie, Mile End. 

J UBILEE SONG. Patriotic composition 
entitled “ YictoricCs 'Encore^'* by the 
author of the “ West End Tradesmen's 
Anthem'' “ We hail thee, gorgeous Insti-^ 
tute," &c., &c., &c. 

Eefrain, 

Then to her year of Jubilee, 

We shout a glad “ encore'' 

For, fifty seen, we ask why she, 
Should not see fifty more ! 

To be had of aU Music-sellers in the United 
Kingdom. 


^ nTrase " Coatributioixs, nAethei MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any desoription,. wiH 

Sew b\ nf ^option? acoompamed by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. lo this rule 
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ROBERT AT THE PERSESSHUN 


ETON NOTES, 


I HAYE ofEen remarked that for downriglit furnmess, not to say 
obbternacy, there ’s nothink to compare to a fond, loying wife, who ’s 
made up her mind to see a Eoyal Persesshnn wen she appens to ha’ got 
a new Bonnet ! So, finding my orfnl pictur of the dredtull dangers of 
the streets on a reel J ewbilly Day, as don’t come werry ofien, treated 
with derision, if not contemp, I submitted at larst, as I mite jest as 
well have dun at fust, and descended with my beloved but ^m 
partner into the orfully scrowged streets. I must confess as 1 did 
wentur to suggest that praps High Park mite be about the best place 
for a safe, tho’ distant, view, but my beloved had made up her mind 
to git as near the Abby as posserbel, and was quite surprised to find 



as both sojers and perlice obiekted werry strongly to our going up to 
the front door and waiting there quite cumferal for our Sovverain 
and her Princes and Princesses, and cream-cullerd ponys. So we 
had to push our way back jest as hard as we had before to push our 
way forred, but with rayther wuss tempers ; and at one part, where 
the aojers was werry thick, one of ’em backed his horse at the rong 
time, and came bump against my beloved. Eortunately the wild 
hannimal didn’t kick, and that wunderfool woman was quite ekal 
to the occashun, for seeing sum grey- looking sojers with a plank 
reddy to assist any one as feinted, she squealed out, tho’^ she wasn’t 
hurt a hit, and frowed herself iu my arms ; so they carried her into 
the Abby for change of hair, and, strange to say, she wood not 
recover herself till Hee Majesty had cum, when she opened her 
eyes, and saw everythink! witch, strange to say, I didn’t, as I 
wasn’t there, but was a being pushed about by the dredful crowd, 
quite orful I Robeet. 


A BLAZE OF GLORY. 

The unanimous chorus of acclamation with which the recently 
published annonncement of Jubilee Honours has been greeted by the 
general public has inspired “those in authority,” to make some 
still further additions to it on the same lines, and the follow- 
ing names will probably be submitted to Hee Majesty for her 
approval : — 

To he raised to the Peerage, — ^Mr. Smith, Mr. Beown, Mr. J ones, 
Mr. Robinson. 

To he Members of Ser Majesty* s most JSonourahle Privy 
Council, — ^Mr. .^thue Robeets, Mr. W. Holland, the Author, 
Singer, and Composer of “ OA, what a Surprise /” 

To he made Baronets, — Mr. Swan, Mr. Edg-ae, Mr. HowelLj 
Mr. James, Mx, Ceosse, Mr. Blaceweio:., Mr. Spiees, Mr. Pond. 

To he JSbnorary Knight Grand Cross of the Most Sonourahle 
Order of the Hot Bath, — BuEJU.o Bill, Mr. D’Oixt Caete, 
Mr. Biggae. 

To receive the honour of Knighthood, — Mr, Eno, Mr. Beecham. 
Mr. Cockle, the Proprietor of Hop Bitters, Mr. Keating, Mr. Peaes. 


Splendid sight. Guard of “ 2nd Bucks ” all “ IstlSwells.” 

Rector of Upton-cum-Chafiey read a comic address. At every 
joke, roars of artillery. 

The Eton Boys lighted up torchers, and executed figures. The 
figures were unhurt. The Otjeen suffered torchers in the Home 
Park. In spite of this, the celebration of the Day After The Fair 
was a great success. “ Yes, it Warre.” Inclosed is the real 
Jubilee Ode, only rejected because it came late : — 


Jubilee Regina, 

Salve ! Etonenses, 

Salve ! Cunctae Formae 
Sexta (Salve !) ad primam 
Te salutant forte, 

Jubilee Regina ! 

Iterum canemua, 

Pueri loyales, 

Iterum vocantes, 

Jubilem Reginam 
Pueri Etonenses, 

Te nos apellamus. 

Ego Tommy scripsi, and I don’t 
erat justum ut bonum ut illud alteri 


Salve! Salve! Salve! 

Jubilee Regina ! 

Una voce chorum 
Foititer canamus. 

Salve 1 Salve I Salve ! 

Jubilee Regina 
Ibimus domum 
Non nos dum videtur 
Splendid a et Aurora. 

Jubilee Regina ! 

Iterum can emus, 

Jubilee Regina ! 
know why it wasn’t sung. Id 
chappi. Salye I 



ECHOES EROM THE JUBILEE. 

Deae Me. Punch, — It is not very likely that we shall have 
another Jubilee for some little while ; still, as it is always as well to 
be ready for any eventuality, I send you a few notes that may be of 
service to Londoners during the next celebration. 

How to get a Seat to View the Processtbn— Some people say that 
getting up at 5 a.m., and waiting in a brougham outside the stand 
in which that seat is sitnated, is 
“out and away the best mode.” 

Many of my friends tried this method, 
caught severe colds, and then were 
so weary when the moment arrived 
for the cortege to pass, that they 
slumbered tne sleep of the just. 

Mine was a far simpler process, and 
had the advantage of being perfectly 
successful. I did not worry myself 
to secure a voucher, but merely 

waited outside a jealously guarded ^ ^ 

public ofB.oe the cheering of^hy not Goschen’s head fora Jubi- 

the mtdtitade distracted the atten- 1“ Com ? ConseryatiTe profile on 
tion of the messengers set to watch 

the approaches. As I anticipated, in a moment of extreme excite- 
ment the guardians turned their heads to see what they could see. 
It was then that I seized my opportunity, and, walking m as if the 
place belonged to me, selected the best stand, mounted into it, and 
cheered while my voice lasted. After this I was a little hoarse, and 
consequently got hack home without fatigue. 

How to Illuminate cheaply a7xd effectively, — Chinese lantejais are 
all very well in their way, and so are Fairy lamps, but the first are 
apt to “ catch” in a hij?h wind, the second to topple over, and both 
cost money. A great deal may he done with a ream of tissue-paper, 
and a seven-pence halfpenny worth of chamber candles. Cut out 
some loyal sentiment on the paper, place a light behind it. and there 
you are. If by any chance your house should burst into fiames, you 
ought to make a good deal out of your insurance. Of course you will 
have taken the precaution to he on the right side wjth the insurance 
people. Another method is to burn down your neighbours’ houses, 
but this is not so profitable as burning down your own, although it 
gives just as much pleasure and costs infinitely less trouble. 

How to JEntertain Country Cousins, — Write to say you will he only 
too delighted to see them, and arrange to secure good places for them 
for the ceremonial. Having done this, engage the largest room in 
the best hotel on the line of route, and meet them there on their 
arrival, spend the day with them, and delicately leave before the 
waiter appears with the bill for the expenses. You should not do 
this with a very rich uncle (from whom you have expectations) unless 
you are quite sure of his temper. . , ^ 

How to Keep your Health during the Jubilee, — Leave town until 
it is aU over. 

Believe me, dear Mr, Punch, always at your service, 

A Witness of the Trxtth. 


After the experience of the 21st of June, the Metropolitan Con- 
;ables may he safely Warrented, 

“ Hospital Sunday.”— Order of the Day, “ Present Almsl” 
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AiJ. honoxir to your management, my Wabhen 
A ll honour to the Force you featly led ! 

And that honour, Punch opines, should not he barren 
(May he hear hereafter more upon that head). 

’Midst the Jubilee’s joyous pageantry and pother, 

(Though ’tis common of our Bobbies to make fun) 

“Taking one consideration with another,” 

The Policemen’s work was excellently done, 

Mr, Punch from post of vimtage proudly viewed them ; 

They combined unshrinking toil with ready tact. 

Whilst the sultry summer sunshine broiled and stewed them, 
Showing judgment when to act or not to act. 

Their thin blue line kept order ; firm yet kindly. 

They stood wi^ faces flushed, but pulses cool, 

W^hilst the multitude around them crowded blindly, 

True type of a free people’s civic rule ! 


By Jingo, how they worked amidst the jostle 
W'ith steady backs and ever ready hands ! 

■When the whistle sounded, mellow as a throstle. 

How Ihey helped the Ambulance’s helpful hands I 
Fainting woman, shrieking girl, or panting ’Abet, 

All with equal care and courtesy they served, 

With ready arm to cover or to carry 
From the press where the packed people swayed and swerved. 

How many lives and limbs they saved, those Peelers, 

And the Ambulance with which they worked so well, 

Unless the rescued all should turn revealers, 

No record will declare, no story tell. 

But Mr, Punches vigilant observation 
Marked their hard toil amidst the mob’s wild fun. 

And, filled with genuine pride and admiration. 

He publicly awards his warm “ Well done I ” 
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It is over I .'■ What a day we ’ve had ! What a suooessioE of days, ■; t' J '; nA ^vlJj 
andrnights! We saw the Procession from various Jubilee coigns of kSi\ // 
vantage,— a few of the five-sovereign gold pieces, merely as mementos '^n\l yV / 

for our collection, we should not mind possessing— but at no point Xr ^ / 11 \ 1 7 / 

was the demonstration more enthusiastic than in Trafalgar Square, Mv il / y2^ 

where beaming from among fiagsand flowers rose Mr, Punch m a / |-4l ^ 

central window of the Grand Hotel to salute H.R.H. The Prince of J / y ^ (w 

Waxes— “ Heir Apparent, or Visible Prince,”— the sixteen mounted T/// Jy 

Princes, and then to wave his hat to Her Gracious Majesty, and [rlL 

“ with heart and voiced” to sing out, “ God save the Q.ueen I ” The ^ ‘V ^ ^ 

Grand Hotel seated two hundred persons free I This was ‘‘doing ^ ^ ^ 

the Grand ” in a right royal manner. During the entr^acte luncheon '<=\ r* 

was served in the mlU d manger , where the arrangements met with iyi 

Mr, Punch's entire approbation. Tr' '*[ 1 V 

There were several most remarkable features in this great jLit Aj^ jjSJK II ^ 

assemblage, — Mr, Punch' soi course being the most noticeable— of C Ka ^ 

which we have observed no mention in^any record that we have as 1 1 ill Bl 

yet seen. The first was the Papal Envoy in a splendid carriage 11 8 I?) 

driving Westwards. Where was ne going? Had he mistaken the ' 1,1 I |l A fj 

route for Westminster Abbey? iWll 1 iLa* ac. 

The next noticeable feature was Sir Oharles WAREJEav poimcing V 

down on a too zealous Constable, and giving him such a shaking as 
brought him to his best senses and elicited cheers from the crowd. \ 

Then there were some foolish persons who would throw coppers > «. \ I 

from the windows, and there were some irregulars who broke their ' A 

line to pick them up. One of the irregulars was put under arrest, 
tried by Court Martial on the spot, and would (we suppose) have vIctwrIa'^N 

been there and then shot, had it not been for a superior Officer who oU Qveki’ >^'-7 

re-heard the case in two minutes, gave his decision, reinstated the I 
offender, and gave the Officer who ordered the arrest a wigging that f/ u 
was highly appreciated by the spectators. y 1 

The Q,ueen returning was visibly affected, and Mr, Punch hi^elf ira 
wiped away a tear on seeing the Princess of Waxes and the Princess I ft ^ 1 w 
Hotax bending towards her, and evidently sustaining her with their r I 

affectionate sympathy. */ Don’t give way. Mother,” they seemed to \i 

be whispering ; “ we ’re just home.” And though her hp quivered, I’S 

the OuEEN did not give way, but bore herself bravely to the end. 1 A^rr 1 

It all went off admirably without a contretemps, except the 
Marquis of Loene coming a cropper, and even he went off adn^ably, ^ ^ 

—and, falling on a very soft place, was unhurt. Being in Highland ^ T U j^Pb ^ 

costume, it was at first rumoured that he, was “Ejlt entirely.” 

“ Give me another horse I Bind up my wounds ! ” he cried ; but as 

there were no wounds to bind up. no special attention was needed : but ^ ^ txw/ 

another horse was brought, and again he urged on his wild cweer, 0 

reaching the Abbey comfortably in time for service. At the significant t-.. V 

request of H.E.H. the Prince of WAXES^the Marquis is, it is said, \r\^ V 

going to take lessons on buck-jumpers at Wild West Kensington, 

“The Drench Nation is unrepresented. Sir,” observed one of pO::^ /£| 

Mr, Punch's Staff to his Chief as^the Eoyal Procession was passing h ^ 
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JUBILEE PROCESSION BY OUR JUVENILE IMPRESSIONIST. 


GRAND « SITE. 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Jtjlt 2 , 1887 . 


the Gfrand. “Not exactly,” replied Mr. Punch, as he poiated towards 
H.S..K. and all the Princes mounted ; “ Paris at all events is repre- 
sented by the Passage des PrincesP 

For impressive splendour and simple dignity, the Eoyal Procession 
couldn’t he beaten. But as a Pageant - (by the way, Mrs. Eam. was 
delighted at seeing Lord Alfred Pageant in fall uniform riding all 
alone with no one to talk to)— as a Pageant there was much to be 
desired. But, after all, a Pageant wou’d have been theatrical, and 
this Procession was solid. 

What a mistake were those closed carriages! When there’s 
another show we should strongly recommend the plan (^opted^ in 
Pantomimes and to some extent in Lord Mayor’s Shows) of preceding 
each fresh lot of Notabilities with a big banner, on which shall be 
legibly written the styles and titles of the characters following. No 
one can look at a programme and see a procession. No one can take 
glances at a printed list in his hand and be sure that he hasn’t mixed 
up the third carriage with the second, mistaken a King for a Prince, 
or gone wrong somehow. Banners would obviate this. 

Then as to music. There were three bands in Trafalgar Square. 
One played on arrival, and on departure. The second played drearily 
at long intervals. The third didn’t play at all. As far as music 
went— which wasn’t far— the Procession was the dullest of its sort 
ever witnessed in any big city on any big occasion. 

The Police were all A 1. 

After the ceremony, Mr. Punch proceeded by YauxhaU Bridge and 
Dulwich to Sydenham, where he finished a royal day at The Palace. 
Already the grounds were filling, and the people were coming down 
in shoals to spend a happy afternoon and a brilliant evening. 

Anybody who was at the Palace on Jubilee Night womd augur 
well for its future success, in spite of all past and present difficulties. 
The new mode of lighting and decorating the interior gives an air of 
life to the Palace, which, in the evenings, it never has before possessed. 
Mr. Russell is to be congratulated on this ; and if the public only 
back up the show, which is just now eminently worthy of their sup- 
port, the C. P. Company may yet behold a Happy Future in the 
Crystal. 

Mr. Punch witnessed Brock’s magnificent display of fireworks— 
quite a Brocken night— and from the smile upon his countenance we 
are warranted in saying that he thoroughly enjoyed it. 

Also, on our own account, we can honestly add that besides the 
startling “Niagara of Fire,” there is another show which is alone 
well worth a visit. This is an open-air ballet, most ingeniously 
contrived and arranged by Mme. Kattee Lanner, full of marvel- 
lously pretty effects, and in the words of the poet it is, “ Oh, what a 



'abbey and GLORIOUS!” 

Tuesday . Singing to the tune of “ The Mocking Bird^^-^ 

“ 0, 1 am going to the Abbey, 

To the Abbey, to the Abbey ! 

If there I don’t see Mr. Labby, 

I shall know that he must have stayed away.” 

The ceremony in the Ahhey will never be forgotten by those who 
were present. In spite of the tiers of seats filled with fighting 
“ everybodies ” and “nobodies, ” and several very comical incidents, 
the function was intensely impressive. The Court officials did not seem 
to he well “ up ” in the names of the Kings and Princes, and had to 
“sort ’’them before apportioning seats. One very officious gentle- 
mau seemingly was asking Sovereigns for their names, with a view 
to finding out where they should he put. This pleasant person seemed 
to be saying to a subordinate, “ Pass one King to the bench on the 
right of the altar, and find a couple of places iu the stalls for these 
be-jewelled Nabobs.” 

The Q,ueen of the Sandwich Islands was a decided success. 
But — Ahhey Thought— why didn’t she come attended with a corps 
of Sandwich. Men ? The bows of the Court Officials were a welcome 
relief to the more serious functions of the day. As each “ Royalty ” 
passed, the Oentlemen in embroidered coats ducked tbeir heads as 
if to avoid the blow of an unexpected cricket-ball. These sharp 
little nods continued as “H.R.H.” after “H.R.H.” passed along, 
stopping only a moment to allow the Marquis of Lorne (recovering 
from his “nasty cropper”) to move on without clockwork-bobbing 
recognition. 

But the moment Her Majesty had taken her seat on the Throne, 
surrounded by her sons and daughters, in the presence of her People, 
the situation became unspeakably grand. The very place, so full 
of memories, added its dignity to the scene. Not even the strange 
robes of the Clergy, worn awkwardly, could lessen the solemnity of 
the occasion. Ahhey Thoughts for Ritualists— and Dalmatics 1 
Until the close of the Service the Q,tjeen represented Royalty in its 
noblest sense. It was only when Her Majesty turned round to 
receive the homage of her children, and insisted, contrary to all pre- ! 
cedent, upon kissing them, that the People realised once again how | 
intensely womanly their Sovereign Lady was, and why they not j 
only respected and admired, hut loved her. It was then that many j 
eyes were dimmed with unbidden tears, and every heart echoed the | 
earnest prayer, “ Uod save the Queen I ” 


THE CHILDEEFS F^ITE. (Jone 22.) 

Girls and Boys came out to play. 

Sun was shining— a lovely day ! 

Came with a whoop and came with a call, 

How they romped and enjoyed it aU I 
Dancing about on the spacious green, 

Cheering and blessing their gracious Queen, 

And when the fun and frolic had ceased, 

Cheering the Founder of the Feast. 

May their fate in the future, we heartily pray, 

Be as bright as we saw was their F^te of this day ! 


RACING THE BOATS. 



Crystal Palace Ballet. “ An ArraDgement in Black and "White.” 

surprise!” from beginning to end. Altogether for an outing the 
combined entertainment at the C. P. is quite an “ ont-and-onter.” 
The Rhododendrons look lovely. It ought to be made a twenty 
minutes run by rail with L. C. & D. trains every half-hour. The 
Crystal Palace ought not to he allowed to droop and die for want of 
support, as any one will say who pays it a visit just at this time. 

The fireworks had banged and popped for the last time, the gas 
was going out fast, so were the people, about forty thousand of ’em, 
and as “mid pleasures and palaces,” we had ceased to wish to roam, 
we began to consider “there ’s no place like home,” and so homeward 
went, and the Jubilee Day was over. 

The daily papers having announced in good time that June 21st 
would be observed as a Collar Day,” Sir Charles Warren was 
enabled to provide an efficient stafi of plain- clothes men for the 
occasion. It is remarkable, from the PoKce Reports of Wednesday, 
how very few were actually collared. 


Started from Southend. Plenty of money for expenses. 
Magnificent sight. Genesta took a decided lead, Granville Hotel at 
Ramsgate could not he better, 

Twescfay.— Nasty sea-fog. Heard that the Dauntless had lost her 
way, and had wandered up the Seine as far as Paris. Started in 
pursuit. 

Wednesday. — Searched everywhere for the Dauntless, hut could 
not find her. No one had seen her on the Boulevards, and I cauld 
no trace of her in the Folies Berg^res, They had not] seen her 
in the Cafe Anglais where 1 dine. 

_ Friday.— A.t Dieppe. Waited the whole day on the chance' of 
sighting the Genesta. Failed in the attempt. Could not see her 
even from the Casino, although I was on the alert the whole evening. 

Saturday. — Got to Brighton in the hope of coming across the 
Dawn. Atlantis, I believe, all right. Some one fancied I should be 
able to hear more about her if I went to Littlehampton. 

Sunday,— Atlantis not in sight at Littlehampton. Dense sea-fog. 
Tried Arundel— she was not there. Spent the whole afternoon lying 
on my hack under a tree in the park, looking for her. 

Monday.— Awey again. Ran down to Scarborough. Pretty place. 
Nice bathing. Swam out some distance, hut did not come across the 
yachts. 

Tuesday.— %j^ent aU the money provided for my expenses, which 
have been considerable. Coming back to town in a dense fog. Shall 
get a fresh supply of cash, aud then continue my journey after the 
race with increased determination. [No, you don’t.— Ed. J 
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THE ‘WEEK. 

The Foreign Office 
a marvellons sight 
with all the ladies’ 
costumes, uniforms 
naval and military, 
all the pretty Ladies, 
and the Cardinals and 
purple Monsignori. 
The Austro - Hun- 
garian Ball, at the 
Metropole, also a 
splendid sight. But 
everything every- 
where was a splendid 
sight ; and what with 
illuminations and j u- 
bHations, 

A little lamp here, 

A little lamp there. 
Here a lamp and there 
a lamp, 

And everywhere a 
lamp, 

it was what the late 
lamented Captain 
Crosstree used to call 
‘ ‘ quite conf oozlum. ’ ’ 
And what weather! 
The Head Clerk of this 
department, in nuhi- 
hus^ must he congratu- 
lated on his meteoro- 
logical arrangements. 
No “ depression 
anywhere. 




WELL-EARNED REPOSE. the presence of His Majesty. He was sipping a cup of cold 

coffee, and was seated huddled up on an ottoman, in his dressing- 
s-s I slid into the room and produced the 
\ \ 1 u Convention ” from my pocket, I noticed that he visibly turned pale, 

\ 1 returned my official salutation with an uneasy smile. 

\ ll “ If it is for me to sign that paper that you have come,” he com- 
Ji\\ \ ' menced nervously in bad French, “ I cannot do it. It is not 
\\ possible.” 

m W u j ^ sorry, your Majesty,” was my prompt reply. “ but I ’ve 

‘ A W 1 orders from my Government, and they are, that I ’m not to 

cArrV^^ W leave this room till the thing is settled. So there ; make up your mind 

to it, for you ’ll have to do it.” 

I dipped a pen in ink as I spoke, and courteously approached him 
with a winning grimace. 

/f yon, I cannot,” was his plaintive reply, “ I dare not. See, 

// what I have just received from the Russian and the Frenchman, 
Road for y oursel f . ’ ’ 

took a couple of despatches from a table-drawer as he spoke, 
f I hurst into tears ; then apparently overcome hy his emotion, he 
^ made a hound past me, and before 1 could stop him ied from the 

I ! I halloo’d alter him, hut he had got a good start down the 

'^1 ' CT 'II P^ i^^^^Nj|||i|l next two corridors, and, as chace was useless, I let him go. I then 

* I \wl1 turned to the two documents. I make no comment on them, but 

!\ I IM vw ^^close them herewith for your inspection. Need I add that after 

Ij .| .1 JljK reading them, I saw nothing for it but to return the unsigned Con- 

til I Vl Ir '^^ntionto my pocket, and get back to the Embassy as quickly as 


^3 






Lord L-th-m. “ My last Sovereign gone 1 
Now I WANT A Little Change.” 

[GrOis to bad for a fortnight. 


THE EGTPTIA.N PUZZLE. 

Official Revclati ns exlractad from a forthcoming Blue Booh 
Telegram I. 

Lord Salisbury^ Foreign Office, London, to Sir William White, 
Constantinop le. 

Come, hustle up ! Can’t think why you keep ns waiting so long. 
Awkward questions asked in both Houses every night. Send ns at 
least something to go on upon. Why isn’t Convention signed ? If 
any palace intrigue stops the way, force yourself into Sultan’s 
presence. Bother etiquette. Threaten him. Frighten him. Make 
him understand we won’t stand any more humbug. Wire reply at 
once. 

Telegram II. 

Sir William White, Constantinople, to Lord Salisbury, Foreign 
Office, London, 

Telegram to hand. Situation perplexing. At my wits’ end. Am 
celebrating Jubilee nicely. Please be patient. Letter on way will 
explain. 

Letter I. [with Inclosures,) 

British Embassy, Constantinople, 

Mr DEAR Lord Salisbury, June ^^rd, 1887. 

I NEED not say that immediately on receipt of your telegram 
I did my very best to carry out its instructions without further delay. 
It reached me when I was busily employed trimming some oil-lamps 
for our Jubilee celebration here, which promises, I am glad to say;, to 
he a very successful affair ; but I at once abandoned my occupation, 
changed my coat, put on my best hat, and hurried off to the palace. 
On presenting my card 1 was, as I expected, at once declined admit- 
tance. However, the tone of vour telegram, hinting, as it did, that 
I should have the support of Her Majesty’s Government if I found 
myself compelled by untoward circumstances to have recourse to 
unusual measures, inspired me with the happy idea of tripping up 
the sentry on duty, and making a dash for the grand marble stair- 
case, which mounting five steps at a time, I was enabled to reach the 
long series of antechambers^ that lead to the Sultan’s private 
sanctum. These were filled with high Court officials, who were too 
much taken aback by my sudden a,ppearanoe to bar my progress, and 
so, by knocking over a few who did, and bonneting a Grand Tizier, 
who stood immediately in my way, with a Hnion Jack pookethand- 
kerchief (a portion of our Jubilee decorations) that I had purposely 
brought witn me in case of need to emphasise my nationality, I made 
a hound at the curtained entrance, and after a slight scuffle that can 
not have lasted more than a quarter of an hour, found myself at 


possible to continue our preparations for the celebration of the 
Jubilee, which I am sure it will gratify yon to hear was a remark- 
able success. The Fireworks were a great hit. I have just let off 
the last rocket. Waiting your further instructions, I am, my dear 
Lord Salisbury, Faithfully Tours, William Whub. 

Enclosure A. [Translation.) 

Sire,— I am instructed by my Government to inform yon that, if 
yon put your hand to the document prepared for your signature by 
perfidious Albion, the whole grand French Nation will consider that 
yon have meditated to insult it through Egypt, and will regard your 
action as a direct casus belli. I need not, therefore, point out to you 
the necessity under which you lie of altogether ignoring Sir 
Wolee’s infamous and corrupt document. 

Assuring yon of my distinguished consideration, 

I am, Sir, Yours with all spontaneity, 

Due DB Montebello. 

Enclosure B. [Translation.) 

M. DE Nelidoee presents his compliments to His Majesty the 
Sultan, and begs to inform him that he has received instructions 
from his August Master to notify to His Majesty that he declines to 
allow biTTi to sign the so-called “Convention” recently arranged 
with England. M. de Nelidoee has further to add that, as disobes- 
dience to this command will involve the immediate despatch of 
500,000 troops to Constantinople, together with all the undesirable 
consequences that would naturally result from such a step, he trusts 
that the Sultan will see the necessity of giving orders that, if the 
British Ambassador presents himself at the Palace, he may be 
summarily kicked out. 

Telegram HI. 

From Lord Salisbury, For^gn Office, London, to Sir William 
White, Constantinople, 

Your letter with enclosures received. Nonsense! Stuff! He 
must sign. Go at him again. Don’t let him alone till he has done it. 
Follow him up. Shall expect to hear from you within twenty -four 
hours that the thing is settled. 


AFTER THE JUBILEE. 

[Fursery Rhyme,) 

# ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“ The Coronation Chair, perhaps to most Englishmen the most pr^ious of 
all the precious relics in the Abbey, was handed over to some barbarian to be 
smartened up, and he has daubed it the orthodox Ward>ur Street brown, and 
varnished it ” — Atheneeum, June 25. 


Pussy Cat, Pussy Cat, 
Where have you been ? 
I to the Abbey went 
To see the Q-ueen. 


Pussy Cat, Pussy Cat, 
What did you there? 
Sneezed, smelling varnish 
Upon the old Chair. 


Paid by “Commission.” — Second Lieutenant Daniel Godfrey, of 
the G^renadier Guards. 

The Speaker’s Song, — “ Bidmead Eiscourse,^^ (Six quavers to 
the Bar.) 



PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHABIVARI. 


[JiTLT 2, 1887. 


sAi 



Jl 

” 410 !^'^ 


OUR DRAWING-ROOM PETS. 

( We give the Oolonies a Turn,) 

Kangaeoo Jim, the Champion Axtstralian Boombrang-Thrower, is rapidly becoming the Idol of our most exclusitb 
London Circles (to the intense amusement of his native Melbourne, where he is only known to Society in his public 
CAPACITY OF professional STREET AcROBAT.) 

N.B. — Kangaroo Jim’s adventurous youth was spent in the Cookaboo Islands, and he owns to having frequently par- 
taken OF Roast Missionary there ; indeed he describes these Banquets with inimitable gusto, and seems not a little 
proud of his Culinary Skill. 


BACK TO BUSINESS. 

Zeo Britannicus loquitur : — 

Whoof I Well, I am glad it ’s all over, 
Well over, and over so well. 

It was wortn wlxile abandoning “ clover’’ 
For Trafalgar Square or Pall Mall. 

By tbiuider, I hadn’t a notion 
How youthful I was, and how green, 
Till I thrilled with contagions emotion 
To God Save the Queen 

A cynical coldness the vo^ne is, 

And yet my most dandified cnhs 
Combined with the buffers and fogies 
Who thronged the hotels and the Clubs 
To crowd for the handiest places 
On that the great Jubilee Day, 

And yeU, until red in their faces, 

A British “ Hooray III” 

Let pedants make mock of the yelleis, 

J fancy the Jubilee shows 
The town is more full of “ good fellers ” 
Than modish omniscience knows. 

Their notions nubibustic, 

But tMs is abundantly clear, 

That Britishers, urban or rustic, 

StiU know how to cheer. 

A crowd more good-tempered and joUy 
Has never stood hour after hour. 


With scarcely a sun-shade or “ brolly,” 
Beneath a broad sun at full power. 

The help'those brave “ Bobbies” afforded 
Was noble, and free from all blame, 

And if they are not fitly rewarded, 

I say it ’s a shame. 

Those Ambulance chaps, too, were splendid I 
The gentle and vigilant way 
In which on the crowd they attended 
Was one of the sights of the day, 

Bravo, Sirs ! When multitudes muster, 

Such help, uncoustraiued and unfee’d, 
Prompt, kind, without red-tape or fiuster. 

Is service indeed. 

Illuminate ? Rather ! My" pockets 
W ere plumbed pretty well. What a sight, 
When lanterns, and beacons and rockets 
Made brilliant the Jubilee night I 
Big bonfires, the lavish employment 
Of fireworks, some dolts deem a bore ; 

With a view to the people’s enjoyment, 

I wish there ’d been more 1 

However^ it ’s over, and now, Sirs, 

To business I’m going to see, 

I must doff my fine Jnbilee trousers, 

My mane and my tail must fiow free. 

These frolics have been “ a big order,” 

Which statecraft and trade did not shirk, 
(E’en the Times flourished forth with a 
But now, boys— to work I [border) 


A PRESCRIPTION. 

To those who are becoming rather tired 
of hearing “ OA, what a Surprise and 
“ Oh, the Jubilee we would suggest some 
Fresh Air. There are two Jubilee Stations— 

“ Queenborough,” whence you can reach the 
Continent via Holland, Flushing with delight 
en route. But nearer and cheaper are West- 
gate, Margate, and Ramsgate, the first of 
which {Mr, Punches own seaside resort) can 
be reacned by the jaded Londoner on Sunday 
morning in one hour and a half, starting from 
Victoria (L. C. & D. Line) at the reasonable 
hour of 10*30 a,m:., and Holbom Viaduct 10*25, 
Margate in an hour and three-quarters, and 
Ramsgate in two hours. Lovelv! Ho air ever 
composed by Mozart, Haydn (the original of 
“ Oh, what a Surprise ! ” called “ SaydvCs 
Surprise'*'^), Beethoven, Meyerbeer or i 
Lesserbeer, or Baxfe, or any other genius, 
cau ever equal the exhilarating, recuperating 
air of the Isle of Thanet, Punches 

advice is not to be neglected with impunity. 
Try it. 

A Card-Player’s — “ Never saw 
such a lot of Kings ! What a pack ! The 
Heralds held the Trumps ! With the Queen, 
the Princesses, the Prince, and the Crown 
Prince, Honours were easy.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED PROM 

THE DIAEY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday Night, June 20.— "Very few liere 
to-niglit. Majority away, either trying on their new clothes for 
Jubilee to-morrow, or, happier still, fled away from Town till Jubilee 
over. PiCKEESGiLL hears that 
Publichouses to remain open till 
Two o’clock in morning, by way of 
honouring Oueen’s Jubilee. Wants 
to know if it ’s true P Home Secre- 
tary practically admits the soft 
impeaenment. Police been in- 
structed not to take proceedings 
against Licensed Yictuallers keeping 
open house till Two in the morning. 

*^But,” he added, in stern voice, 
looking for approval to Sir Wilfrid 
Lawson, “licensed persons 
have been cautioned that, not- , 
withstanding, they will be 
held responsible for drunken- / 
ness or disorder taking place ^ 
on their premises.” 

Wilfrid Lawson not to be 
caught in net of that kind. 

Declared that Pubhcaus keep- 
ing house open till Two in the 
morning would be liable to 
prosecution. More than hinted 
that steps would be taken to 
prosecute them. 

Humour current of arrange - 
I ments made for night out to- 
I morrow. Wilfrid Lawson, 

PXCKERSGILL, ElLIS, PiCTON, 

and Sam Smith (in new Ulster On tiie prowl. 

I for the occasion), made up 

! little party to patrol the streets after midnight to-morrow. Will 
take note of Publichouses unlawfully open, and institute prosecu- 
tions. Quite a pleasant way of spending Jubilee evening. 

Bogus Petition on Coal and Wine Dues up again. Sir C harl es 
Foster, in eloquent though inaudible speech, moved that “ Heginald 
Bidmead, having fabricated signatures to certain petitions presented 
to the Honsej has been guUty of contempt and breach of privilege.” 
This Motion, if carried, involved imprisonment of Bidmead. Brad- 
laugh wouldn’t have thing settled that way. “ Bidmead only a 
tool,” he said, carefully avoiding glancing at Alderman Fowler. 
“ If he ’s sent to prison, what shall be done to those who employed 
him ? ” Enough if Bidmead were brought to Bar, and reprimanded. 

“ The question is,” said Speaker, “ that Bidmead ’iscourse at the 
Bar.” 

After long ' conversation,”^ Motion agreed to ; House got into 

Committee of Supply, and 
having resolved to make it a 
short sitting, didn’t adjourn 
tni Two in the morning. “As 
bad as a Publichouse on Jubilee 
Day,” said Wilfrid Lawson. 

^ Busimss done, — Some Yotes 

Every seat^secured atprayer- 
time. No Ministerial ^Crisis 
' fi TOi threatening, no critical division 

I lliil I being made to bring Bidmead 

liii to Bar, there to be reprimanded 

iBI lKi Bill IJ/ ^ by the Speaker. Members not 

iW iFtI? V i Bil llf surfeited with excitement of 

J| j|UiUn Tuesday, crowded in to see the 

mn B|y Preliminary skirmish he- 

■f ^ W tween Bradiauqh and Ex-Lord 

111 Iflll Miayor Fowler, in which 

V Will Alderman 'came off decidedly 

second best. This over, silence 
M attitude of strained ex- 

;geet^ion fiE over - crowded 

+/V Tiar. Q-ENT-DAVisy nervously rub- 

Called to Uie Bar. bing Ms haiids. “Cry Had- 

dock ! and let slip the dogs of War.” H. D.’s knowledge of Shaks- 


“ Sergeant-at-Arms,” cried Speaker, in tragic tones, “is Regi- 
nald Bidmead in attendance ? ” 

Sergeant-at-Arms, (leaving chair, standing: at Barb “Yes, Sir.” 

Speaker, (with deeper tragedy in his voice.) “ Then bring him 
up.” 

House shuddered. “ Bring him up ! ” In what depths was he 
held in^ thraldom, and in what form would the Sergeant-at-Arms 
bring him np ? In fragments— now a leg, 
then a head, and anon an arm ? Members 
began to feel uncomfortable. Grlanced W ] 
with alarm at Speaker, who sat in Chair \ m 
with pale face set in sternest lines. Silence 
broken by approach of Sergeant-at-Arms ; 
at his side small pale-faced man with 
immature whiskers fringing face of death- 
like pallor. Both advanced to the Bar. 

Sergeant-at-Arms gripped the Mace on 
his shoulder, ready at moment’s notice to 
brain the oflender, who trembled at his side. 

“Reginald Bidmead!” 

It was the voice of the Speaker. Ter- 
rible voice, to which the knees of the 
prisoner at the Bar knocked in audible 

•* Yery sorry. Sir, but that’s me,” they ^ 

Speaker ^oceeded, iu tones of gather- ^ 

ing solemnity, to recite brief history of mm lWBa Wm. I 
the ease, lapsing into exhortation, thuu- 
dering into reproof, and concluding with 
the abrupt command, “Yon may quit 

“And may the Lord have mercy on 
your soul,” was the involuntary response WHIHM! ■ 

that fell from several Members whose | /i 

feelings had been nncontrollably wrought p 

up by the scene. ftlr 

Bidmead did not wait for repetition of ^ 

instructions. Turned to flee, when he 

observed that his escort was retiring back- 4. jjLust dignity of 

wards, making oheissance to the Chair. Parliament.” 

Quickly turned about ; commenced forlorn 

process of ducking, which happily landed him at the open glass- door, 
through which he darted. 

“Hard upou the poor fellow, but must keep up dignity of 
Parhament,” said H. J. Wilson,^ throwing himself into attitude 
suitable to the sentiment. And this is how we do it. 

Business done, — Dignity of Parliament maintained. Some Yotes 
iu Supply. 

Friday,— ’E. otl^q of Lords met to-day, with accustomed pomp and 
ceremony. Lord Chancellor’s stately presence adorned the Wool- 
sack. The Mace on the Table, and so was the Purse, with, as usual, 
nothing in it. Seven Peers all told, majority sitting on Ministerial 
Benches, gave to gloomy Chamber a thronged appearance. At 
Half -past Four, the hour of commencing public business, Lord 
Chancellor discovered that there was no business to transact. 
Accordingly proposed that House should forthwith adjourn. No one 
objected. Lord Chancellor left Woolsack, and, preceded by Mace 
and the Purse, marched in procession down the House, his lithesome 
figure disappearing under the G-allery from the glances that 
Hngeringly rested on it. j. 

House of Commons a little more fully occupied. But they, too, 
had cessation from incessant labour. Pounded away through morn- 
ing sitting at Mines Regulation Bill ; Counted Out when met agam 
at Nine o’ Clock. A great day this for British Constitution. 

Business done, — Got home early. 

A Phenomenon. — “Dat leetle Josef” Hoffmann is a wonderful 
boy. He is always playing - happy child!— and yet when he is 
playing he is working. 

DUMB CRAMBO AT HENLEY. 




Called to the Bar. 


dock ! and let slip the dogs of War.” G. D.’s h 
peare, as Caine. says, is extensive and peculiar. 



« Easy ’All.” 


Taking a Bun on the Bonk. 
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HONOUR TO AGNETA FRANCES RAMSAY! 

(CAMBRIDGE, JUNE, 1887.) 


GAEDEN, LANE, AND MAEKET. 

Thb Jubilee Week was a bad one for Tbeatres and 
Operas. At Coyent Garden there was another splendid 
performance of Un Ballo in Maschera. Quality was 
present, Quantity was absent. Enthusiasm great. 
Signor Ga tauutc first-rate, and Mme. Yalda charming. 
Mme. ScALCHi oould not appear, but she had an excellent 
substitute. In the Operatic Eecord of the Season, the 
Garden is still to the front. 

At the Lane Augustus Dhukiolanus leads his hosts 
with undefeated ene^y. So much for his hosts, but how 
about his guests ? WeU, they did not care much about his 
“ Prima DonnafDrammatica,” and wished that she were 
more of the Prima Donna, and less of the Drammatica. 
Then the weather being wanner, 

Mr. Haubis brought out Norma ; 

in which Miss Engle (is she Engle-ish ? ) was very nice 
as Adalgisa, and her appearance quite explained Bollio's 
little flirtation. In Don Giovanni the Haux as Zerlina^ 
came out as the Nightingale. Mile. Aknoldson' appeared 
as jRosina in II Barhiere, and, if she is not yet a Jennt 
Lind or an Adelina Patti, she is, at all events, The 
success of the Drury Lane Season. She has everythinff in 
her favour, especially youth. May we have an Italian 
Opera House next year with MUe. Aknoldson as one of i 
the principals. Mr. Bunch welcomes her, and thinks ' 
that she obtain the ear and voice of the public ; not 
of course in exchange for her own. 

Les Huguenots was given at Coveut Garden on Satur- 
day. Gayabee superb in Duel ‘Scene; Scalchi said 
appropriately, “ No, No, No, No, No, NO I to an enthu- 
siastic encore : Ella Russell, as Margherita di Valois, 
electrified the audience with a high note ; there never 
was a better Conte di Never $ than Devoyod ; Mile. 

■ Sandra was nervous as Valentina; and (here comes 
poetry) Campbllo as Marcello, wasn’t good, but didn’t 
bellow. Bevignani’s band and chorus excellent, and 
Music Hall, with a huttonhqlia gladstonensis in his coat, 

; beamed on Royalty and a briRiant house. 

The same evening, Augustus Druriolanus was very 
much to the front, — “called’’ vociferously, — with Im 
Walpujgis Night Ballet in Faust, Mr, Irting was in 
front to assist, if necessary. 

At Her Majesty’s, revival of The Colonel— {W lSU&so^), 
Patti is announced for next Friday. She’s a dear 
creature, a very dear creature. Still, if she “ draws ” as 
well as she sings, the piper may he satisfactorily paid. 


T)crxT A m rnxnrv att nnxjT'W'i?’ League,” than Leader ; it would bayard on me, to expect me to out 

WHAT THEY ALL THINK OE IT. my hair and to cultivate compromise! McCarthy an mofiensiye 

Justin McCarthy. — Just been proposed to me that I should take fellow. Much better than Healy. Yes, decidedly Aut Justin, 
“TitularLeadershipof Irish Party in House of Commons I ” Parnell autnullusB ^ ^ i. j* xi. 

(whose health we all hope to see improve) wishes it, it appears. Feel T. B. O’ Connor . — It strikes me Parnell has forgotten wiy ser- 
utterly staggered by suggestion. Proud position, no doubt, but still — vices to the Party ; how I won ’em a seat at Liverpool, iqr mstance. 
am I the sort of person to lead Tanner, Tim Healy, Sexton, T. P. Feel I’m cut out for a revolutionary leader. Dont mmd what i 
O’Connor, not to mention Michael Davitt, and the rest of the say, and not much what I do. Justin not the man in the world 
“ boys ” outside Parliament, And what does “titular” leader mean ? wno can write books, ^ Would back my Gladstones Barhame^ 
Strikes me the word is suspicious. Parnell says, “I should make against his inflated Misery of Our Own Times, my day, both, 
such a respectable figure-head.” Query — is this complimentary or for style and accuracy. Fancy a Noveust at head ot Clan-na-waei . 
the reverse? I am sure it’s meant to he flattering, but somehow it StDl, better to have him than that bellowing bull, Tann^, at that 
doesn’t sound'so. Then if I accepted position, it would be positively straw-splitting limb of the law, Healy, Parne:^ says that Justin 
necessary that I should do something which would force Authorities “divides the least.” Yes, but oughtn’t Nationalist leader m rarlia 
I to put me in prison, as this is a sine gud non for obtaining confidence men! to “ divide” the most i n » -n >x 

of Irish people. Question is, what is the very mildest illegal act for Tim Healy , — ^Ridiculous to think of T. P.’ as my leader I Don t 
which Government would he safe to look me up ? Might arrange mind Justin, at least not so much, but s something biatant 
matter amicably with Baleour, perhaps. Awkward if he refused and even vulgar about the other one. In fact can t thiim Tmat 
ynlr tmA pfl.pAr i’n R'il-mfl.inVtfliifi - Where would my uovels he then ? Parnell’s about if he does not recommend me tox Leader snim 
Yet Kilmaiimam would certainly give me some useful “local colour.’ Haven’t I fought Crimes BiR inch hy inch ? Who’s got so nmch i 
Yes, but then if I had to go a tour like O’Brien first, might get the legal— or perhaps I ought to say iReg^ — acumen as I r Can t help 
local colour somewhere else— aR over my body, for example. On the bemg caRed besides, it’s a BibUcal name, and ought to corn- 
whole think I ’m Rke lamented Iddesleigh— haven’t sufficient “ go,” mend me to hierarchy. Think I ’ve a real gift for leading. So Md 
— ^would rather write History than make it, any day of the week. Parnell — ^it was thirty thousand in his case, I remember— mustn t 

DavtYt,— Not good at game of “ foRow my leader,” under any cir- say this to anybody, however, j* j. a 

oumstances. Now Parnell’s shelved, think I might take his place, Dr, Tanner,— ’Bobodj seems to have thought succeed 

out of Parliament. Circumstances of course prevent my being Parnell I Yet nothing succeeds like success, and I flatter myseJi 
leader w PaxRament. Besides, I am so volatRe— violent, 1 mean, I ’ve gained a unique reputation in House for language th^ would 
and can’t help hreaking out now and then; and that would he disgrace a bargee. Healy! A quibbling pettRogger. Sexton. 
awkward for G.O.M. Perhaps on the whole Justin’s the man. A rhetorical prig. T. P. O’Connor! Feeble imitator of style. 
Hbaly’s name is Tim, which is fatal for a leader. As for Justin— weR, he ’s less olfieotionable than rest, perh^s ; but 

Dillon, — ^As ^sinterested Patriot, of course don’t care twopence didn’t he write History of Our Own Times, Never read the boox, 
about Leadership. StiR, Parnell mi^t have ashed me, I think, hut strikes me a NationaRst who would act as c^oniclex of tnat 
Does he forget how often I’ve led the Forty Thieves— I mean Forty blood-thirsty British organ is out of the running for leading ^triot^ 
Members, necessary to support motion for adjournment ? Not sure. If it had been a “Bistory of our own B,M,G,,'^ now, that would 
though, if it isn’t more comfortable to be the “ Bayard of the have been different. _ 


KOTIC^.— Bejeoted Coxnanuueatxons or Contributioiis, whether MS,, Printed Matter, Drawings, or Picturee of any doscriptlw, wUl 
^ no ba rotoned, not ovon whon accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this nui 
these vsTh bs bo esKosptieBw 


about Leadership. StiR, Parnell mi^t have ashed me, I tmnk. 
Does he forget how often I’ve led the Forty Thieves— I mean Forty 
Members, necessary to support motion for adjournment ? Not sure, 
though, if it isn’t more comfortable to be the “ Bayard of the 







“Abbey and Glorious I ” 820 
Academy Banquet (The), 222 
Academy Guy’d (The), 226 
Advice Gratis, 10 
Advice to Singers, 194 
Ad Reginam Jubilantem,'158 
iEsop in Parliament, 276, 277 
Alimentary Education, 182 
All about it, 230 
All at Sea, 269 
All in the Wrong, 166, 169 
AH of a Piece, 243 
American Song-Birds, 163 
Another One, 158 
Anticyclonic Ode (An\ 82 
Appeal to Apollo (An), 58 
Apple-Cart (The), 287 
’Arry in the Witiness-Box, 61 
•Any on the Jubilee, 305 
Art Hesperides (The), 218 
Aspiring Amateurs, 221 
At the Bier of Beer, 232 
At the Haymarket Theatre, 150 
At the Lyceum, 261 
Author’s Meeting (The), 144 
Automata-super-Springs, 73 
Awake with the Sleeping Beauty, 125 
Bacchus in Iowa, 109 
Back to Business, 322 
Balfour Ballad (A), 263 
Ballad of the Broken BaxOnet (The), 113 
Barker, P.C., 173 
“ Belgravia Bob’s ” Show, 193 
Better Late than Never, 3 
“ Big ‘ Ben ’ " (A), 280 
Black Assizes (The), 136 
Blaze of Glory (A), 317 
Blowing the Fumiss, 210 
Blunderbore at Bow Street, 197 
Boating after Church-time, 117 
Bogey! 274 
Bohemian Ballad, 265 
Bookmakers in France (The), 149 
Bounder (The), 34 
Bumble at Bay, 25 
“ Business of the Nation ” (The), 250 
Camming it Strong, 206 
Case of Champagne (A), 46 
Catechism for Londoners, 219 
Cause and Effect, 240 
Challenge (The), 210 
Chance (A), 157 
Charles and the Children, 282 
“ Chicken and Champagne,” 111 
Chiefs in Council, 227 
Children’s Choice (The), 60 
Children’s Fancy Dress Ball at the Man- 
shun House (The), 53 
Children’s F§te, (The). 320 
Children’s Jubilee (The), 266 
Choir-Boy (The), 209 
Christmas “Carroll” (A), 17 
Churchillius, 78 
Classic Advice, 217 
Clown’s Lament (The), 26 
Cold Water Cure at Berlin, 65 
Colonial Pressure, 191 
Comfort for a Royal Academician, 197 
Confused Crocodile (The), 99 
Cook brought to Book (The) 123 
County Chorus (A), 190 
Cricketer’s Carol ^he), 238 


“Crocodile” (The), 4 

Crummies again ! 263 

Cry from Ambleside (A), 145 

Curiosities of Journalisric Literature, 137 

“ D,” 225 

Dainty Dish to set before the Queen, 206 
Delight in Disorder, 262 
Demmon Orator (The), 198 
Despair! 206 

Detective’s Triumph (The), 98 

Devil’s Latest Walk (The), 300 

Dismal D. C. L (A), 233 

Domestic Melodies, 10, 42, 190 

Doubts, 157 

Draft Hound (A), 27 

Drama in Oxford Street (The), 16 

Driving Duke (The), 216 

Drunolanus Operaticus, 262 

Dunraven, 93 

Early Closing, 114 

Echoes from the Jubilee, 317 

Education Made Easy, 118, 130, 142, &c. P 

Eg3T)tian Puzzle (The), 321 

Elementary Teachers, 240 

Eloquence and Wisdom, 231 

“ Emergency-Man” (The), 54 

En Passant, 290 

Epigram on a Party Hack, 261 

Epitaph (An), 29 

Essence of Parliament, 69, 71, 83, &c. 

Eton Notes, 317 

Everywhere Jubilee Tear (The), 147 

Fair Start (A), 65 

“ Farjeon smiles upon us I” 17 

Father Christmas and the Child, 6 

“ Father William,” 150 

Fine Fellows, 125 

First Round, 173 

Fishing Question (A), 225 

Flat Contradiction (A), 167 

Flowers of Plain Speech, 286 

Foreigner at the Tooleries (A), 145 

France and Savoy, 76 

Free Speech, 276 

“ From Mozart to Mario,” 40 

Funny Law in a Comic Court of Justice, 57 

Future in the Crystal (The), 275 

Getting it Pat, 166 

“ Give us bold Advertisement,’* 240 

Going Courting, 81 

Good Butler in the Right Place (A), 4 

Good-bye, Old Friend I 132 

Good Evening (A), 250 

Goschen to the Rescue, 203 

Grammar of Dissent (The), 205 

“ Great ‘ Globe ’ itself” (The), 245 

Great Little “Random” (The), 18 

“ ‘ Harris ’ in Wonderland,” 17 

“ Hars est celare hartem," 122 

Harsh-Deacon of Westminster (The), 98 

Hee I Hee I 100 

“ Here we are again 1 ” 54 

Her First Appearance, 173 

Herrick in the House, 66 

High (Court) Jinks, 234 

His Birthday Presents, 156 

“ His Highness,” 04 

Holiday Charges, 202 

Honours Easy, 106 

How does it look this Way ? 181 

How much more of it ’ 77 

How the B.H.A, was saved, 254 


How to Preserve the Palace, 117 
How Wars are got up, 16 
In Reduced Circumstances, 86 
In Statu Quo, 287 
Interviewing k la Mode, 60, 69 
Interview with a Singh-ular Individual 
(An), 277 

In the Court of Common Sense 157 
In the Crackers, 6 
In the First Olympiad, 22] 

In their Easter Eggs, 182 ^ 

In the Spring, 205 
Involuntary Contributions, 20C 
Islington Campaign (The), 805 
“Is the Old Min Friendly? " SO' 

Italian© in Covento Gardeno, 276, 

Jack’s Rejoinder, 77 
Jacobites at St. James’s, 129 
JoEy Commissioners (The), 110 
Jottings for Journalists, 145 
Jubilee George, 148 
Jubilee Guests, 291 
Jubilee Jottinns, 11, 297 
Jubilee “ Meet ” (The), 6 
Jubilee of King Edward the Third, 304 
Just in Tune, 76 
Katering for the Public, 157 
Keats Improved, 98 
Keeping Up the Classics, 39 
Knighthood at Birmingham, 167 
Lane and the Garden (The), 228, 312, 326 
Laon-lai-Tsze, 62 
Lapsus Calami, 25 
Larks ! 51 
Last Straw (The), 33 
(Late) “ Spring Cleaning” (A), 270 
Latest Fashion m Parliamentary Cards 
(The), 240 

Latest Medical Advice (The), 181 

Latest Thing in Organisation (The), 268 

Law of the Letter (The), 171 

Leek-age of Loyalty, 150 

Letter-Bag of Toby, M.P. (The), 13 

Lighting Up, 280 

“Litterse Hiimaniores,” 70 

Little Miss Budget, 1S6 

Little Prophecy about a Big Thing (A), 52 

Longest Day (The), 319 

Long Shot at the Future (A), 111 

Lord Iddesleigh, 45 

Lubbock’s National Race Dictionary, 162 
Lunatic Law, 121 

Mac-Smith in the Witches’ Cave, 246 

Mammon the Mendicant, 12C I 

May Fair Nursery Rhymes, 243 

May Meeting (A), 249 

May Memory (A), 239 

Mem. by a Married Man, 125 

Mem. by a Midlander, 167 

Memoirs of a Secret Mission, 4 

“ Merry in Hall,” 40 

Micro-Telephone Push-Button (The), 144 
“ Mixture as Before ” (The), 282 
I Model Manchester! 233 
I Modem Sintram and his Companion, 114 
Monty Cristy's Minstrels, 35 
; More Latino and More Liatin, 243 
“ More Light ! More Light I " 253 
Mostly Smoke, 197 
Mother and Me, 185 
M.P.’s Aspiration (The), 90 
Mr. Greenhorn’s Experiences, 2S7 


Mr. Punch’s Manual'for Young Reciters, 
109, 134, 181, &c. 

Mr. Punch’s Moral Fairy Tales,''117, 125, 
133, &c. 

Mr. Punch’s Own Tipster right again !_267 
Mr. Punch s Party, 2 
Much in Pomt, 61 
Much Lower Chamber (The), 182 
“ Music hath Charms,” 298 
Mystery of Great Printing-House Square 
(The), 1 .r^ 

Naval Manoeuvres, 280 
Nelson’s Song, 102 
New “ Lilli Burlero ” (The), 144 
New Nuisance (A), 124 
New Royal Jubilee Tike, 198] 

“News 1” 205 
News for the New Tear, 3 
News from the Theatres, 97 
News of the Sleeping Man, 171' 

“New Words for Old Tunes,” 273 
Nobody, 178 
No Danger, 94 

No Demand for Indian Bonds, 1S4 
“No Order!” 87 
Nordisa, 237 

No Rose without a Thom(eycroft), ni 
Notes and Gold, 171 
Notes and Votes, 254 
“Novel-Snnday,” 177 
No Work to do ! 13 
Obvious, 189 
Official Minutes, 18 
“ Oh, poor Robinson Crusoe ! " 29 
Oh, -what a Surprise ! 205 
Oldest Ale (The), 171 
“ Old-fashioned Boy" (An), 293 
Old Hand (The), 162 
“ Old Rowley ! ” 97 
Olympians (The), 5 
; One Way to Cure a Bank Abuse, 1S6 
Only a Roose, 69 
On the Towing-Path, 158 
“Opera Omnia,” 2S.'> 

Opinions of “Red Sliirt,” 225 
Oracles in Council, 213 
Order, Order ! 33 
“OShe!” 34 

Our Advertisers, 101, 201, 316 
Our “ Notes and Queries,” 47, 50 
“Our Own Celestial," 119 
Our Royal “ Hamlet,” 42 
Our Winter Garden, 23 
Oversight in the Queen’s Speech, 66 
' Oxonian’s Week (The), 73 
Peaceful Triumph (A), 312 
Pearls of Price, 130 
Peeler and the Poll (The), 215 
Personally Conducted, 264 
IPicking up the Pieces, 64 
Pilfering Peter the Patriot, 136 
Pilgrim of Hate (The), 214 
Pint in Port (A), 66 
Plaint of tlie Minor Poet (The), 147 
Playground of England (The), 102 
“Poetry of Motion ” (The), 97 
Pot and Kettle, 245 
Prepai-ing for the Jubilee, 294 
Privilege, 239 

Privilege of Parliament, 203 
Probable Invasion of London, 238 
Proposition and a Rider (A), 16S 
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Protest (A), 52 

Protest from the Pedestal (A), 55 
Publishing Paradox (A), 122 
Puer Protestans, 49 
Punch’s Own Zadkiel for IS 7 9 
Punch to John Bught, 111 
Punch to the Peelers, 31S ^ 

Qukbn at the Wild West (The), 250 

Queen's Jubilee (The), 108 

Questions and Answers for Pleasure-; 

Seekers, 290 
Quiet Sunday (A), 74 
Eacog the Boats, 320 
Ramsbothainiana, 1S5 
Rap for the Ravens (A), 171 
Bather “ Gashly,” 174 
“ Rational Dress,” 102 
Beal April Fools, 174 
Real Grievance OfBce (The), 138, 153, 192 
Real “Highway ’’-Man (A), 143 
Reasons for and against Home-Rule, 251 
Reason Why CThe), 1S4 
Re-assuring ; or, Quite Pacific, 69 
Reflections— “As in a Looking-Glass,’ 
273 

Reform Ball (The), 299 
Remembering to Forget, 52 
“ Revenge ” (The), 72 
Revolt of the Review-Readers (The), 129 
Rhymes on a Home-Euler, 2S6 
Riddle’s Dictionary, 94 
Rights and Writers, 154 
“ Ringmg them in,” 278 
Robert at Hyde Park, 194 
Robert at the American Exhibition, 252 
Robert at the Persesshun, 317 
Robert at the Royal Academy Dinner, 
237 

Robert on the Jubilee, 313 
Robert to the Rescue ' 122 
Robert with the Loriners, 161 
Romance and Reality, 149 
Romanes Awry, 157 

Roosters during an AJl-Night Sitting, 242 
Roses in Bloom, 230 
“ Roses that bloom, tra la I ” (The), 265 
Round-Table Conference (The), 47 
Round the Cauldron, 146 
Royal House-Warming (A), 290 
Royal Jubilee Cricket Score, 290 
Royal Society of Painters in Water- 
Colours, 214 

“ Running the Gauntlet," 222 
Salisbury Sisyphus, 174 
Salvage Small-Talk, 21 
Shelnng Them, 215 
Bhillmgsworth of Old Masters (A), 23 
Ship and Turtle (The), 190 
Shocking Outrage upon an Elderly Gen- 
tleman, 37 
“ Shut in ! ” 261 
Simple 1 282 

Sir Percy and the Fearful Fogge, 141 
Smith Scores, 97 
Soldier’s Pear, 210 
Somebody’s Engagements, 227 
Some still Wilder Remmiscences, 300 
Something like Bye-Laws, 267 
Something More Like it, 293 
Song and Shout, 239 
Song for Mr, Goodallround, R.A., 207 
Sonnet of Valentines (A), 85 
Specimens of Mr. Punch’s Signatures, 209 
“Spider and the Fly’’ (The), 135, 148 
Spring Song, 240 
Starters, 262 

“ Storey of a House ” (A), 93 
Studies from hir. Punch’s Studio, 12, 24, 
36, Ac. 

Sweets to the Sweet, 251 

Table Talk, 252 

Tactics, 186 

Taking Stock, 122 

Tappertit’s Revolt, 14 

Tellings of the Telephone, 84 

Ten Years Hence, 149 

Terrific Struggle with a Grand Piano, 82 

Theatrical Chat (A), 137 

Theatrical Property (A), 276 

“ They're all Very Poor and Small,” 286 

“Thomson’s Seasons,” 53 

Thought-Reading Extraordinary, 154 

Times to Mr. Gladstone (The), 156 

To Lovers of a Good Dinner, 1 

Tool of Trade (A), 202 

To Pheebus Apollo, 281 

To Sydenham, 1G6 

Tour de Force (A), 279 

Transpontine Study (A), 58 

Triplet (A), 41 

Turning in the Lane (A), 196 

Turning over Hew Leaves, 5, 22, 39, Ac. 

Torning the Tables, 90 

Two Chancellors (The), 161 

Two Great Races (The), 263 

Two Jubilees, 301 

Two Theatres, 227 

Two Views of it, 132 

Ultima Thule ; or, Toole’s Latest, 41 

TJnconvicted, 133 


Under Consideration,’ 237 
Unveiled Rebellion, 121 
Unwelcome Guests, 26 
Usual Thing (The), 255! 

Van Dyck’s Visitors, 89 
Velvet and Iron 1 ” 42 
Veni, Verdi, Vici, 49 
Very “ Extraordinary Tithes, ”|230 
Very Hard Lines, 180 
Very Humble Petitioners, 249 
Very Old Times at the Mansion House, 45 
Very Original Greek at Oxford, 264 
Victim (The), 66 
Vultures (The), 198 
Waiting Verification, 228 
Wanted— the Institute ! 274 
Way to Stop it (The), 170 
Weather, until further Notice (The), 49 
What does he Mean by it^ 137 
What they all Think of it, 326 
Which? or, Rather Puzzling, 46 
“Who shall decide when Doctors dis- 
agree?” 64 

Who’s to Have it? 50 

Wild West-minster ! 234 

Williams Redmvus, 298 

Winter Garden (A), 26 

Wise Men in the East, 245 

Wishes for the New Year, 1 

“ Withm the Abbey Walls,” 110 

With the Indians on the Derby Day, 269 

Wolff (The), 222 

Woman and the Law (The), 96 

Worth Consideration, 3 

Wranglers at Oxford, 14 

LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

After the Jubilee, 323 
British Lion prepares for the Jubilee 
(The), 295 

“ Catchpenny” (The), 67 
Challenge (The), 211 
Ghurchillius, 79 
“ Emergency-Man” (The), 55 
“Father William,” 151 
“ God Save the Queen ! ” 308, 809 
Great-Little “Random” (The), 19 
“ Hope I don’t Intrude” 1 < ! 103 
“ Is the Old Mm Friendly?” 31 
Jubilee “Meet” (The), 7 
Knight and his Companion (The), 115 
(Late) “ Spring Cleaning ” (A), 271 
Little Miss Budget, 186 
Mac-Smith m the Witches’ Cave, 247 
“Mixture as Before” (The), 283 
“Old Hand ’’(The), 163 
“ Running the Gauntlet,” 223 
Salisbury Sisyphus, 175 
Sending Round the Hat, 137 
“Shutm!” 258, 259 
“ Sticking Place i ” The), 139 
Turning the Tables, 91 
“ Velvet and Iron 1 " 43 
Vultures (The), 199 
Wild Westminster I 235 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 

Academy Guy’d (The), 226, 251, 275, &c. 
.Esthetic Critic and Cynical Bachelor, 202 
American Drinks, 240 


Angelina and Edwin’s "Wealthy Uncle, 290 
Art Hespondes (The), 218 
Artist and Scotch Paint-scllcr, 94 
Artist, Ins Wife, and the Critic, 171 
A.ssnmption of Hamlet (An), 239 
Athletics, 37 

Automatic University Boat-Race, 153 
Awkward Mistake in a Likeness, 206 
Baby and the Piano, 262 
Bare-backed Performances, 26 
Baroness invites the Vicomte to T^a, 147 
Basso with a Powerful Voice (A), 230 
Behaidng according to his Company, 158 
Best Club for an All-Night Sitting, 159 
Boating at Oxford, 121 
Boatmen and the Milliner’s Dummy, 102 
Bo^anger not in the Cast, 2S7 
Boy Born for the Stables, 106 
Bridegroom hooked at last, 250 
British Tar and the Bent Cutlasses, 170 
Brummagem Performing Elephants, 167 
Buckjumper Four-in-hand, 282 
Buffalo Billeries (The), 305 
’Bus Conductor’s Bad Sixpence (A), 130 
Chamberlain Skylark (The), 195 
Chaplin contemplating Looking-Glass, 13 
Chiefs “Red Shirt” and “Strong Will,” 
227 

Choosmg a Friend’s Photograph, 10 
Christmas Games, 9 
ChuTchill Jack-in-the-Box (The), 2 
ChurcMll’a Squibs and Crackers, 51 
City Croesus and Crossing-Sweeper, 314 
“ Collar’d Head,” 33 
Colonist appealing to John Bull, 231 
Confirmed Bachelor’s Reflections (A), 25 i 
Confused Crocodile (The), 99 
Countess’s Carnage at Railway Crossing, 
150 

Counting her Husband’s Hairs, 35 
Cricket Catches, 289 
Crystal Palace solicits Aid, 86 
Cutting Acquaintances at a Picture Gal- 
lery, 198 
Cj cling, 33 

Dachshorse (The), 203 
Debtor’s Beal Jubilee Memorial (A), 97 
“ Division” Bell m the House (The), 131 
Doubtful Compliment to Lady Pianist, 90 
Drury Lane on Boxing-Night, 11 
Duchess and the Letter “ G” (The), 02 
Dumb Crambo at Henley, 325 
Dumb-Cranibo’s Stranger’s Guide to Lou- 
don, 220, 297 

El Dar-be Hieroglyphic, 253 

Fair Hostess and French Pianist, 174 

Fashionable Lady Reporters, 294’ 

Fenian Fiend troubling Canadian Watsrs, 

Fits of the Blues, 141 
Powlerius to the Front ' 123 
Freddy, Grandpa, and Broken Wires, 58 
French Count and Tame Stag, 80 
French Count’s Three Misses (The), 14 
Gladstonian Spiders and Union Fly, 135 
Gog and Magog’s Rejoicing, 15 
Qoschen. and the Cat, 161 
Goschen Draft Hound (The), 27 
Gosehen’s “Jubilee Budget,” 207 
Grosvonor Gems, 238, 263, 281, &e. 

Guest invites his Host to Dine, 134 



Guide to the London Theatres, 49, 61, 73 
Handing Lady Glitter to her Carnage, 234 
Hippodrome at Olympia (The), 22 
Honour to Agncta Frances Ramsay, 826 
Horse Dressed as a Masher, 243 
Howaid Vincent clearing the Gates, 143 
Imperial Institute Working Model, 3S 
Jones prefers a Plain Woman, 45 
Jubilee Procession, (The), 319 
Jubilee Sightseers on Balcony, 303 
Jubilee Temple of Art and Science, 311 
Jury of Fair Women (A), 210 
Kangaroo Jem in Society, 322 
Kicking Cab Horse (A), 28 
Knoiviiig the “ Heir of Redclyffe,” 182 
Knowing the Nature of an Oath, 122 
Lady Godiva’s Favourite Tree, 50 
Lady’s High Head dress in a Hansom, 126 
LadV with a Gauze Fan (A), 138 
Lady Witness and the Counsel, 286 
Lapdog taking Carriage Exercise, 66 
Lawn-Tennis Championesses, 306 
Lighthouse Cominissioner.s Carousing, 110 
Little Eva is Inattentive, 39 
Little Girl and the Piper, 6 
Lord Latliom takes some Rest, 321 
Lord R. ChurclnU’s Speech in Fog, 71 
Lord Chamberlain acting as Boots, 291 
Magazine Explosions, 186 
Mary at the Open Air Service, 154 
Members Losing their Heads, 83 
Merchant and his New Clerk, 166 
Miss Hvpatia and the Professor, 293 
Miss Pnmme’s and Vicar’s Language, 261 
Mine, la Rdpubhque and Gen. Boulanger, 
255 

Mr. and Mrs. Gladstone’.^ Dollies, 252 

Mr. Nobody v asting Commons’ Time, 95 

Mr. Punch’s Political Party, 2 

Mrs Hari'ourt Gamp on Paviiellism, 213 

New Double Florin (The), 261 

Not a Good Judge of a Gentleman, 87 

Not a Soul in Rotten Row, 114 

wanting to Dance with anyone else, 
270 

Nurse and the Thermometer, 70 
Old Lady and Tramp, 219 
Old Bore who likes Jones (The), 191 
Old Lady and Toy Frogs, 118 
Old Parson and Contemplative Rustic, 194 
One of Allsopp’s Fables, 119 
Origin of Titles, 85, 109, 193 
Our County Member in Church, 274 
Palmistry and the Engaged Ones, 82 
Past and Present Salutations, IS 
Pencil Tips for the Derby, 241 
Penny and the Sou > (The), 179 
Police Clearing the Serpentine, 54 
Policeman and Inebriated Citizen, 142 
Political Harlequinade (A), 84 
Political “ Past Mastei’s," 315 
Political Witches round Cauldron, 146 
Punch and George the Third, 301 
Punch and Mr. Lawson’s Children’s Ju- 
bilee, 266 

Punch and Time at Leapfrog, 1 
Punch Complimenting the Police, 318 
Punch's Essence Laboratory, 59 
Racy Sketches, 268 
Randolph, the Tipster, 183 
Reading between the Lines, 98 
Reciter at a Party (The), 78 
Rector’s Christmas Concert (The), 23 
Reform Club Ball (The), 299 
Refieshnieut-Room Sketch, 302 
Re-opening of St Stephen’s Restaurant, 63 
Ret-urn of William the Whaler, 279 
“ Ringmg in” to Parliament, 278 
Roosters during an All-night Sitting, 243 
Royal Ascot, 2S0 
Seaside Boa (A), 42 

Season - Ticket- Holder and the Fresh 
Paint, 178 

Seedy Dyspeptic and his Idle Friend, 1 90 
Skating Boy’s Rations (A), 49 
Snapped Telegraph Wires, 21 
Speaker slaying the Jabber-Talk, 107 
Sprcimens from the Water-Colonr Show, 
214 

Statues m Westminster Abbey (The), 119 
Stout Adonis and Fair Equestrian, 222 
Stout Patient and Masseur, 225 
Suspended Hats in Church, 52 
Tenants’ Ball (The), 215 
Tenor’s Pronunciation of “ 0” (The), 9 
Three Hunting Heiresses, 40 
Thrifty Old Lady’s Luggage (A), 74 
Tom’s Excuse for Staying in Bed, 298 
Toole and the Indians, 216 
Triple Use of a Boa, 111 
Trying to Conceal his Ignorance, 285 
Unconvicted Pnsoner (An), 133 
Vif'ar’s Wife Snubbing Snoggins, 267 ■ 
Volunteers (The), 177 
Waggon-Djaver’s Quiet Pipe (A), 162 
Wanting more Hair on Top, 46 
Why he Proposed, 76 
Why the Country Boy left School, 129 
Wishing to be Hospital Nurses, 246 
Young German Accompanist (The), 186 
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